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PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


;n 


A  Midsummer  Day-dream,  and  iti  making  Sequel. 

IT  was  the  luncheon-hour  at  Lord's.  Likewise  it  was  exceeding  hot,  and  Mr.  PUNCH,  after  an  exciting  morning's  cricket, 
was  endeavouring  to  cool  himself  with  an  iced  tankard,  a  puggreed  "  straw,"  and  a  fragrant  whiff. 

"  Willow  the  King  1 "  piped  Mr.  PUNCH,  pensively.  "  Quite  so  !  A  merrier  monarch  than  the  Second  CHABLBS  is 
WILLIAM  (GILBERT)  the  very  First !  And  no  one  kicks  at  King  Willow,  even  in  these  democratic  days.  The  verdant,  smooth- 
shaven  lawn,  when  wickets  are  pitched,  is  your  very  best '  leveller ' — in  one  sense,  though,  in  another,  what  stylish  RICH ABD 
DAFT  calls  '  Kings  of  Cricket*  ('  by  merit  raised  to  that  good  eminence'),  receive  the  crowd's  loyal  and  most  enthusiastic  homage. 
But,  by  Jove,  the  Harrow  boys  will  want  a  new  version  of  their  favourite  cricket  song,  if  prodigy  be  piled  on  prodigy,  like 
Pelion  on  Ossa,  in  the  fashion  to  which  the  Doctor  during  the  first  month  of  Summer  in  this  year  of  Grace  has  accustomed  us." 

"  The  '  Doctor's '  throne  has  never  been  disputed  by  anyone  outside  Bedlam,"  said  a  strong  and  sonorous  voice. 

Mr.  PUNCH  looked  up,  and  perceived  before  him  a  stalwart  six-footer  in  flannels,  broad-belted  at  the  equator,  and 
wearing  broad-brim'd  silken  stove-pipe. 

"  ALFMED  MYNN,  quoting  '  the  Old  Buffer,'  or  I  'm  a  Dutchman,"  said  the  omniscient  and  ever-ready  one. 

" '  And,  whatever  fame  and  glory  these  and  other  bats  may  win, 

Still  the  monarch  of  hard  hitters,  to  ray  mind,  was  ALFRED  MYNN  ; 
With  his  tall  and  stately  presence,  with  his  nobly-moulded  form, 
His  broad  hand  was  ever  open,  his  brave  heart  was  ever  warm  ' — 
as  PHOWSE  sang  pleasantly." 

The  Kentish  Titan  blushed — if  Shades  can  with  modesty  suffuse.  "  You  know  everything,  of  course,  Mr.  PUNCH," 
eoid  he  ;  "  and  therefore  you  know  that  the  object  of  my  visit  is  not  to  have  my  praises  sung  even  by  you  or  the  Poet  PBOWSE, 
but  to  back  up  that  National  Testimonial  to  the  Cricketer  of  the  century — and  the  '  centuries  ' — of  which  I  'm  glad  to  hear 
whispers  in  the  Elysian  Fields,  where — alas  ! — we  do  not  pitch  the  stumps  or  chase  the  flying  '  leathery  duke  '  of  Harrow 
song." 

"Well,  it's  a  far  cry  from  Hambledon  to  Dowuend,''  quoth  Mr.  PUNCH,  pensively;  "but  even  the  gods  of  'the 
llambledon  Pantheon,'  as  picturesque  JOHN  NYREN  called  them,  might  have  admitted  the  Downend  Doctor  as  their  Jove. 
Or,  adopting  his  other  figure,  have  made  him  the  King  AKTHOB  of  their  Round  Table,  vice  old  RICHARD  NYREN  retired." 

"  I  see  you  read  what  is  worth  reading, '  responded  the  Kentish  Big  'Un.  "DiCK  NYHEN'S  style  was  as  sound  and 
honest  and  brisk  as  the  English  ale  he  lauded, — '  barleycorn,  such  as  would  put  the  soul  of  three  butchers  into  one  weaver  ' 
But  the  great  Gloucestershire  gentleman  is  worthy  to  bend  the  bow  of  Ulysses." 

•'  Or  to  wear  the  pads  of  ALFRED  MYNN,  which,  I  believe,  were  presented  to  him,"  said  Mr.  PUNCH,  cordially. 
"  Ah  !     There  is  another  and  a  bigger  Presentation  afoot,  I  understand,  thanks  largely  to  a  truly  Gracio- 
returned  "the  monarch  of  hard  hitters."     "  A  knighthood ?    Well,  that's  as  it  may  be!     Quite  deserved  •' 
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'  King '  hardly  needs  the  addition  of  the  lesser  honour,  and  indeed  W.  G.  won  his  spurs  on  the  tented  field  years  and  years 
ngone.  But  a  National  Testimonial !  Faith,  the  Briton  who  grudges  a  subscription  to  that  doesn't  deserve  to  see  a  sixer  run 
out,  or  drink  a  flagon  of  genuine  Boniface  at  the  '  Bat  and  Ball '  on  Broad  Halfpenny.  Only  wish  we  old  willow-wielders  in 
the  Elysian  Fields  could  contribute  each  our  obolus.  By  Castor  and  Pollux,  here  he  comes  !  " 

Broad,  bronzed,  black-bearded,  bear-pawed,  bell-mouthed,  beaming,  in  loose-cut  flannels  and  M.  C.  0.  cap,  the 
redoubtable  Doctor  entered.  'Twas  a  sight  to  see  those  two  six-foot-odders  shake  hands  !  And  to  hear  the  talk  of  the 

Cricket  Heroes  of  two  generations 

#****** 

"  Hillo,  Mr.  PUNCH  !     Wake  up,  old  man  !     Match  over !  " 

It  was  the  veritable  voice  of  the  Gloucester  Giant.  But  where  was  the  Pride  of  Kent  ?  He  came  like  a  shadow 
in  summer  slumber,  and  so  departed.  But  WILLIAM  GILBERT  was  at  least  satisfactorily  solid. 

"  Where  are  the  Bats  of  yester  year?  "  murmured  the  drowsy  Sage. 

'  Oh,  still  scoring — some  of  'em,"  said  the  practical  smiter,  cheerfully.     "  Keeping  up  a  fair  average,  too." 

"  What  is  yours  just  now,  Doctor  ?  " 

-  Oh,  ask  DRUCE  !     His  tops  it,  I  believe — for  the  present." 

"  Ah,  well !  But  the  Century  of  Centuries,  the  Thousand  of  Merry  May,  the  suggested  knighthood,  the  coming 
National  Testimonial,  H.  R.  H.'s  letter " 

"  I  never  saw  a  nicer  letter,  and  I  hope  to  see  as  good  wherever  I  go,"  interrupted  the  modest  and  taciturn  giant, 
with  a  grin  reminiscent  of  Wickets  in  the  West  and  "  the  rapt  oration  flowing  free,"  in  a  fourfold  iteration  of  a  single 
sentence. 

"  Better  before  the  stump  than  on  it,  eh,  WILLIAM  ?  "  smiled  the  Sage,  who  had  read  his  rollicking  R.  A.  FITZGERALD, 
and  understood  W.  G.'s  allusion.  "  Uulike  the  other  W.  G.,  at  present  out  in  the  Baltic." 

"  Ah,  he  could  give  the  bowling  beans,  in  his  own  way,  which  certainly  isn't  mine,"  said  the  Man  of  Many  Centuries. 

'•  What  a  season  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  PDNCH,  preparing  to  puff. 

"  Centuries  to  right  of  us,  "  Centuries  all  round  us, 

Centuries  to  left  of  us,  Volley  and  thunder  ! 

MYNN  was  here  just  now — in  my  vision.  Wish  you  could  have  met  him,  as  I  dreamed  you  did!  Par  nobile  fratrum! 
But  even  he  never  hit  his  hundred  hundreds,  though  he  played  up  to  the  age  of  fifty.  Well,  WILLIAM  mine,  you  've  topped 
the  toppers  and  cut  all  records.  May  the  National  Testimonial  do  likewise.  Wish  you  a  sovereign  reward  for  every  good 
hit  with  which  you  've  pleased  the  populace — a  '  quid '  for  every  quo.  And,  to  prove  the  sincerity  of  my  love  and  admi- 
ration for  the  greatest  Cricketer  of  all  time,  I  propose,  my  dear  (prospective)  Sir  WILLIAM  GILBERT  GRACE,  K.G.  (Knight  of 
the  Game),  to  head  that  same  National  Testimonial  with  a  contribution  outshining  and  out  summing  all  others,  to  wit  my 
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PUNCH'S    ALMANACK    Foil    1895. 


JANUARY  xrxi  Days. 

FEBRUARY  xxviii  Days.  ,      MARCH  xxxi  Day<( 

APRIL  zxx  Days.                MAT  xxzi  Bays.         j        Jim  xxx  Days. 

1  i     .V  Year'iD.  17  Th  Abou  Kle* 

:  \V   Abyitoit.        i-,  P    St.  Fri»c» 
.       11,  U.  Trel.ia      '  jyS     Wfttl  b.  '36 
f     -.nul-Min,,'        ,,«   JS.  ftf.Kplu. 
S     U.  (  jnf    J,    -ry    Agnu 
S*i|-t|'l"»iv      'j-JTu  Viiwtnt 
B)>.  tly  .I.      £j  w   I'itt  d.  HOG 
Tx.  Caro.L.T.  b.    M'Th  '<»  b.  1749 
*   -S.r.^L.Gm.  i>  p     lluini  b.  '&» 
Tl,  --i.Mb.10m.  a;  s    tiordon  k. 
F    ilil.  .sit.  b.    :;  s  as.w.Ki.ip. 
3    Uvttcrd.      2.-  \l    Pwwoil  d. 
$   l.>.4f.  K|.1(..   j>.Tll  I'IMI  L-a^it. 
M   "if.  I-  T   1.    :JL  w  ChM.l.bbd. 
1  Mm  i-i.'t     ;iiTliS|>ttrc«on  d. 

W   U-  V  MM 

P    Cniikthk  d.     .'•  P    B.  I*  iri» 
9    Cudtemu       6  S     Burke  tie. 
S  4  S.  nf.Kpip.     7  S  SCIK-  8. 
>I  G.HerUrtd     •  M   Lutber  d.      , 
TuS.rTh.36m.     D'TuCoptraic.  b.  | 
1      W  S.*.  4h..r«m.  'A'  W  Dch.  Ptfe  b.  ' 
TbDickcntb.     •Jl.Th'l'rinlJft.i  t.    , 
P    Hf.  ,ir    ])»y   -"J  F    Perctunn  d.  ! 
9     l>a(nlej  m.     -i  S     H.  Brook*  d. 
ID  S  !*«|'tuM-  »     -«  S  Uulnqti.  S.    i 
11  M    ho.c.,t«b    26  S   ?.  Wwpd. 
I'.'Tul  *llini  d.       -f.TnT.  Moored.  I 

is  w  K...,,I  16S8  •:;  w  A«h  w<a.    | 

14  Th  V»Ui,tme     '  --  Tti  J.  Tcnnisl 
1 
Ml                           1 

P    St    DkTid       IT  S  S  8.  in  Lent 

S      Wrtley  d.        1,-  M    Suet  Clil.op. 

S  1  S.  In  Lent    1  v  Tu  Luekoow  (. 
S  Timb«d.        iOWlJoMutbd. 
Tu  Ujard  b.       il  Tb  Snrinf  eon. 
W  l>u  Mfturier  ^  f    Uoetbe  d. 
Tb  S.T.  6h.  36m.  21  S    Nat.  U  »l  .  f  . 
P    S.i.Sh.iOm.  .-Ji'S  *  S.  in  Lent 
S    Cobbett  b.     2.  M  Ltd;  Day 
§3  S.  in  Lent  X  Tu  D.  Cwn.  b. 
Inc.  T.  Imp..  '.7  W  CMH.  I.  T.  e. 
TuUr^fory        :  •>  Th  1>.A1I*DV  d. 
W  Printley  b.   29  P    B.  To-tott 
Til  H'n.-  *li.-(       -u'-^      Mi'il.  Vr«t>. 

F    Mutiny  A.  :il  S  5  S.  in  Lent 

,   i'.  K--  -.  d                         i 

t-  "  BlMurak  b    16  To  Thien  b, 
Cobdea  d.       17  W  Oif  K.  T.  b. 
G  Hfrbertb  t^.TbCwn.  K.T.  b. 
S.r.ib.aim.  1-j.p    Hjroad.  '.4 
f>  C    .S,..«i.S7m.  SJ8    B[».  rt.  de«. 
C3    Oif.  LT.  ..   218  Lo<r*un. 
7  S  ''»'"'  ^           «  M  ihlnu  botn, 
6  M  B.  S»»,,n»      £{Tu  fait.  Sit.  b. 
9  Tu  Pire  Ini.  «.    ;4  W  llefwe  d. 
:  •  w  mi  sit.  t.    r.Ti.  st.  Muk 

11  Tb  Canning  d.     'XV     Kru],p  b, 
12P    Goo.1  rnd       .7  S     litbbon  b. 
i:iS     lludeld.      1-tt  2S.mf.  KM. 
US   KMUT!*.         ,1'M   KmpR'ii  b, 
P  M  Ilk.  llgl.dk*  :7.  Tu  D.  Argyli  b. 

W   -  r  4b.  Mto.   17  P    Tailryrd.  d. 
Thri.i.  Tb.2tm.   Is  8     Botwilld. 
P    Hood  d.  'ij    W  S  Kuirmlion  & 
S    Serin*,  tkn.  a>  M  Ed.  VMM  d.  1 
§a  S,  Hi.  KM.  21  Tu  Ctwapot* 
K.  A.  opetit  «  W  I'i.n.t  b. 
Tu  Itoicbci*  6.  '^ITli.M.  Uinoud. 
W  Le  S*«e  b.     24  P    *J.  Viet.  b. 
Tb  Ilf.  ur.  1>»7  268    tn.  Cbr.  b.  ,  , 
f    tmp.luit.op  M>S  S.kf.  Atceu.       1 
S     ChatlMiQ  <f  '-T  M   Vea.llfrte     '     1 

S  *  -  •/.  fa*  a-  TU  w.  rut  b,   ;   L 

M  o,  .Miy  l»y  an  W  L~hu.ll  ret.      1 
Tn  <Mitt.m  d.      *>Th  Pope  J.  1744       1 
W  (t'Coancll  d.,  31  r    K*»l.  Sit.  t.      1 
Tb  H.  Albuen  i     1 

8    Uif.Tr.T.b.  IfiS  1  SB.nf.  TT. 
S  Wlut  Sun.      17  M  St.  A!b*k 
M    lik.  Ho'xUt    1?  Tu  Wmterlw 
Tu  11  M>fM>ta  Vi  W  B.  W»Tra« 
W  |d.r.  Kb.  «••..  JUTLV.  >''«   *«- 
Tb.->.  «.  -klw™.  -'1  P    Sui.ni<rc. 
P     U.  Eri>»o      iiS     ll»jdoo  d. 
8     D.  Jerrold  d.  J9  S  M  80.  »f.  Tr. 
8  Trin.  Hun,     U4  M  I'MB.K.T.e. 
M   HeiUberi       -.Tu  H.  Alt,,i» 
T«  Tria.  Hit.  b.  XW  Oeo.   IV.  i. 
W  Dr.AmolJ  d  -7Th  Curo  tk.. 
Th  llutfi.M>d.  U-<  P    g.  Viet.  er. 
P     B   >'ucbT      p"S     St.  Prter 
d    |.Mac.CtwruLjvS  3Sa.»f.  Tt. 

JULY  *««  Bays, 

I    AUGUST  ixri  Dayi.        S 

EPTEMBER  xxx  Days. 

OCTOBER  xxxi  DAYS. 

NOVEMBER  xxx  Days.     I 

EUEMBER  xxxi  Days 

M    H.  llovne        17  W  l'»nchb.'41 
Tu  K    l'«L  a.       1-  Th  Th,,.  foohd. 
ii     r.-r1    IVtiMcli  .1. 
Hi-...  -Ii.l7m.   »8     M»rKHrt 
K     l'r..n,r.   m.   -1  S  '•  Ml.  tf.  TT. 
d     1>.  Yorkm.     .-JM   Sal.niat,t.» 
f»  Sn.  af.  Tt.   J3TuL*onet  b. 
Shelter  4.      J4W  li'bcml.  tkn 
Tu  Plie  Int.  e«.  J.'.Th  a.  Jam« 
W  Bp.Pelld.      XV     k.Otliod. 
ThOudenfcrd*     ^S    ,T»Uverm 
tf    T.  Tutor  d.   J    S  ~Sn.*f.  T». 
S     D.Orlnaici    ->M    B.  BexUil 
f:  -n  »t    Tr    30Tu  W.  l>i,u  d. 
S.  S-ithin      .11  W   1.  Lojolmd. 
1       Tu  Bcnuutr  d,  1    1 

IThLuunu       ,178    Ad.BUk«d. 
•JK    Aiwbruck      1-  S  I'iSn.  rf.Tr. 
3S    Birm.  Pk.n    I»  M  Bloomf'ldd 

4  S      -"-»•  »'•  Tr.   '.I'  Tu  Sftntfo*** 
.  M    Ilk.  HfMk}  'Jl  W  Mkhvletd. 
CTn  TfnnTtotil>    '£(  Th  B.  lio«  worth 
T  W  U   f»Vnl.  d.    -'3P   .W»llM«  bd. 
b  Thfrik.SU.*.  -MS    S.  B»rtbolo. 
y  r   --  r  +)].  .J7,ii.  i,1.  s  u  -s-  »f.  Tr. 

]"S     >.  Tb.Sam.  -J6M   Cr*»»»,lM« 
IIS  9  Sn.  »f.  Tr.  V7  Tu  Thornton  d. 
1JM   Lnwrlld.         J    W  S  AudUilin. 
13  T.I  0.  UmrnM     -"-'  Th  Jnn.  11|>.  bh. 
14  W   Ul.Uv.i*  J     :>'K    M'-ni.  '77 
1/-T!,  W.  *c'>.tt  b     31  S     Buayftn  d. 
16  P    B.  Gulden  1      1     1 

SUS.tf.fr.  KM   Unl,.rd               1  Tu  (  »«uM.T.b.   IT  Tb  ElWUrnU 
Ckpit^dftb  ITTuVkluuv.h.        2W  Arart   d.         1    P    .St.  Uke 
Tu  Cromwell  J,   K-  W  GM.  I.  Und.        3T1.  Alatii  d.         1L-.S     K  teller  d. 
W  W  liw.,,n  b  19  Th  Poitiert              4  f    liuitot  b.        J>S  1'-'  •-   »'    Tr 
Th  S.r.  &h.  Ate.  'i'P  ;B.  <rf  Alm»         5^    S.  r.  «,  'An      'Jl  .V   Tr*f»lf»r 
-     St.   Mmtth.             ft  S    1"  >-  »f.  'I'.    --  Tu  Ii  l..|tT  Hill 

S    Kunurchiii     —  S  l->  S.  »f  Tr        T  M  ^.».  Mi,  '.••4  >>    i;  W  Mth  Hvb. 
§U  8   if.  Tr.  ±1  M   B.  A»t  .v*            •  T.I  tt.  Actium      J4  Tk  Mi,-l,  MI    1. 
B.  Plodd^n    WTuS    Butltrd.         t»  W  Si    l-r,.s,       .     »     -t    <  n»(.io 
Tu  B.  Uu«*noj    'Jo  W  Purton  d             1"  Th  >  nf   M  T.  I.     Ji.  >     H  -.-  irlh  .1. 
W  S.  of  IVlbi    MTU  L.,ckno»  rl       11  f    Oil  *,c    Ii    .7  g  >>»  >.  tf.  Tr. 
Thl>.   IMtt..ti     -Tf     It.  (nid,*           l.S       l^adh-.r?  d   :    X   J.  Locked. 
f   .Td  -*1  -K  '1  ir  J-  S     \ic.,[.,h.           i:  S   ••*>  *.  »r.  "lr.   i'TiiJ.  l^wh  d. 
S     Holy  Iron    '19  S   16  S.  ml  Tr        M  U    Iltrcourt  b.  *>  W  >h'H<l«n  h. 
S  H  S.  »T.  Tr.  30  S  St.  Jerome         1.  Tn  Hunt  .h.*     ••!  Tb  All  H.llowi 
M                        I-     '      i                              WWW   I^'inmrm 

P    All  Saint*      H.  S    J,  lltifhl  b. 
.«*     All  Souli       17  S  '  «  8  ml.  Tr. 
S  '.'I  s   »l.  Tr.  I-  M  Wllki-  t.. 
S  !-.  r.  7li.  "in.    1-TuB.  ArcoU      ' 
T.i  liik-rm»n       -JJ  W  L  Elfin  d. 
*   >..  4b  -1*.   L'lTbJ.  Hood. 
Tb  U.  M^.ltin    ±i  P    St   Crctlto    1 
f     M  U..D  .i         j:*     .tMwtinm.     ; 
-     I'  Mfttl..b.  =4  S  *4  8.  tt.  Tr. 
|'  S   •'-  -    ii    Tr.  2  M   1'bMtny  d        1 
i  M   St.  .M*rtin      JiT.iG.  Uri»i  d.         1 
1  Tu  Ifath-r  b.       i7  W  P«b.Teck  b.       1 
^  W  i:,  u  ,i           J   Th  Buund.          1. 
4  Th  U.  In  1  1  d.     '.-.I  f     lh>nt»  1  b.        1 
P    Mkcbutu*       .»3     St.  Andrew        1 
.     1      F                      1     W 

§1  a.   t.  Ad*.  17  T«  Uif  H.  T.  f  . 
Au-trthu       1-  W  GriMldi   k 
:  ,     f.iThtan.  M.T.e. 
WTmdftlld.      «>F    «M»uUjd. 
Tt  Mourt  d.       -JI  S    St.  1  Un>M 
P    ti.».:ih.50m,  •££&  4  ^.   n  Ad*. 
S    S*y  «hot        J(Jl  Ju.II.abd. 
S-.JS.  m  Ad».  MTu^rirt.  tt« 
T»ndTck  d.  r  W  (.-Lr  .1.    In. 
To  Milton  b.       KTh  Bk.  Uolidn* 
W  Jno.  (iftTd.  -TP    St  John 
nite«wBi*fd.  >S     Inoi-cenU 
P   St.  Lncj         -S»  S  S.  if    Il>r. 
S    P.  COM.  d.    :v>  M    IVpi  ani  d. 
S3S    i*  Ad».  31T«OuBbettod. 
M  T.  Weber  d.            * 
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'OR    KlDOKR    HAS_BBEN  DOING  BIS   LEVEL  BEST   FOli   T\V()    MORTAL    Hol'KS,    AND   THIS   I8JVHAT   IT   HAS   COME  TO  ! 


OLD      PODLER      ON 
PROGNOSTICATION. 

An  Appreciation — By  Himself. 

FORE-WORDS. 

FAR  is  it  indeed  from  Old  Pod- 
ler's  wishes   or   intentions  to  go 
about  pronouncing  his  own  pare- 
goric, seeing  "  A  Good  Bird   in 
the  Hand  needeth  no  Bush,"  as 
the  wise  old  saw  hath  it  (though 
U'hy  old  saws,  however  toothless, 
should    have    any    monopoly   ol 
wisdom  over  other  manual  imple- 
ments, Old  Podler  will  leave  it  to 
others  to  elucidate).     Suffice  it  to 
say  that  for  more  years  than  he 
cares  to  recall,  Old  Podler's  Pre- 
dictions   have    been   a    by- word 
amongst  the  elect,  and  the  Pro- 
phet is  now  too  old  a  bird  to  re- 
quire to  blow  his  own  trumpet. 
Ho  has  got  on,  to  a  really  surpris- 
ing extent,  in  his  arduous  and 
responsible     profession,     though 
contemporaneously  getting  on,  ho 
regrets  to  say,  in  another  respect 
— namely,  years,  thereby  necessi- 
tating his  handing  over  what  re- 
mains of  his  mantle  to  younger 
and  straighter  shoulders.  In  other 
words,  he  has  just  concluded  nego- 
tiations for  the   disposal   of   his 
stock-in-trade  and  goodwill,  con- 
sisting  of     a    vast    selection   of 
astrological   instruments,  mostly 
brazen,   and    his   old-established 
connection  with  all  the  leading 
celestial  luminaries,  to  a  young 
relative  of  his  own  by  marriage, 
who    will    take   over   the    busi- 


FAUTE    DE     MIEUX. 

'onxtiiMc.   "C'AUCHT  ANY  FISH,  AiicHiE?'         Archie.   "No— NONK.' 
'onstance.   "  HAD  ANY  BITES  ?"        Archie.   "YE — HU.NDKEDS  " 
"  TROUT  ?  "        Archie.   "  No— MIPGEH  ! -> 


ness  at  a  valuation   as  a  going 
concern. 

In  future  Old  Podler  will  re- 
strict himself  to  purely  private  pre- 
dictions, solely  to  oblige  such  old 
customers  of  his  who  prefer  mellow 
experience  to  callow  enterprise. 

In  taking  a  last  and  lingering 
farewell  of  the  community  at  large, 
however,  Old  Podler  feels  that  he 
would  not  be  acting  true  to  Punch, 
nor  yet  to  the  general  public,  any 
more  than  he  would  to  his  own 
self,  were  he,  from  any  motives  of 
false  humility  (which  he  despisfs) 
to  refrain  from  inviting  attention 
to  thesingular  blaze  of  triumphant, 
not  to  say  staggering,  success  that 
has  signalised  his  Predictions  in 
last  year's  Christmas  Number, 
forming  his  valedictory  achieve- 
ment in  the  science  of  correct 
prophecy. 

Accordingly,  ho  proposes  to  rim 
through  his  Predictions  month  by 
month,  noting  the  marvellcus 
accuracy  with  which,  taking  them 
as  ;i  whole,  they  have  been  ful- 
filled to  '-he  foot  of  the  very  letter, 
and  pointing  out  in  those  rare  in- 
stances where  they  might  be  con- 
sidered not  altogether  to  have 
come  off,  so  to  speuk,  the  Why 
and  the  Wherefore,  incidentally 
affording  a  full  and  complete 
vindication  of  a  pursuit  which — 
between  Old  Podler  and  his  readers 
—  he  has  known  it  when  it  was 
palmier. 

Having  said  thus  far,  he  will 
proceed  to  what  is  certain  to  prove 
a  highly  congenial  task. 


AM)    ITNCHS    ALMANACK    FOR    ls'J5 
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*  SHOCK.-  KCAoeo 


JUST  U>OK.    AY  HIM  !  TMtRf  HC  .STAND*, 
FOU11.CO   HAIR.- 

AAtn.l4.CiC  TB-CWT} 
T..S  I'lAHO  •  Ht  MliHY    »HUT. 
010  -MC    Otl&K^YO 

Hlfrto     ••(    YMC 

wc«.e 


AM  '.  X""  »«OULJJ  OMI.X   MAlTC 
T«MtA«.MOiV  OIUW  CIO  HOWb  AHO  ClW 


lY  AunoSY    MAKES    O~t   Wt£l>  To  Tttl. 

FOOkliK 
A  CR.LAYUH.C  WHO  WOUUO    HAMC    Ht.K.  «  v\ 

AND  WITH  near  OANC.CK.OUS  MATCHC&   n-At ; 

»Vt<   HAKI^IlLT   WOVi-U    NOT   TANC.  AOVlCCf 
eMC  WIT  A  MATCH    IT  WAS    AO   NIC£  J 
IT  CK.ACKi.COyAftO  IT  nAOL.  A   fUM 
AND   HAMVICT   KAN  AUOUT   THC 
ANO  THOUC-HT  IT   ri-LA&tO  TML   rultll-S 

U&H    -r,.._-t     fviJuCVLO    VO  THC    S.MLk.1. 
THC 

AriO    €HiCO  "OH 

AMO   ATKCTCHCO    THUIO.  CklSWS  I 


f  V    <  wa        t  \oi 

(^,-^X  M6-OW      M^OW    *t  TT»Jo  \ 


M«D*et'<V>«;WHAY 
THC  fiKS.  HA»  CAIK.HT  H«H  *Mf»  M.I4HT  ', 
AuO 

«UT  JUST  wt*  AtHts.  »u  r«e  &K 

AND  WHEM  THC  TXO  tAT«  4AT 


MR.     PUNCH'S     STRUWWELPETER 
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LORD  CHESTERFIELD'S  POST-CARDS  TO  HIS  SON. 
No.  I.— PRELIMINARY. 

London,  January  1,  0.  S.,  1895. 

DEAR  FRIEND,—  Many  years  have  elapsed  since  I  laid  down  my 
pen  after  writing  a  last  Letter  to  you.  A  great  deal  has  happened 
m  the  interval,  including  post- cards.  If  you  remember— and 
I  trust  what  I  have  said  to  you  as  to  the  i:ejessity  of  training  your 
memory  has  borne  fruit 
— we  had  not  at  the 
time  of  our  earlier  cor- 
respondence even  en- 
velopes. You  will  find 
post-curds  a  matter  of 
some  convenience.  But 
let  me  beg  of  you  to  use 
them  with  discretion. 
For  example,  if  you  are 
in  communication  with 
Crowned  Heads,  avoid 
the  post -card.  Even 
with  Ministers,  whether 
of  State  or  accredited  to 
Foreign  Courts,  the  post 
card  should  be  sparingly 
used.  There  is  about  r 
a  lack  of  distinction. 

You  will,  perhaps, 
with  the  audacity  o: 
youth,  cite  two  cases 
against  this  dictum. 
One  is  Mr.  Gladstone, 
the  other  the  humble  in- 
dividual who  addresses 
you.  But  Mr.  Glad- 
stone, though  not  lack- 
ing in  parts,  never  had 
ihe  advantage  of  the 
training  in  Paris  and 
slsewhere  which  your 
'ather  lavished  upon 
you.  As  for  me,  I  trifle 
with  the  post-card  be- 
:ause  it  is  a  novelty,  and 
secause  its  superficial 
irea  is  so  limited  that  I 
mve  covered  it  before  I 
lave  opened  the  topic  on 
which  I  desire  to  con- 
verse with  you,  and  have 
so  secured  the  pleasure 
of  writing  to  you  again 
at  no  distant  date. 
Adieu  !  May  the  graces 
attend  you,  for,  without 
them,  of/nifatica  e  Vfma. 

THE  N.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOR  JANUARY.— 
As  a  "Xew  Woman," 
commence  the  first 
month  of  the  year  with 
novel  ideas  about  the 
place  of  man  in  Nature. 
Remember  that  you  are 
his  superior,  and  that, 
having  filled  a  subordi- 
nate position  for  some 
four  thousand  years,  you 
have  to  make  up  for  lost 
time.  As  a  commence- 
ment, revolutionise  that 


OLD  POOLER  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

nnPi01?  ro,ferrine  to  hi8  Prediction  for  January  last 
Old  Podler  finds  he  anticipated  "  yrave  internal  complication, 
in  themechanitm  of  the  Automatic  Sweetmeat  Machines  at  one  or 
more  of  the  principal  Underground  Railway  station  J'  In  m-oof  of 
the  essential  correctness  of  this  forecast/he  confidently  appeals  to 
any  unprejudiced  observer  who  chanced  to  be  on  the  platform  of 

-  Portland  Road  Station, 
between  the  hours  of 
two  and  five  on  the  after- 
noon of  Monday,  the 
22nd  of  January,  to  state 
whether  it  is  or  is  nol 
the  fact  that  the  butter- 
scotch department  of  the 
machine  there  was  offi- 
cially announced  to  be 
"temporarily  out  oi 
order." 

He  notes,  too,  that  he 
predicted  thatthe  Beadle 
of  a  well-known  Arcade 
would  be  afflicted  with 
chicken-pox  ;  and  here, 
again,  he  is  proud  to  say 
that    the     event     fully 
bore  out  his  prognostic. 
Old     Podler    is     quite 
aware  that  the  amiable 
and     highly     respected 
official  who  controls  the 
destinies   of    the    Bur- 
lington Arcade  wrote  to 
the  papers,  indignantly 
denying  that  he  had  had 
the  disease  in  question. 
But  observe   that    Old 
Podler  named  no  names ; 
it  is  possible    (as    any 
nedical  man  will  con- 
I  firm    the    fact)    for    a 
patient  to  have  the  com- 
plaint unbeknown,  even 
to  himself,  not  to  mention 
that  in  this    vast   and 
opulent    metropolis    of 
ours    there     are     more 
arcades  than  one.  Again, 
the  Archbishop  of  Can- 
terbury and  the  Clown 
at  Drury  Lane  Panto- 
mime    were     solemnly 
adjured  by  Old  Podler 
to    abstain    from    acid 
drops ;  and  it  cannot  be 
doubted  that,  had  they 
not  taken  the  warning 
to  heart  in  time,   they 
would  not  be  now  en- 
joying    their     present 
excellent     health     and 
spirits.      So   much   for 
anuary. 


NOW   DO   TELL   ME, 


Miss  Hu/triophila.  "  I  COULD  TELL  YOU  WERE  AN  ACTOR  AT  ONCE 

WHICH  RuLK  DO  YOU   CONSIDER  YOUR   BKST  ?  " 

The :  Boundiiui  Kiiui  of  tiu:  Arena.  "I  DON'T  EOLL  AT  ALL.     I   TCKNS   SOMERSAULTS 
OVEU   OSSES  AN'  ELEPHANTS  AN'  THINKS  !  " 


particular  masculine  institution,  ' '  the  Club."  Start  a  cercle  of  your 
own.  Have  the  usual  coffee-rooms,  smoking-rooms,  and  card- 
rooms.  Elect  a  committee.  Then  proceed  to  pill  every  candidate 
put  up  for  election.  This  will  be  done  as  a  matter  of  course  by  all 
who  have  the  power  of  the  ballot-box.  The  numbers  naturally  fall- 
ing off,  supplement  the  list  of  members  by  admitting  visitors, 
Follow  masculine  precedent,  and  offer  hospitality  to  the  opposite 
sex.  By  this  time  you  will  have  had  enough  of  the  Club,  and  the 
Club  of  you,  so  try  something  else. 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK TOR  FEBRUARY. 
— Not  entirely  novel, 
but  novel  enough  for  a 
beginner.  Produce  a 
newspaper.  Edit  it  your- 


suit'.  Have  all  sorts  of  news.  Remember  the  public  love  variety . 
Be  a  Unionist  one  day,  and  a  Radical  the  next.  Why  should  not 
ail  sides  have  their  say  ?  Have  half-a-dozen  contributors  for  each 
subject.  If  they  disagree  with  one  another's  opinions,  so  muc'a 
the  better.  If  your  readers  complain,  tell  them  they  are  un- 
reasonable. You  don't  bring  out  a  paper  to  please  them,  but 
yourself.  If  you  find  that  your  cosmopolitan  sympathy  with 
everything  becomes  wearisome,  give  up  journalism,  and  try  some- 
thin';  else. 


AND  rr.xnrs  ALMANACK   nm   i  *'.•:, 


V 

DABBY    AND    JOAN    FALL    OUT. 

"  WHAT,  MARIA*    Do  YOU  MEAN  TO  TELL  ME  THAT  IK  I  WERE  TO  D.E,  *»>  ASK  THE  GIBSONS  TO  MY  FUNERAL,  AND  LEAVE  OUT 

MY  OLD   FRIENDS,    MR.    AND   MUS.    BROOKS  ?  " 

"I   SHOULD  CERTAINLY   NOT   INVITE   Mil.    BROOKS. 
"THEN   ALL  I   CAN   SAY    IS,    I   SHOULD   BE  SXTRSMSLY 
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TOORALOO ! 

OB,  CHEVALEERIA  COSTERANA. 

Cvckney  "  Albert-Clieraliery"  Version  of  the 
celebrated  "  CavaHcria  Jtnsticana"  ndapted  to 
private  representation.* 

DKAMATIS  PER.SONJJ. 

ALF  WAYO  (a,  Ooster). 

TOORALOO  (a  Militiaman}. 

SAL  TOOTSIE  (in  love  with  TOORALOO),  «  Dofui. 

LOLLA  (a  Doila,  wife  </Ai,F  WAYO). 

Loo  (Hallter  of  TOORALOO). 

A  Waiter  (at  tlie  "  Cambrian  Lyre  "). 

Of  course,  in  strictly  Elizabethan  style,  the  piny 
may  be  represented  without  any  set  scene,  and  with 
•'properties "  only.  But  the  Scene  represents— 


SCENE — "Down  'Endon 

Sign-post  (c.)  at  back,  where  two  roads  con- 
verge.    Between  this  point  and  the  Inn 
called    "  The     Welsh    Harp "    (L.    H.), 
and  Sal  Tootsie's  cottage  (R.   H.),   runs 
from  R.  to  L.  the  London  Road. 

Overture.  The  Overture  offers  an  opportunity 
to  any  aspirant  for  burlesque  musical 
honours.  Then,  the  Curtain  being  still 
down,  the  voice  of  Tooraloo  is  heard 
singing  without. 

SONG. 

You  ain't  forgotten  yet  that  night  in  May  ! 
Down  at  the  "  Welsh  'Arp,"  which  is  'Endon 

way? 
'Twas  juat  the  time  I  come  good  bye  to 

wish  yer, 

Before  a  goin'  out  with  the  Milishyer. 
"Oh,  Lolla  dear  !  d 'ye  hear  '(    Bye,  bye !  " 

says  I. 
I  kiss'd  you  fast  asleep !     Bye,  Lolla,  bye  ! 

An"    now    you  're     Mrs.    Alfred    Wave ' 

There! 

I  loves  yer  as  you  are,  an'  as  you  were  ! 
As  I    loved   you    "that    lovely    night    in 

June," 
When  me  an'  you  was  jiuin'  in  a  tune ! 

Away  O  !     I  went  away  O  !     'Way  0  ! ! 

*  This  parody  is  written  for  actitiy.  This  must 
be  borne  in  mind  by  the  "  gentle  reader."  The 
Author  reserves  all  public  acting  rights.  The  songs 
will  tit,  by  a  little  private  arrangement  with  At- 
tunes, the  original  music  of  the  Opera ;  but  bur- 
lesque airs  for  some  of  the  principal  numbers  have 
been  already  written  by  a  popular  Composer,  with 
whom  the  Author  will  confrr  on  receiving  any 
application  as  to  ihc  music.— ED. 


Orerture  continues,  finishes,  and  curtain 
rises.  Enter  Sal  Tootsie  from  down 
the  street,  L.  C.  At  the  same  time  Loo 
enters  from  cottage  K.  II. 

Sal  (sadly).  Ah  !     Mother  Loo  ! 

Loo  (turning  amty   from    her).  Sal   Tootsie 

here !     Adoo  I 
Hal   (detaining  her,    agitated).    Your   sou    I 

want  to  see  !     My  Tooraloo  ! 
Loo  (shortly).  He  's  out  with  his  militia. 
Sal.  No !     (Loo  starts.)     Last  night 

He  was  down  'Endou  way. 
Loo  (disturber/).  If  you  are  right, 

He 's  left  the  army  ! 

Sal  (distractedly).  Ah  !  where  can  he  be  !  ! 
Loo  (puzzled).  Has  he  deserted  '! 
Sal.  (wildly).  Yes  !  deserted  me  ! 

But  I  will  wait !     I  '11  search  !  (with  sup- 
pressed emotion)  and,  if  I  find  him, 
He  '11  know  what  sort  of  girl  he 's  left 
behind  him ! 

[Exit  distractedly  H.  2  E. 

Loo  (puzzU-d).  Well !  [Music ;  noise  without 
as  of  approaching  donkey-cart.  Loo 
looks  off  towards  L.  2  E. 

'Tis     Alf    Wayo!      Donkey-cart,     tool 

Sweet !  [  Kegu  rds  herself. 

I'm  so  untidy.     (Smacks  her  lips.)    I'll 

get  something  "  neat." 
Ali    Wayo,    cheering,   drives   in  on   donkey- 
cart  laden  with  vegetables.* 


Music.     Alf    Wayo    comes    down,   cracking 

his  whip. 

I  the  Donkey  gaily  0  ! 
Driving,  driving  daily  O  ! 
In  my  coster-cart,  Wy-O ! 
Giving  the  moko 
Titillating  toko, 
I  make  him  start  !    Wy-O ! 

Gee-ho ! 

[Donkey  joins  in  chorus,  and  gets  rid  of 
his  harness. 

Waiting  is  my  Doiia  0, 
1  'm  of  her  the  owner  0  ! 
She  's  the  girl  to  please  Wy-O  ! 
Bless  her  !  I  'm  the  chap,  O  ! 
For  the  kissing  trap,  O  ! 
Coming  with  a  squeeze,  Wy-O ! 

Gee-ho  ! 
[Dance    of    Alf    Wayo    and    Donkey. 

Exit  Donkey  with  cart,  <tc.] 
Alf  (rapping  at  cottage,  door,  it.  11.). 
Hey!  my  Old  "Dutch"  ! 

*  Two  aspiring  gymnasts  can  take  the  donkey's 
part.  If  no  aspiring  gymnasts,  omit  donkey  and 
i-iirt,  and  any  allusions  to  it,  except  of  course  thu 
song  sung  by  Alf  Wayo  on  his  entrance. 


Loo  (i  pens  door  suddenly,  and  gets  "  one"  on 

her  head).  Oh  !     Oh  ! 

[Collapses  iig/iinst  door. 
Alf.  (sympathetically).  I  beg  your  pardon. 
Lot*  (recovering).  'Tis  very  lucky  that  mv 

head  's  a  hard  'un. 
Mf  (jocosely).    That    tup    was  mine,    now 

I  '11  try  yours. 

[Indicating  drinking  us  lie  goes  to/cards 

door  R.  II. 

Loo.  You  '11  try  ; 

But  that  there  tap,  as  you  allude  to,   's 

dry. 

Were  my  SDU  here,  I  'd  send. 
.4  If  (surlily).  He 's  not  far  off ! 

Loo.  Who!' 
Alf.  Him  !     Your  son  !     I  saw  him  ! 

[sarcastically)  quite  the  toff  ! 
Loafing  about  my  house. 

[Crossing  in  L.  H. 
Loo  (R.  u.  bridling).  IIu  '.s  better  bred 

Than  "  loafer  "  comes  to  ! 
Alf  (viciously).  Oh  !  1  '11  punch  his  head  ! 
[Sal  Tootsie   comes  down  u.  at  buck  <>f 
Loo  unperceii'ed  by  Alf,  wlw  is  L.  II. 
If  I  can  catch  him  ! 

Loo  (indignantly).   You  ! — you 

Sal    (behind     her     R.     whispers    tii/ilntrd/y). 

Mother !  silence ! 

Unless  you  want  your  words  to  lead  to 

vi'lence. 
[Crosses  behind  and  ej:it  into  Inn  L.  H.  as 

Alf  crosses  to  it.  H. 
Alf  (moodily).  I  feel  a  jealous  fit  all  green 

and  yellow. 
Loo  (pointing  to  bill  un  Inn  door).  Are  you  a 

Forester  ? 

Alf  (roughly).         No.  [K.rit  n.  '2  E. 

Loo  (astonished).  An  Odd  Fellow  ! 

In  the  "  Welsh  Harp  "  (looking  off  L.  H.) 

Sal  Tootsie  's  feeding.     Good ! 
My  appetite  's  well  sharpened  too,  for  food. 


[Loo  is  just  about  to  e.cit  into  Inn  L.  H.  when 
Sal     Tootsio    comes    out   from    it    and 
grasps  her  arm  with  tragic  intensity. 
Sal.  Stay !    Mamma  ! 
Loo  (frowning).      Mamma  ! 

Sal.  (decidedly).  Your  son  swore  he 

Loo.  Don't  pinch  ! 

Sal.  I  must !     ( With  tragic  earnestness). 

He  said  he  'd  many  me  / 
Loo.  (startled).  My  Tooraloo  ! 
Sal  (showing  ring). 

Gave  me  this  pledge  !  See  there  ! 
He  said  bis  wife  I  was  !  the  ring  I  wear ! 
But  ho  with  Lolla  '»  gone  upon  a  spree  ! ! 


AND  PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR  1S<)5. 


Loo    (horrified,    K.).     Lolla!      Alf   Wayo's 
wife !  [Staggers. 

Sal  (L).  Neglecting— me  /  / 

[lioth  women  overcome  fall  into  two  chair.-:. 
Loo  (recovering,  exclaims  jerkili/). 
Oh  !    Oh  !     Ho  can't  have  ventured  past 

recall ! 
[Hises  and  staggers.      Then  plaintively,  as  she 

makes  fur  duor  R.  H. 
My    boy!    (t!iil/iin<i.  jialhi-tiailly.)    "He 

only  stands  so  'igh !  that 's  all  ! ' 

[Exit  stiii/f/erini/  into  cottage  H.  heart-broken. 

Music.     Knti-r  Tooraloo   gaily.    Sal  Tootsio 

xtiirf*  n/i  "-•  In'  fiiiii-hes  heron  the  shoulder. 

,S'Ac  H.  II.  ri/i'i  him    ji 'iloiifsly.      lie  shrugs 

his  ihonlders,  whistles,  and  crosses  ioL.  II. 

Sal  (sai-aaely).  Where  have  you  been  ? 
'J'otiraliHi  (carelessly).  Oh,  nowhere. 

Sal  (indi'gniintl.1/). '  That 's  not  true  ! 

Me  YOU  will  not  deceive !  false  Tooraloo  ! 

[Cliffrd. 

(  With  Intensify.)  Lolla  you  love  !     You  do.^ 
Too.  (still  man  annoyed!).  Oh,  stow  it !  carn't 

yer  ? 

Whftt  are  you  doin'  horo  ?     (She  seizes  his 
iinn  inn/  lit'  shaken  her  off.      Both  R.  C.) 
1  l;ih  !     I  don't  warnt  yer  ! 
[They  both  start  at  the  sound  of  Lolla' s 
eoi'c*.    Sal  Tootsie  fario us,  Tooraloo 
restraining  her 

Music.     Lolla  heard  singing  without  L.  2  E. 

I  have  my  hat  and  feathers, 

I  look  so  spicey,  spicey  ! 
I  'm  neat  in  upper  leathers, 

The  boys  say  "  Nicey-niccy  .'  " 
I  've  a  regular  tip-top  shawl. 
Likewise  an  'ankerchee, 
I'll  go  where  I  can 
With  my  fancy  man 
Anywhere  for  a  spree  ! 


I  've       )  No  end  of  a  nosegay,  too  ! 


A 


Killer  Lolla,  a  la  Cartnen,  extravagantly 
dressed ;  she  sings  at  Tooraloo,  crossing 
from  L.  to  R.  and  Intel;  again. 

My  dress  is  short  and  tidy, 

My  hair  is  jotty  blnck. 
Oh  don't  I  look  the  Lidy  ! 

It's  buncliod  up  at  the  back. 
I  'vo  no  end  of  a  noseg  y,  too. 
And  a  brooch  that 's  like  a  st;iv. 
T  '11  go  where  I  can 
With  my  fancy  man 
Smokin'  a  big  oigar  ! 


TRIO. 

You  've  )      And  a  brooch  that 's  like  a  star  ! 
She  '11  l          Go  where  I  can 
I  '11      J          With  my  fancy  man 
Sinokin'  a  big  cigar ! 

[Sal  Tootsio,   while.  Lolla  is  singing,   wants 
to   rush    at   her,    but    is    restrained   by 
Tooraloo.     Just  as  Lolla  it  abtnit  to  exit 
L.  u.  she  throws  a  jlonver  to  Tooraloo, 
and  exit  into  inn.     Tooraloo   stoops  to 
pick  it  up.     Sal  Tootsie  rushes  past  him 
to  L.  H. ;   he  seizes  her,  and  throws  he? 
round  to  K.  H. 
Too.  (to  Sal,  roughly'). 
Stay     there  !      (Looking     after      Lolla.) 
She    cuts    me  !      I    have    lost    my 
chance ! 
(Wildly.)  And  all  the  other  chaps  with 

her  will  dance ! 
I  '11  join  her. 

[Going.     Music. 

Sal  (seizing  Mm,  imploringly).  No — no — no ! 

[She  struggles  with  him. 

Too.  Get    out !      (Throws    her    down.) 

There !  \_Runs  off  L.  H.  into  inn. 

Sal  (rising,  and  staggering.   Then  at  doorway 

I/.  H.  threatening).  Hussy! 

Leave  me  for  her!    (Tragically.)    Leave 
her  to  me  ! 

No  mussy  ! 


Music.     Enter  R.  Alf  Wayo. 
Alf.  (to  Sal  TooUir).  You  don't  enjoy  your 

holiday  ? 
Sal  (bitterly).  I  do. 

[Suddenly  seizing  him,  and  pointing  L.  H. 
Lolla 's  gone  off ! 

Alf  (considering,  and  mistaking  her  meaning) 

A  bit.     [Crossing  to  L.  n. 

Sal  (seizing  his  right    arm,   shaking   him). 

With  Tooraloo  ! 

Alf  (starting  furiously). 

My   wife !  with    Tooraloo  !     I  '11     pound 

him,  bash  him  ! 

Dash  him  !  I  '11  thrash  him,  hash  him, 
and  I  '11  smash  him  !  (Taking  her  by 
the  in- iff.) 

You  're  not  deceiving  me  ? 
Sal.  I  swear  it 's  true  ! 

(Then,  seeing  him  savagely  doubling  hi*  /i.sf.s 
and  sparring,  frightened,  crosses  to  L.  H.) 

What  have  T  done  ! 

Alf.    (i^irrii^g   u.  H.)    You'll    seo   what   7 
will  do. 


DUKT. 

Alf.  I  '11  bash  him,  crash  him,  smash  him  ! 
Sul  (aside).  Ah,  what  will  he  do  ! 
Alf.  I'll  thrash  him,  hash  him,  dash  him  ! 
Hal  (nsidi-).  Ilo'll  kill  my  Tooraloo  ! 
Alf.  I '11  thrush  him,  I  will  ! 
Sal  (aside).    Poor  Tooraloo  ho  "11  kill ! 
Alf.  His  head  I '11  break. 

Sal.  Unhappy  day  ! 

Oh,  for  my  sake  ! 
Alf.  Away !     Away 

Both.  Unhappy  day !     Away  !     Away  !    • 
[Alf  Wayo  rushes   off  R.    2  E.  punned 
by  Sal  Tootsie. 

Gay  music.  Re-enter  Lolla  and  Tooraloo 
dancing,  followed  bt/  Waiter  with  jug  and 
pewter  pot. 

Too.  Hi !  fill  it  up !  (Waiter  pour*  out  leer 
and  then  pours  some  in  glass  fur 
Lolla.)  My  Lolla ! 

Lolla  (eoqttettishly).  O,  go  'long ! 

2*oo.  Your  health,  my  dear ! 
Lolla.  And  yours  ! — your  health  and  song  ! 

Soxo.     Tooraloo. 

Foaming  pot  of  half-an-half  0, 
That 's  the  very  thing  to  quaff  O, 
'Tis  the  way  to  make  you  laugh  O, 
When  you  're  a  goin'  on  the  spree  ! 

Stuff  it  is  you  can  depend  on, 
Pewter  bright  a  chap  might  lend  on, 

0  there  is  'Arpiness  in  'Endon 
My  Lolla  lolling  here  with  me ! 

With  my  shiners  gaily  chinking, 
Can't  I  just  go  in  for  drinking. 
Kissing  all  the  girls  like  winking, 
Thinking,  dear,  alone  of  you  ! 

Lolla. 
You're  forgetting  my  position, 

1  '11  give  you  an  admonition, 
Sir,  in  spite  of  your  petition, 

I  can't  belong  to  Tooraloo  ! 

Both. 

Tooraloo !    Tooraloo  I 
Never  can    j  ^  |  belong  to  you ! 

Tooraloo ! 

[Waiter  prorliices  concertina  and  aU  three 
dance.  Exit  Waiter  L.  ir. 

Enter  Alf  Wayo  R.  2  E.  and  down  betioeen 

Lolla  «/"/  Tooraloo. 
Doth  (startled).  Alf  Wayo  ! 
Alf  (grimly).   Quite  so.     You  are    rather 

merry. 
Both  (a/ecting  carelessness). 

We  are !    We  are ! 
Lolla  (trembling).          Particularly. 
Too.  (nen'ously).  Very ! 

(Trying  to  assume  a  festive  manner.) 
You  11  just  have  'alf  a  glass  ? 

Waiter,  re-entering,  Jills  and  presents  pewter. 

Alf  (grimly).  Look  here — no  chaff. 

Nor  wife !  nor  beer !  I  don't  share  'alf-an'- 

'arf! 
But  from  a  chap  like  you  I  simply  collars 

it. 

[Snatches    the,    pewter  from    Tooraloo. 

Lolla  is  faint  ing  u>nl  clutching  chair. 

I  puts  it  to  my  lips  —and  then — I  swallers 

it! 
[Music.     He  drinks  it  off,   and  turns  it 

over  emptt/. 
D'ye  see  my  pint  ? 

Lolla.  They'll  fight!    [ Rrit  R.  2  K.  frightened. 
Too.  (s»//.-////).  You  want  a  row ! 
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Alf (savagely}.  I  do — with  you — I  '11  have  it, 
here  !  and  now  ! 

[dives  him  a  cuff  on  the  far.     Chord. 
Whack! 

Ton.  (returns  it).          Whack !  [Chord. 

\\'nitfr  (c.  pleasantly).        Can  I  see  fair  '( 
Alf.  The  stakes  you  '11  bring 

Waiter.    Yes — stakes  for 

two. 
A  If  (to  Waiter).  And  ropes, 

to  mako  a  ring. 
[Pointing    off   R.    2  E. 
Exit  Waiter  R.  2  E. 

Too.  (aside,  miserably). 
lie  s  going  to  smoke. 

(Sees    Alf    lighting 

a  pipe.)  He  strikes 

his  match,  I  see ; 
I  shall  not  be  his 

match     when    he 

strikes  me  ! 

Re-enter  Waiter  R.  2  E.  o   and  dmun. 
Waiter.  The  stakes  is  on. 
Alf  (with  farce  joy).   I'm  ready  for  the 

tussle. 
My    friend    (to  Waiter),    I'm    in    good 

training — feel  my  muscle  ! 
Pop  in  my  loft,  and  give    him   such  a 
whacker!  [Music. 

(7V>  Tooraloo.)  You'll  follow.  (To  Waiter.) 
You  're  my  "  second."  Here  'a  (show- 
ing pipe)  my  backer  ! 

[Exit  R.  2  E.  Alf  Wayo  swaggering, 
followed  by  Waiter  admiringly. 

Enter  Loo  R.  n. 
Too.  (c.)  Mother  !  [Deeply  affected. 

Loo.  My  child!     Why 

Too.  (pretending  gaiety). 

Nothing.     When  you  see 
Sal  Tootsie,  Mother,  give  her  this  from  me. 
Loo  (R.  c.).  What  ? 


Too.  (about  to  kiss  hrr,  but  changes  his  mind). 
It  shan't  pass  my  lips. 

Give  her  a  kiss 
For  me,  and  when  you've  done  it,  just 

add  this. 

Say  that  I  gaily  went  at  duty's  call, 
Singing  "  O  lot  mo  like  a  soldier  fall !  " 
[Music,     fie  tries  to  sing,  "  0  let  me  like  a 
soldier  fall !"  but  breaks  down  at  third 
line  and  rushes  out  R.  2  E. 
Loo  (excitedly  and  puzzled).  What  ever  is  the 
matter  !     What 's  it  mean  ? 
Music.      Re-enter  Lolla  R.  2  E. 
Lolla  (wildly).  O  they  are  going  it ! 
£00.  Where 

have  you  been  ? 

Lolla  (looking  off  H.  2  E.).  They're  at  it! 
fighting!    (Coming  down.)    I've  just 
left  the  ground ! 
Music  descriptive  increases  in  intensity  as  Sal 

Tootsie  rushes  in  R.  2  E. 
Sal  (excitedly).  It  will  be  over  in   another 
round  ! !         [Music.     Cheers  without. 
See,  they  return  ! 

Re-enter  Waiter  ar.d  Peasants  cheering  and 
supporting    Alf  Wayo    and  Tooraloo.* 
The  latter  is  considerably  damaged. 
Loo    (distractedly).     My    son !       (To     Alf, 

furiously.) 

You'll  suffer,  if  I  am  bereft  of  him. 
Alf  (turning  carelessly  away  from  Ijoo,  and 
addressing  Lolla  sarcastically).  There 
is  your  lover,  Madam !  take  what 's 
left  of  him ! 
Lolla.  (indignantly).  My  lover  !     What  d'ye 

mean  r1     He  was,  before  (arcli/y) 
You  came  along  !     But,   after  t/iat  (dis- 
dainfully) no  more  ! 

*  Of  course  as  great  a  crowd  here,  and  all  through, 
as  the  strength  of  the  company  will  permit.  If  the 
performing  donkey  has  appeared,  his  discmbodimei.t 
will  provide  a  couple  of  ptasauts. 


Alf  Wayo  (relenting  and  explaining  to  Lolla). 

Sal  'footsie  told  me  - 
Lolla  (haughtily).  Her!    Why  she  is  jealous 
If  he  should  look  at  anybody  ellus  ! 
Why?  (Contemptuously.)  Ain't  they  going 

to  many  '? 
A  If  (hesitating).  Is  that  true  ? 

Loo.  True!    Look! 

[Tooraloo    and    Sal    Tootsie    are   em- 

bracing L.  n. 
Too.  (to  Sal  Tootsie) 


What  's   |  "fa   |  to  me,  -when  I  love  you  .' 

[All  embrace.     Waiter  embraces    Loo,   and 
gets  the  worst  of  it.    Waiter  retires  up. 

Loo  (ruffled,  and  settling  herself).  Imperance  ! 
(Then  turning  smilingly  to  the  two 
couples.)  Bless  you!  What  a  lucky 
chance  ! 

Wedding    to-morrow,    and    to-night  —  a 
dance  ! 

FINALE. 

Loo.  Now  we  '11  dance  and  sing 

Anything  old  or  new, 
Alf.  As  long  as  it  is  a  thing 

With  a  chorus  Tooraloo  ! 
Lolla  and  j  Tooraloo  !     Hooray  ! 

Loo.       \      Hooray  for  Tooraloo  ! 
Tooruloo.     The  wedding  ring  ! 

We  '11  dance  and  sing  ! 
All.  Eight  Tooralooral  Loo  ! 

Chorus. 
Tooral  looral  Loo  ! 

Hooray  for  Tooraloo! 
'lis  quite  the  thing 

To  dance  and  sing 
Ei  Tooral  looral  Loo  ! 

[Dance    rf   all    the    characters    as    the 
curtain  descends. 


Sal  Tootsie.         Tooraloo. 
R  n. 
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BRITANNIA     A     LA     BEARD3LEY. 
(By  Our  "  YMow  "  Decadent.) 
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LORD  CHESTERFIELD'S  POST-CAEDS  TO  HIS  SON. 
No.  II.— Ox  Goixo  INTO  PARLIAMENT. 

London,  March  1,  ".  S. 

DEAR  FRIEND, — You  are  now  about  to  enter  the  House  of 
Commons,  a  distinction  and  a  turning-point  in  the  career  of  any 
young  man.     I  shall  expect  to  find  in  your  bearing,  conduct,  and 
success,  the  full  flower  of  the  seed  I,  writing  to  you  in  the  middle 
of  last  century,  sedulously  sowed.     I  forgot,  at  the  moment,  under 
which  political  flag  you  marched  to  victory  at   the   poll,     f-'omo 
people  are  disposed  to  attach  significance  and  much  importance  to 
that  detail.  For  my  part  I 
regard  it  as  absolutely  im- 
material.  You  go  into  the 
House    of    Commons    to 
serve  your  countiy,  not  to 
advance  the  calls  of  a  fac- 
tion.    If  you  happen  to 
hare  been  carried  by  the 
Conservative     vote,    you 
will  do  well  from  time  to 
time  to  declare  yourself  in 
favour  of  Liberal  propo- 
sals and  Liberal    policy. 
By  such  a  course  you  will 
not  only  vindicate  your 
independence,     but     will 
more  rapidly  and  surely  es- 
tablish a  position  for  your- 
self. .  Any  man  ticketed 
Liberal    or    Conservative 
can  walk  into  the  "  Aye  " 
or  "No"  lobby,  according 
as  he  is  directed  by  the 
party  Whip.     Any  crank 
becomes    of    importance 
when  party  Whips  are  not 
sure  on  which  side  he  will 
vote  on  a  given  occasion. 
Not  that  I  wish  you   to 
obtain  the   reputation  of 
being  a  crank.     Indeed, 
from  what  I  hear  of  you 
from  the  Abb6  Guasco,  I 
believe  you  are  unfitted  to 
play  such  a  part.     Be  in- 
dependent, but  don't  over- 
do it.     You  see  if,  being 
returned  as  a  Liberal,  you 
vote  steadily  for  the  Con- 
servatives, or   vice  vend, 
you  lose  all  the  advantage 
of  the  manoeuvre,  and  are 
open  to  the  charge  of  apos- 
tacy.    In  your  voting,  let 
the  unexpected  occasion- 
ally happen.     Adieu. 


REGULAR  TREAT  ;  OR,  THE  RADICAL  TENDENCY. 

His  Little  Lordship.   "On,  Miss  Pr.iMs&Y,  I'M  GOIKO  TO  TKI.I,  TIIOM-;  KICK  HOYS 

TO   COME   AND  GIVE   VS   A   SAIL   IN   THAT  LOVELY  BOAT  !" 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE-BOOK 
FOR  MARCH. — Your  career 
will  probably  by  this  time 
have  brought  you  into  in- 
timate acquaintanceship 
with  mutters  legal.  Of 
course,  never  think  of  con- 
sulting a  solicitor.  He 
would  be  sure  to  give  you 
bad  advice,  and  even  if  he  didn't,  you,  as  a  New  Woman,  ought 
to  disdain  to  accept  any  service  from  the  opposite  sex.  A  text- 
book will  give  you  the  common  form  of  all  legal  documents  up 
to  the  date  of  appearance  in  open  court,  and  then,  when  you  roach 
that  stage,  you  should  have  a  good  time  of  it.  Now,  as  a  lady, 
you  can  set  all  rules  of  precedence  at  defiance.  Call  upon  the 
Judge  to  help  you,  if  you  have  any  difficulties,  for  he  is  bound 
to  assist  you.  Bully  the  counsel,  and  in  examining  the  witnesses 
take  due  care  to  give  copious  personal  explanations  to  the  jury. 
And  if  after  all  this  you  lose  your  case,  why  abandon  the  Law 
Courts,  and  try  something  else. 


OLD   PODLER  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

FEBRUARY. — Looking  buck.  Old  Podler  is  impressed  with  the 
necessity  for  being  careful  what  he  says.  He  foretold,  to  quote  his 
precise  words,  "  yra-ve  scandals  affecting  a  certain  institution  -which 
Old  I'od/tr  does  not  fi-i-l  himsilf  at  lilxrtij  to  particularise  more  fat///.'' 
No  reader  who  is  at  all  up  in  current  events  can  fail  to  gee  what 
particular  institution  Old  Podler  had  in  his  mind's  eye  when  Le 
penned  those  memorable  words.  The  case,  however,  being  still 
eubjudice,  further  comment  is  undesirable.  Then  ho  went  on  to 
say:  "  Parliament  will  nasteiiibb,  and  Westminster  -witl  be  sturtlul 

by  some  serious  escapes  of 
yas  in  t/ie  immciliutc  vici- 
nity." For  collaboration 
of  this  apparently  daring 
utterance,  the  reader  is 
referred  to  the  Reports  of 
Hitnsard.  AVhich  is  oce 
more  to  Old  Podler. 

MARCH. —  Old  Podlor 
sees  ho  refers  to  this  as  "  a 
singularly  quiet  ami  un- 
eventful mouth,"  which  it 
was — for  /i/;;i,  seeing  he 
was  laid  up  throughout 
with  a  bad  leg  and  unable 
to  go  into  society,  even  so 
contiguous  as  the  "  Sal- 
mon and  Ball.''  Ho  like- 
wise added  that  "  it  uould 
not  snrjin'se  him  on  nr 
about  the\Wh  to  find  Prim- 
rose Hill  developing  into 
an  active  volcano  ;  "  also 
committing  himself  to  an- 
nouncing a  Simoom  on 
the  Serpentine.  When  it 
does  so  happen  that  Old 
Podler  makes  a  slight 
slip,  he  hopes  he  has  ever 
had  the  manly  courage  to 
admit  it,  and  he  is  free 
to  confess  that,  so  far  as 
he  is  awure.  no  signs  of 
volcanic  eruption  (lid,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  take  ,>liiee 
on  Primrose  Hill  or  near 
it  on  that  paiticular  date. 
He  can  only  explain  it  by 
some  accidental  shifting 
on  the  part  of  his  astro- 
logical apparatus,  which 
the  best  of  them  will  not 
always  be  wholly  free 
from  it.  But  there  was  a 
simoom  on  the  Serpentine, 
though  kept  out  of  the 
papers  by  the  exertions 
of  the  park-keepers,  act- 
ing doubtless  from  an 
honest  desire  on  their  part 
fur  the  good  name  of  the 
(ianlens,  or  fearing  it 
might  have  u  deterrent 
effect  ou  the  nursemaids. 


THE  COMPLETE  ANGLE- ER. — A  crack  cue-ist  at  billiards. 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE-BOOK  FOR  APRIL.— You  may  be  sure  that  as 
a  New  Woman  you  have  a  better  head  for  figures  than  num. 
Why  not  take  up  horse-racing  ?  If  you  are  rich  enough,  start  a 
stab'le.  Conduct  it  on  the  principle  that  nothing  succeeds  like 
success.  If  a  horse  fails,  sell  him  at  any  sacrifice.  If  a  jockey 
does  not  got  a  place,  never  employ  him  again.  If  a  trainer  is  not 
invariably  the  guardian  of  the  winner,  change  him.  If  you  are 
less  wealthy,  po  in  for  betting  pure  and  (more  or  loss)  simple. 
Lay  wagers  with  the  opposite  sex.  If  you  win,  be  sure  to  get  your 
money.  If  you  lose,  don't  pay.  Mind,  you  have  to  avenge  the 
wrongs  of  your  sisters.  Spoil  your  enemies.  If  this  leads  to  the 
spoiling  of  your  own  game,  why  cut  the  turf,  and  try  something 
else. 
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QUITE     A     FLASH     OF     GENIUS. 

Fiin-'.iiHi.',  1'n li ii  (looking  on,  to  the  Captain,  wlu>  has  just  come  to  grief  with  pumpcd-out  Animal).  "Mv  KYK.S,  GUVNOB,  THAT  BE  WOT  Ol 
(  \\.\*  pi.AYix'  'PITCH  AND  Toss.'  THAT  BE."  (Pointing  to  Horse  laid  across  fence.)  "HEAD'S  o'  ONE  SIDE,  TAIL'S  AT  T'OTHER  !  SEE! 
Ho  I  mi  !  no  !  HE  !  HE  !  UK  !"  [Goes  off  chuckling  with  delight. 


WHAT     OUR    ARTIST     (THE    IMPRESSIONIST)     HAS     TO     PUT     UP     WITH. 

/.'•  -lie.  "I  SAY,  OLD  CHAPPIE,  WHY  DO  YOU  PAINT  YOUR  TREKS  MAUVE,  AND  YOUR  SKIES  PEA-GREEN?" 

Our  Artist.  "  I  TAINT  MY  TREES  AND  SKIKS  JUST  AS  I  .SEP.  THEM  IN  NATORE." 

l!t*i<iie.  "Goon  LORD,  YOU  DON'T  SAY  so!    LOOK  HF.RE,  OLD  MAN— YOU  KNOW  MY  UNCI.E,  THE  Q.C. — WELL,  as  WENT  WHONO  WITH 

Ills     KYI.S    TWO    YEAKS    AO  ),    AND    GOT   WORSE   AND  WORSE    TILL  HE  CONSULTED    SOME   FAMOUS    MEDICAL  JOHNNf   IX    SWEDEN,    OR   NORWAY, 

UK  MIMKWHERE;  AND  NOW  UE  SEES  BETTER  THAN  HE  EVER  SAW  IN  HIS  LIFE.    I'LL  FIND  OUT  ALL  ABOUT  IT,  IF  YOU  LIKE,  AND  LET  you 
KXUW  !" 
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Master  Jack  (to  prominent  Member  of  Hunt).  "HERB,  I  SAT,  YOU  FELLOW,  JUST  YOU  PICK  A  LINE  FOR  YOURSELF  NOW,  AND  DON'T 

YOU   COME  JUMPING  I  JTO  XY  POCKET  I  " 


LOED  CHESTEEFIELD'S 
POST-CAEDS  TO  HIS  SON. 

NO.  III. — A  WOED  TO  THE 

WISE. 
London,  May  1,  0.  S. 

DEAR  FEIEND, — You  -will  see 
a  good  deal  of  Sir  William  Har- 
court.  Make  your  court  to  him, 
but  not  so  as  to  disgust  in  the 
least  Lord  Eosebery,  who  may 
possibly  dislike  your  consider- 
ing the  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer as  the  man  of  business, 
and  him  only  pour  orner  la  seine. 
Whatever  your  opinion  may  be 
on  this  point,  take  care  not  to 
let  it  appear,  but  be  well  with 
them  both  by  showing  no  public 
preference  for  either.  (By  the 
way,  I  find,  on  reference  to  the 
printed  volumes  of  my  letters, 
which  you  wore  so  thoughtful 
as  to  present  to  me,  that  I 
have  said  this  before.  Of  course 
you  will  remember  the  pas- 
sage in  Letter  CCLII,  the 
only  difference  being  the  sub- 
stitution of  the  names  of  Mr. 
Yorke  and  Lord  Albemarle. 
However,  <;ane  fait  rien.  I 
anticipate  the  graceful  remark 
you  were  about  to  make  that  my 
writing  is  not  for  an  age,  but  for 
all  time.  I  thank  you.  Never 
lose  a  chance  of  saying  a  pretty 
tiling,  even  to  your  father.) 
Should  you  ever  hear  gossip  de- 
tailing particulars  of  difference 
of  opinion  between  theseeminent 


i^'- 
P^=-^ 

J'ill  .ye  Cricketer  (explaining  to  fat  tliai  he  is  out — Leg  before   Wicket). 
"  YF.S,  YES  ;   BUT  YER  MUSTN'T   GO  STICKIN*  YER  LEG  BEFORE  YER  WlCKETS 

so  THAT  IT  STOPS  THE  BALL  1 "  Pat  (nursing  his  leg  and  dancing  round). 
•'  15EOORRA  THIN,  IT  '»  MESEI.F  'LL  BE  AFTHER  STIOKIN*  IT  BEHOLNT  ME 
WICKETS  NEXT  TOIMB,  AND  LET  IHIM  STROP  IT!" 


men,  always  affect  to  doubt  its 
foundation  in  fact.  This  will 
tend  in  two  desirable  directions. 
Your  gossip,  piqued  by  your  in- 
credulity, and  desirous  of  justi- 
fying his  information,  will  be 
led  into  supplying  you  with 
fresh  points  that  may  prove  of 
service  to  you  hereafter.  In  any 
case  you  will  enjoy  the  advan- 
tage of  presenting  yourself  in  a 
loftier  attitude  than  is  assumed 
by  one  eager  to  swallow  any 
malicious  chatter  Moreover,  if 
by  chance  Lord  Eosebery  or  Sir 
William  Haroourt  come  to  hear 
of  the  conversation,  and  your 
part  in  it,  you  will  not  suffer  in 
their  estimation.  Adieu,  my 
dear  child. 


AN  OLD  WAY  WITH  THE 

NEW  WOMAN. 
WHEN  the  New  Woman  stoops 

to  folly, 
And  finds,   too  late,   that  it 

•won't  pay, 
What    charm    can    make    her 

gentle,  jolly, 
And  winning,  in  the  old  sweet 

•way? 
The    only    plan    her    past    to 

cover, 
And  hide  away  the  rot  she 's 

said, 

Make  Man  her  champion,  ser- 
vant, lover, 

And  warm,  her  bosom,  ia — to 
WED! 
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(I'UXCfflt'g-FAl 
"THE    HILL    IS    MAGIC-MAI)    TO-XIGIIT!" 


::il    AND    ALMANACK    FOR    IN '.15. 


*  ^ 


GIS     NIGHT. 


VEFltlXTOI'HELES. ) 


CAN    I    INDEED    I1EI.IKVK    MY    EYES? 
v*  rr     \t 


AND   PUNCH'S    ALMANACK    FOR    1895. 
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LOED  CHESTERFIELD'S  POST-CARDS  TO  HIS  SOX. 
No.  IV. — ON  THE  IMMENSITY  OF  MAXXEH. 

London,  Jtdy  1,  0.  <S. 

DEAR  FRIEND, — At  the  risk  of  wearying  you,  I  cannot  say  too 
much  of  the  immense  importance  of  good  manner  and  uniinpaach- 
able  appearance.  In  the  House  of  Commons  you  can  never  make 
a  figure  without  elegancy  of  style  and  gracefulness  of  utterance. 
I  might  quote  numerous  illustrations  which  support  this  dictum, 
whether  as  failures  or  successes.  But  'twere  invidious,  and  I 
refrain.  Let  it  suffice 
that  you  are  careful  to 
succeed  by  bestowing 
the  utmost  attention 
upon  your  air  and  ad- 
dress. At  the  present 
stage  of  j  our  career  as 
a  buddiii/  statesman, 
Professor  Turveydrop 
is  of  more  importance 
to  you  than  is  a  study 
of  May's  otherwise  in- 
teresting and  valuable 
text-book  on  Parlia- 
mentary Law  and  Pro- 
cedure. See  the  Pro- 
fessor daily,  and  apply 
yourself  diligently  to 
his  instructions.  De- 
sire him  to  teach  you 
every  genteel  attitude 
that  the  human  body 
can  be  put  into.  Let 
him  make  you  go  in 
and  out  of  his  room 
frequently,  and  present 
yourself  to  him  as  if 
he  were  by  turns  dif- 
ferent persons,  such 
as  a  Duke,  an  Irish 
Member,  the  Prime 
Minister,  or  even  a 
burglar.  I  should  like 
to  know  that  even  in 
chance  contact  with  a 
person  of  this  latter 
class  you  were  able  to 
comport  yourself  in 
the  manner  precisely 
suitable  to  the  occa- 
sion. In  respect  of 
making  acquaintances 
in  the  House,  before 
f  ormin  g  particular  con- 
nections look  about 
you,  and  inquire  into 
their  respective  cha- 
racters. Any  of  their 
friends  will  tell  you  the 
worst  about  them. 
Ctxitria  jjaribus,  single 
out  those  of  the  most 
considerable  rank  and 
family.  Show  them  a 
distinguishing  atten- 
tion, by  which  means 
you  will  get  into  their 
houses  and  keep  the 
best  company.  After 
you  have  taken  your  seat  write  to  me  at  least  once  a  week  and 
tell  me  whom  you  see,  where  you  dine,  and  whom  you  meet. 
Mike  a  practice  of  writing  from  your  seat  in  the  House.  If 
possible,  get  a  front  seat  below  the  gangway,  and  write  on  your 
knee  with  the  assistance  of  a  pad  of  blotting  paper.  It  looks 
Miristerial,  and  in  the  eyes  of  the  House  will  insensibly  associate 
you  with  the  Treasury  Bench.  Good  night,  yours. 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  "Mamma"). — When  good-looking 
povsrty  approaches  the  door,  female  loveliness  peeps  out  at  the 
window. 


THE 

Miranda.  "  How  DELICIOUS 
so  FREE,  so  UNTRAMMELLED  ! 


Ferdinand. 


OLD  PODLEE  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

APRIL. — Here  again  Old  Podlerwas  less  what  might  be  described 
as  on  the  spot  than  he  had  every  right  to  expect.  Ho  hinted,  in 
somewhat  amphibious  terms,  perhaps,  but  still  ho  did  hint,  at  a 
possible  return  on  the  part  of  the  fair  sex  to  the  Crinoline.  What 
the  Planets  ri'iilly  indicated  was  a  revival  of  the  Chignon,  which  it 
will  be  remembered  showed  symptoms  of  returning  animation 
about  this  period.  But  though  his  calculations  came  out  a  little 
erroneous,  Old  Podler  cannot  consider  that  he  was  so  wry  far  out 

after  all.  And  who 
knows  that  it  was  not 
the  very  accuracy  of 
his  prediction  that 
produced  an  alarm 
which  prevented  it 
from  being  fulfilled  ? 
The  secrets  of  the 
stars  lie  far  beyond 
the  comprehensions  of 
the  shallow  and  the 
scoffer. 

MAY.  —  For  this 
month  ( >!d  Podler  pro- 
phesied "  a  ferious  out- 
break of  blackbeetles  at 
lialham,  Sermoitilsri/, 
mid  Hrij'ton."  The 
curious  who  will  take 
the  trouble  to  consult 
the  back  files  of  the 
Balham  Merr.ury,  the 
Bermondsey  Herald,  or 
the  Brixton  Chronicle, 
will  need  no  further 
proof  of  the  striking 
accuracy  with  which 
( )ld  Podler  foresaw 
this  highly  unpleasant 
visitation. 

In  his  following  pre- 
diction he  was  less 
happy.  He  foretold 
that  "  the  Editor  of 
'Smart  Sti  ippetn '  would, 
after  attempting  to 
poison  himself  with 
fiaste,  sever  his  tliront 
with  the  fatal  shears" — • 
which,  unfortunately, 
the  course  of  events 
has  so  far  proved  to  bo 
premature,  Old  Podler 
understanding  that  the 
Editor  has  commenced 
proceedings  against 
him  for  libel,  thereby 
demonstrating  the 
narrowness  of  his  in- 
tellect and  the  petty 
spitefulness  of  his 
disposition.  Happily, 
a  jury  of  his  fellow- 
countrymen  may  be 
trusted  to  take  an 
enlightened  and  un- 
prejudiced view  of 
what  was  merely  pub- 
lished in  the  interests 


POINT    OF    VIEW. 

THESE  MOUNTAIN   EXCURSIONS  AUE  !    ONE  FEELS  so  COOL, 


of  science  and  without  any  intention  to  iufliet  needless  pain  on  a 
f  ellow- j  ournalist. 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Stingy  Hosts}. 

GOOSEBERRY  "  Cham"  and  Port  of  Sloes, 
Make  good  company  cock  their  nose. 


BAD  JOKE  FOR  JULY. — To  leave  London  under  the  impression 
(gathered  from  the  weather  charts)  that  it  is  "calm,"  and  then 
cross  from  Dover  to  Calais  in  a  gale. 


AND  PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR 


Superior'Arnj.  " CABBIE!    To  THE— AW— THE  PEIXCE  or  WALEB'S." 
Cabbie.   "MABLBiio"  'OusE,  MY  LOKD?" 
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: 


Old  Gent  (unaware  of  the  position  of  his  Bridle\  "THAT  CONFOUNDED  DEALER  SAID  SHE  HAD  A  SNAFFLE  MOUTH." 


THE    COQUETTE'S 
CALENDAR. 

FLIRTY  days  hath  September 

April,  June,  and  November ; 

In  Valentine  month  I  flirt  like 
fun, 

As  in  the  others,  every  one ; 

And  as  to  Leap  Year,  oh,  that 's 
prime ! 

There 's  one  day  more  of  Flirting- 
time  !  ! 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for 
Unwary  Wooers). — Few  fashion- 
able women  are  "  beauties - 
without-paint "  to  their  JUles  de 
chambre. 


LINES  ON  A  LITTLE 

LUMINARY. 

(By  a  Coster  Critic  "  in  front.") 

TWINKLE,  twinkle,  little  ' '  star ' ' ! 

Ah,  "  'e  dunno  where  'e  are." 

Swaggers   "There!    'ow 's  that 

for  'igh  ?  " 
While  we — winks  the  other  eye  ! 


BAD  JOKE  FOR  MARCH. — To 
lose  one's  umbrella  in  commemo- 
ration of  the  season  of  Lent. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  ( for 
Qjmlvnt  Old  Fools).  —  Age 
mustn't  chink  a  full  purse  in 
a  pretty  girl's  ear. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for 
Girls). — A  waltzing  expert  tears 
no  pothers. 


Stoul  Old  I  arty  (who  lias  been  pottering  about  Links,  and  has  just  been  hit 
by  a  ball).  "  On  DEAR  !  On  DEAR  !  OH— o— o  !  I  I  'M  'IT  !  I  'M  'IT  ! 

YOU'VE   INJURED   ME  !      YoU  'VE   'URT  ME  !" 

Irritable  Player  (following  up  his  ball,  which  has  cannon  A  off  Old  Party 
into  furze  bush).  "INJURED  YOU?  CONFOUND  YOU,  SIB!  You 'VE  IN- 
JURED MY  DRIVE  A  r.oon  DEAL  MOEE  !" 


NOVEMBER  IN  NUCE. 

RISE  !    Tog ! 
Coat,  clog! 
Gingham,  dog ! 
Look  incog.  ! 
Nose  a  frog ! 
Aches  a-gog ! 
Faugh !   Fog !  ! 
Street  a  bog ! 
Feel  a  hog, 
Or  polywog ! 
Chest  a-clog ! 
Homeward  jog  ! 
Peel !     Prog ! 
Hot  grog  !  !  ! 
Bed  !     A  log  ! 
Hang  the  Fog! ! 


BAD  JOKE  FOR  APRIL.— To  be 
fooled  into  proposing  to  a  girl, 
and  then  to  be  sued  for  breach 
of  promise  of  marriage. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  a 
Victim  of  Waiter's  clumsiness). — 
It's  no  use  swearing  over  spilt 
.soup. 

BAD  JOKE  FOR  MAY.— To 
droam  of  the  hawthorn  tree,  and 
on  waking  to  find  a  claim  for 
rates  and  taxes. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (fur 
Husband -hunters).  — Handsome 
is  as  handsome  has  ! 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for 
Champagne  Lovers). — Good  wine 
needs  no — Apollinaris ! 


AND    PUNCH'S   ALMANACK    FOR 


THE.  STCR.Y  of  M 


C     sro«.Y    or  ' 

*  HL>O 


MR.     PUNCH'S     STRUWWELPETER. 
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LORD  CHESTERFIELD'S  POST-CARDS  TO  HIS  SON. 
No.  V. — ON  ENTERING  THE  HOUSE  OK  LEAVING  IT. 

Lutidtm,  S'pti'mber  1,  0.  S. 

DEAR  FBIEND, — It  is  more  easy  to  conquer  a  continent  than 
to  enter  a  room  with  perfect  manner.  It'  this  be  true  of  an 
ordinary  drawing- room,  how  much  more  weighty  is  it  in  considera- 
tion of  walking  into  the  House  of  Commons  '•  Mr.  Disraeli,  a  per- 
sonage whom  I  regret  circumstances  prevented  my  knowing  in  the 
flesh,  devoted  much,  but  not  inadequate,  time  to  acquiring  tuo  art  <  f 
walking  up  the  floor  of  the  Commons  when  the  Speaker  was  in  the 
Chair.  I  gather  from  those  familiar  with  the  spectacle  that  it  was 
a  little  overdone.  The  fixed  look,  the  solemn  visage,  the  slow 
movement,  and  the  bent  head  when  he  came  within  arm's  length 
of  the  Mace,  suggested  that  this  eminent  statesman  was  going  to 
a  funeral  rather  than  proceeding  to  the  Treasury  Bench.  Mr. 


OLD  POOLER  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

JUNE. — Old  Podler  felt  it  his  painful  duty  to  prepare  the  public 
for  "  disaster  in  Didwich  "  during  this  month,  being  am]  ly  justified 
by  the  facts,  for  he  ventures  to  say  there  are  few  residents  of  this 
justly  popular  and  highly  salubrious  locality  who  cannot  recall  an 
incident  which  transpired  about  this  period  within  their  neighbour- 
hood for  which  the  term  disaster  cannot  be  considered  inappropriate, 
nor  yet  excessive.  Ho  also  prophesied  the  advent  of  "  a  ,ietv  half- 
penny evening  paper  of  a  highly  peculiar  colour."  His  impression  was 
that  it  would  be  published  somewhere  about  Peckhain.  But  (and 
this  only  shows  how  extremely  careful  oven  experienced  prophets 
ought  to  he  in  handling  their  instruments)  lie  must  have  made  an 
error  of  half  a  degree  or  so  in  his  calculations,  for  the  paper  in 
question  actually  appeared  in  1'Mn  !  So  true  is  it  that,  as  dear 
Old  Plato  observes:  "  Nemo  murtulibus  omiiium  horns  snptiit." 


S/«:    "  I   THINK   THK   Sl'IUNG   THE  BEST   TlME   OF  THE   YEAR.      I    LOVE   IT!" 

He  (self-mtde  man).  "  WELL,  GIVE  ME  THE  END  OK  THE  YEAR.     I  THINK  THE  AUTOMATIC  TINTS  ARE  so  FINE  !  " 


Gladstone,  I  am  informed,  always  pulled  himself  together  as  he 
entered  the  House,  and  with  head  erect,  shoulders  thrown  back, 
and  eyes  respectfully  fixed  upon  the  Chair,  marched  to  his  place. 
These  great  ensamples  are  withdrawn  from  your  opportunities  of 
study.  Happily  Sir  Richard  Temple  remains,  and,  by  what  I  hear 
from  possibly  prejudiced  friends,  is  worthy  your  notice  and  emula- 
tion. Sir  Richard  moves  towards  his  place  in  the  Chamber  of  the 
Commons  with  the  stately  grace  of  a  man  who  has  consorted  with 
the  ancient  princes  of  India.  His  temporary  withdrawal  from  the 
House  is,  I  understand,  not  less  ceremoniously  effected.  "SVatch 
him  closely.  Make  him  your  model.  Possibly —  for  genius  is  not 
envious  and  loves  to  culture  the  capabilities  of  the  young — ho  may 
permit  you  to  call  upon  him  some  day  when  there  is  no  morning 
sitting,  and  allow  you  to  enter  and  leave  the  room  under  his  per- 
sonal direction.  Half  an  hour's  practice  with  such  a  master  would 
outweigh  the  value  of  the  written  counsel  of  the  fondest  of  fathers. 
Adieu.  Go  on  and  prosper.  Do  not  fail  when  you  call  on  me  to 
bring  the  yntces  along  with  you. 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE-BOOK  FOR  MAY. — Having  served  an  appren- 
ticeship on  the  turf  you  will  be  ripe  for  the  City.  Why  not  turn 
company  promoter  ?  There  is  nothing  to  prevent  you  framing 
misleading  prospectuses  and  carrying  on  the  business  of  a  not- too- 
sensitive  advertisement  agent.  You  will  find  your  sex  of  assistance 
in  disarming  suspicion  and  even  inducing  confidence.  The  outside 
public  will  imagine  that  if  you  are  connected  with  an  undertaking 
it  must  he  a  "good  thing."  Then  if  the  force  of  circumstances  aiv 
too  strong  for  you,  all  you  will  have  to  do  will  be  to  throw  yourself 
on  the  compassion  of  the  official  receiver  and  try  something  else. 

BAD  JOKE  FOR  SEPTEMBER. — To  buy  your  gun,  ta1;e  out  your 
licence,  and  promise  game  all  round  to  your  critical  friends,  and 
then  be  told  that  the  man  who  had  promised  you  a  month's 
shooting  has  gone  to  Australia. 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (fur  Flirts'). — There  is  many  a  sip  'twixt 
moustache  and  lip. 


AND    PUNCH'S    ALMANACK    FOR    1895. 


NAPOLEON    AND    WELLINGTON    (STREET;. 


THINKING  IT  OUT. 


OLD  POOLER  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

JULY. — As  the  year  advances,  it  will  be  ob- 
served that  Old  Podler  gets  his  Prophetic  Rye 
more  and  more  in,  and  he  is  able  to  point  with 


example  of  his  well-nigh  miraculous  powers  of 
vision.  Here  is  the  identical  paragraph  he 
wrote  a  twelvemonth  back  :  "  Old  Podler  is 
jiroud  tn  firediit  Unit  some  time  in  this  munth  an 
i  n  nt  trill  tran*i>ire  irliii-h  ivill  redound  to  the 
/iiuiiinr  and  ylory  of  the  nation  at  large,  while 
shedding  «  thrill  of  joy  throughout  the  eircuin- 
fi'i'Dn-e  «f  the  ('Hi/  ii ml  it*  tvbvrbt,"  And  what 
event  did  transpire,  exactly  us  per  prophecy  '• 
Why,  the  christening  of  the  firstborn  son  of 
our  future  King  nnd  Queen,  to  whom  Old 
I'ddli'i-  respectfully  hastes  to  tender  his  heart 
IVit  congratulations!  .Some  prophets  would 
expect  a  baronetcy  for  less  than  this — or  a  snug 
pension  at  the  very  least  —  but  Old  Podler 
scorns  to  cringe  to  Royalty  for  any  such  recog- 
nition, being  too  much  the  astiologer  and  gen- 
tleman for  to  demean  himself — though  not 
unwilling  to  be  met  half  mty. 

AUGUST.— Old  Podler  is  not  the  kind  of 
Prophet  to  crow,  and,  indeed,  finding  himself 
right  once  more  has  become  so  much  a  matter 
of  course  with  him  that  ho  haidly  takes  any 
particular  notice  of  it.  Still,  he  is  Aunran,  and 
it  ia  no  more  than  natural  as  he  should  feel 
.ti'ine  complacency  in  reminding  readers  that 
ho  predicted  the  outbreak  of  the  Chino-Japa- 
noso  War  for  this  identical  month  !  For  what 
were  Old  Podler' s  words  ?  Why,  these  :  "  Old 
I'ud/rr  dreadi  to  hetir,  also,  of  increased  mor- 
tality." And,  making  every  all  iwance  for  the  Oriental  iniag'na- 
tion,  he  thinks  there  must  have  been  lives  lost  to  a  considerable 
extent,  loth  on  land  and  sea.  It  is  true  his  original  prediction  con- 
cluded w.th  the  we  rds,  ''amongst  shrimps  and  shell-fish  generally." 
But  that,  of  course,  was  merely  the  Prophet's  mystic  manner  of 
wrapping  of  it  up,  though  he  would  not  be  suspected  of  wishing  to 
hurt  the  feelings  i  if  oil  her  combatants  by  alluding  to  them  as  "Crus- 
taceans," which  are  deservedly  popu'ar  MS  delicacies  when  in  season. 


arsi 


IX  TRAINING. 


THE  COMPLETED  ARTICLE. 


LORD    CHESTERFIELD'S    POST-CARDS 
TO  HIS  SON. 

NO.    VI.  — Ox   SUBSCBIPTIONS. 

London,  December  1,  0.  S. 
DEAR  FRIEXD, — There  is  one  matter  that 
will  early  press  itself  upon  the  consideration 
of  your  new  M. P. -ship.  I  mean  the  question 
of  subscriptions  to  local  institutions  among 
your  constituents.  You  may,  perhaps,  observe 
that  this  is  a  matter  which  concerns  me  more 
than  you.  In  one  sense,  rous  arez  raiiton.  Like 
Judas — by  the  way,  do  not  forget  that  Judas 
is  not  a  Parliamentary  word.  Coder  no  pro- 
vocation apply  the  term  in  debate  even  to 
your  dearest  friend — like  Judas  (I  may  say 
it  of  myself),  I  carry  the  bag,  and,  as  you 
know,  make  no  objection  to  your  reasonably 
dipping  into  it.  But  the  dispensation  of  your 
(or  my)  bounty  will  seriously  affect  votes,  and 
should  be  discreetly  managed.  In  my  time 
the  difficulty  did  not  exist.  With  a  few 'excep- 
tions, constituencies  were  only  too  glad  to  get 
as  member  a  gentlemanly  fellow,  by  prefer- 
ence of  noble  birth,  who  once  a  year  dined 
at  their  ordinary,  and  occasionally  got  a  berth 
in  the  Customs  or  Post  Office  for  their  more 
worthless  sons.  Now  it  is,  I  am  told,  different 
There  are  churches  to  restore,  chapels  to  build, 
bazaars  to  open,  hospitals  to  support,  cricket- 
clubs  to  subsidise,  and  football  associations 
to  keep  in  boots,  feed,  and  victual.  A  member 
of  the  present  House  tells  me  of  a  group  of 
his  constituents  who  lived  upon  him  for  two 
years  simply  by  founding  lootball  Associa- 
tions. When  in  a  comparatively  small  boreugh  the  number  reached 
314,  he  set  on  foot  inquiries  which  relieved  him  from  further  claims 
under  this  particular  head.  In  the  matter  of  subscribing  to  foot- 
ball clubs  it  is,  if  so  accomplished  a  linguist  will  excuse  the 
barbarism,  h  premier  kick  </ne  e,  Ate.  If  you  give  to  one  you 
must  give  to  another,  but  of  course  not  to  314.  With  these 
general  reflections  I  must  leave  in  your  hands  the  task  of  dealing 
with  individual  cases. 


THE    CHRISTMAS    NUMBER    OF    PUNCH 


BLESS  THEE,   BOTTOM!    THOU  ART  TRANSLATED. 

SMART  silliness  dominates  our  modern  schools, 
Enamoured  of  sheer  nonsense  and  old  Nox. 
Theirs  is  the  paradise  of  (clever)  fuols, 

Limbo  of  lunacy-cwm-paradox. 
They  give  us  not  fine  grace,  sweet  airs,  fair  faces, 
But  monstrous  masks  and  coxcomb  "  airs  and  graces," 
Until  we  pine  for  plain  old-fashioned  folly  ; 
Bottom  bejewelled  is  so  melancholy  ! 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  everybody). — Time,  Tide,  and  Punch's 
Almanack  wait  for  no  man  ! 

If  Time,  and  Tide,  and  Punch  you'd  soften, 
Buy  it  early,  buy  it  often  ! 


"LATE,   LATE,   SO  LATE!" 

The  Plaint  of  faterfamilia*. 
AUTOCRAT  of  the  Breakfast  Table  ?    Bah  ! 
My  only  wish  is  that  I  were  so,  Ma  ! 
'Tis  nearly  nine,  the  coffee 's  thick  and  cold, 
Yet  no  one  down  save  you  and  mo — who  're  old ! 
How  long  and  late  in  bed  smart  youth  now  lies  ! 
The  Rising  Generation  does  not — rise  ! 


CHRISTMAS    PROVERB    (for  Paterfamilias). — The  proof  of  the 
pudding  is  in  the — doctor's  bill ! 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Gourmets). — All  good  things  come 
round  to  those  who  will  but — tip  the  waiter. 


THE    RASHNFSS    OF    IT. 

Peggy.  "  WAS  YE  HEARIN'  THAT  JEANIE  ANDERSON  's  GETTIN' 
MAIRRET  ?  " 

Kirsty.  "STUPIT  CREATUR  !  Hoo  is  sas  ABLE  TAE  KEEP  A 
MAN  ? " 


IIAIDEN    MODESTY. 

'HAVE  YOU  GOT  THE  TOWFI.S  WELL  AIRED,  JANE?"        "YES,  'M.' 
'AND  THE  ANCHOR  AND  THE  ROPE  FIXED?"        "YES,  'M." 
•AND  THE  LIFE-BCOY?"        "YES,  'M." 
'AND  THE  DROPS  AND  THE  BISCUITS?"        "YES,  "M." 
'AND  You  'RE  SURE  THERE'S  NO  ONE  IN  SIGHT?" 
'THERE'S  A  OASTUITAKD  wnn  A  SPY-GLASS  ON  THE  TOP  OF  THE 
CLIFF,  'ji."        "  THSN  I  SHAN'T  BATHS  TO-DAY!" 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Tatle-tafleen). 
WHEN  her  mind  is  on  the  feast. 
The  prettiest  prattler  talks  the  least. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  the   Unstable). — Many  a  fickle  one 
comes  a  mucker. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Adventurous  Wooers).— A  kiss  in  time 
promises  nine ! 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Poor  Pianists). 

Music  hath  charms  to  move  the  silent  guest, 
And  set  the  matrons  chattering  their  best. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for    Wary    Wooers  of  the  Sex). — Beauty 
when  unadored  adores  the  most. 


CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (fur  Tiyperf). — Thirst  comes  from  tippling,     sacred  to  fogs  in  London. 


BAD  JOKE  FOR  NOVEMBER. — To  spend  a  small  fortune  on  a 
wealthy  relative,  and  then  find  yourself  cut  out  of_his  will  for 
having  recommended  Cannes  as  preferable  to  Brighton  in  the  month 


AND     ITNVirs    ALMANACK     KnR     1895. 


(H. H    1'iiM.KK    (i.\    PROGXOSTICATION. 

SKIM  KMHKI!.  Yet  another  triumph !  What  other  I'rophet  fore- 
tnlil  the  liiittleof  hug-Yam.-':  .\'../-..i///,  except,  did  1'cxller,  who 
used  the  following  exprMHon  last  year:  "  funcin  1t<:  ««•»  s<nn< - 
t/iiii'i  "/'<t  lii'jliln  inriilinr  initiirc  taking  place  in  a  locality  which  nhnll 
!r  namdtu  "'  /-P.SI/I«."  Alas,  it  was  not  merely  fancy  on  OKI 
Podler's  part,  as  well  ho 
knew  it  at  the  t'mc  !- 
though  the  pierise  name 
of  the  battle- Hold  was 
hidden  from  his  ga/e. 
the  same  as  it  was  from 
all  others,  till  tho  actual 
date  of  occurrence. 


Tin:  X.  \V.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOR  JUNE.— The 
season  will  have  now 
sufficiently  advanced  for 
you,  as  tho Xew  Woman, 
to  take  the  matter  in 
hand.  Your  experience 
earlier  in  the  year  in 
organising  a  club  will 
now  stand  you  in  good 
stead.  You  will  be  ac- 
customed to  latchkeys, 
chambers,  and  unat- 
tended visits  to  places  of 
evening  resort.  All  that 
you  have  to  recollect  is 
thai;  one  woman  is  as 
good  us  another  man, 
and  better.  You  may 
try  gatherings  of  your 
female  fellow  -  sympa  - 
thisors,  but  you  will 
probably  discover  such 
companionship  a  little 
dull.  However,  assem- 
blies of  this  kind  may  bo 
greatly  improved  by  the 
admission  of  lady-like 
young  men.  Xo  doubt 
by  the  time  you  have 
completed  tho  thirty 
days'  trial  of  Society  re- 
novated according  to  tho 
latest  mode,  you  will 
have  become  weary  of 
the  task  of  improving 
the  social  world.  If 
this  is  the  result  of  your 
labour,  all  you  have  to 
do  is  to  drop  it  and  try 
something  else. 

THE  X.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOB  JULY.— By 

this  time  you  will  have 
sufficiently  recovered 
from  tho  toil  of  jour- 
nalism to  have  another 
dash  at  literature.  Why 
not  write  a  novel !'  All 
you  have  to  do  is  to 
make  it  "advanced." 
The  golden  rule  is  to 
compose  something  that 
could  not  possibly  have 
come  from  a  pon  wielded  by  a  man.  Or  rather  an  Englishman. 
You  may  pick  up  some  useful'  ideas  from  French  authors,  and  as  cir- 
culating libraries  aro  rather  on  the  wane,  you  need  not  fear  exclu- 
sionJrom  the -helves  of  distributors  of  three-volume  romances.  You 
ought  to  be  able  to  got  in  o,uite  enough  for  a  solitary  tome.  Plot 
is  of  secondary  importance.  All  you  want  is  character,  or  rather 
absence  of  character.  "  Shocking  is  purely  a  Parisian  expression, 
and  will  never  be  applied  to  the  work  of  a  London  lady.  If  it  is,  by 
some  envious  male  reviewer,  you  may  be  sure  that  your  mission  is 
accomplished,  and  you  can  try  something  else. 


(H,l)    PODLEK    ON    I'lioiiNoSTK'ATION. 
OCTOBER.  —  Again  does  old  1'.  dler  hit  the  bull  in  the  centre  of 
bis  optic!     Writing  so   long  ago  as  la-t   Autumn,  ho  announced 
during  tliis    inoii'h    "  -i  «(//•  i»  tin-  Mm-/;   /•.'./>•/<«/«(/»•."     Well,  was 
there  not  a  panic  in  consoqu'-nce  of  a  somewhat  hastily  summoned 
(but  no  doubt  strictly  required)  Cabinet  Council  ;  and  did  not  8}>ecu- 
-  -.  ---  latois  (amongst    whom 
(  )ld     Podler's     absence 
was     fortunately     con- 
spicuous)    burn     their 
fingers  badly  ':     JJepend 


upon  it,  ye  sceptics,  an 
astrologer  of  experience 
and  respectability  gets 
glimpses  into  the  Un- 
seen through  the  gates 
ajar  which  are  not 
dreamt  of  in  your  philo- 
sophy. At  least,  Old 
Podler  can  autwer  for 
himself. 


Odd  Man.  "LOOK  'ERE.  THE  GUV'NOK  WANTS  A  NORS«— A  USEFUL,  ALL-ROUND  KIND 
OF  'ORSE.  '£  WANTS  A  NOESB  AS  'E  CAN  RIDE  IN  THB  PARK  ;  A  NORSK  AS  'LL  oo  QUIET 
IN  A  DOUG-CART  FOB  THE  MISSIS  TO  DRIVE.  WF.LL,  THEN-  'E'D  WANT  'IM  IN  THE  BRORM 
IN  THE  SEASON.  AN'  'E'D  'AVE  TO  DROR  THE  LAWN-EOLLER  NOW  AH'  THEM.  AN' " 

Dealer  (withcringly).  "  'E  DON'T  WANT  THE  BLOOMIN'  'OusE  TO  WAIT  AT  TABLF, 
ro  'E!" 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOB  AUGUST. — As 
all  the  best  people  will 
by  this  time  have  left 
town,  you  can  lurn  your 
attention  to  the  worst. 
You  will  tind  them  rather 
amusing.  Patronise  tie 
East  End.  Cultivate  the 
society  of  burglars,  and 
exchange  views  with 
pri/e  fighters.  Perhaps 
it  will  be  as  well  to  seek 
the  physical  protection 
of  athletic  male  sympa- 
thieers  fresh  from  the 
Universities  if  enrolled 
in  the  more  select  divi- 
sions of  the  police.  If 
you  sing,  or  think  you 
can  sing,  warble  ballads 
to  the  loughs  and  recite 
poetry  to  the  vagabonds. 
However,  as  the  New 
Woman  is  not  quite  so 
much  appreciated  in  the 
East  End  as  in  the  West 
it  will  be  as  well  to  use 
discretion  in  carrying  on 
your  crusade  of  reform- 
ation. If  you  are  rudely 
advised  to  "chuck  it,  ' 
why  do,  and  try  gome- 
thing  else. 

THE  X.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOR  SEPTEMBER. 
—If  you  happen  to  be 
active,  now  is  the  time 
for  trying  a  little  sport. 
Appear  in  rational  di  c.-~, 
with  the  divided  skiit 
markedly  developed. 
Join  a  shooting-party, 
and  if  the  male  members 
of  the  society  object  to 
your  chatteringand  want 

'of  skill,  remember  that 

it  is  simply  because  the  equality  of  the  sexes  has  been  hitherto 
imperfectly  appreciated.  And  when  you  talk  of  the  equality 
of  the  sexes,  recollect  that  woman  is  nobler,  and  in  every  sense 
better  than  man.  Take  your  more-than-fair  share  of  the  lun- 
cheon-basket, and  if  you  are  weary  of  carrying  your  gun  in  the 
afternoon,  why  tell  off  a  man  to  carry  it  for  you.  You  owe  it  to 
your  sex  to  surrender  none  of  your  advantages.  Everything 
must  be  done  to  oblige  a  lady.  And  when  evervthing  has  been 
accomplished  in  that  direction,  and  you  want  a  change,  why  try 
something  else. 
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Tn«.  Wtte  tovj  wKo  «tt  too 

—  Arriva 

AT    AND    AFTEB     THE     ZOO     PARTY. 


Dodoi 


OLD  POOLER  OX  PROGNOSTICATION. 

NOVEMBER. — Hero  Old  Podlor  had  the  candour  and  straightfor- 
wardness to  own  himself  nonplussed  for  once  last  year,  not  allow- 
ing himself  to  go  beyond  a  discreet  hint  that  there  might  be  "o 
iln-ii/nfiiiii,  "a  «r  about  the  9th,  of  the  most  exalted  dignity  in  London'* 
mnt  rity."  But  he  was  not,  as  might  be  expected  by  the  superficial, 
alluding  to  the  Lord 
Mayor's  Show,  at  least 
not  altogether.  What 
ho  was  more  by  way  of 
alluding  to  was  the  new 
suhome  of  Municipal 
Reform,  which  Old 
Podler  triutt  may  work 
ntuhotory,  though  not 
desiring  to  pledge  his 
opinion  either  way— at 
present. 

DECEMBER.  —  The 
year  not  having  yet 
advanced  BO  far,  Old 
Podler  is  consequently 
unable  to  play  as  loud  a 
pooan  as  customary  for 
this  month.  If  he  is 
not  mistaken,  he  felt 
himself  called  upon  last 
Autumn  to  warn  all 
aristocrats  of  his  ac- 
quaintance residing  in 
Eaton  and  E  u  s  t  o  n 
Squares  against  earth- 
quakes. Dearly  would 
he  like  to  retract  those 
ill-ominous  words  could 
he  do  so  without  swerv- 
ing from  the  strict  path 
of  Veracity  he  lias  ever 
laid  down  for  hims.'lt' ! 
But  the  planets  never 
speak  without  fully 
knowing  their  minds. 
nor  yot  is  Old  Podler  no 
more  tut  their  faithful 
interpreter.  Another 
prediction  of  his,  to  wit, 
that  "n  /iiijiiilur  mill 
much  admired  actur  in 
romantic  nunnli/  will  lout 
all  the  liuir  off  the  top  nj 


OLD  PODLER  ON  PROGNOSTICATION. 

HlXD-WORDS. 
(//  Fure-wordt,  u-hy  not  Hind,  likeirite  f) 

OLD  PODLER  has  now  completed  his  triumphal  review  of  past 
prophecies,  and  takes  this  opportunity  of  again  informing  his  kind 

friends  and  patrons  that 
lie  is  generally  to  be 
found  at  home  for  pur- 
poses of  private  consul- 
tation. Seancrt,  dark 
and  light,  personally 
conducted  (harmonium 
extra) ;  materialisations 
(weather  and  spirits  per- 
mitting) from  4  to  6, 
and  8  to  10. 

N.B.-OldPodleralso 
practises  a  little  on  the 
Crystal  Ball,  when  not 
ignorantly  interfered 
with  by  the  police. 


THE     HEALING    ART. 

]>Mtur.    "DlD   YOU   GIVE  THE  CHILDREN   THE    PllYSIC    1   SENT   LAST   NlGUT  ? " 

fnd  Mother.  "  YES,  SIR." 

Doctor.  "AND  HOW  AKE  THEY  TO-DAY  ?" 

Fond  Mother.  "  WKLT.,  THE  LITTLE  en's  VERY  BAD,  TO  BE  SURE.    Birr  IT  DON'T 

TO   'AVE  DONE  THE  T'oTHEl:   US'   NO   'ARM   AS  YET!" 


hit  head,  and  the  year 
trill  close  in  general  gloom,"  has  naturally  given  rise  to  a  consider- 
able stir  in  theatrical  circles,  several  talented  actor-managers  writ- 
ing to  Old  Podlor  to  inquire  if  he  meant  them.  Old  Podler  wraps 
himse't  in  hi<  Sphinx-like  reserve,  and  merely  recommends  them 
all  to  keep  their  hair  on. 


THE  N.  W.  NOTE- 
BOOK FOE  DECEMBER. — 
Having  reached  the  last 
month  of  the  twelve, 
you  may  possibly  like  to 
sum  up  your  career  for 
the  past  year.  You  will 
have  discovered  that  a 
New  Woman  is  not 
always  successful  in 
starting  a  club,  writing 
for  the  newspapers,  ap- 
pearing in  person  at  tie 
Law  Courts,  keeping 
race-horses,  promoting 
companies,  reforming 
society,  concocting 
"shocking"  novels, 
amusing  the  vagabond 
population,  shooting 
birds,  upsetting  hospi- 
tals, and  last,  but  not 
least,  gaininga  husband. 
You  may  therefore,  per- 
haps, be  a  trifle  dissatis- 
fied. You  may  think 
that  possibly  the  career 
of  a  New  Woman  has  its  disadvantages.  If  this  be  your  opinion, 
why  turn  over  a  fresh  leaf,  and,  for  the  last  time,  try  something  slse. 

CHRISTMAS  PROVERB  (for  Little  Ureedifi). — When  Mamma's  not 
looking  the  nice  things  we  are  "hooking." 
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THE    CHRISTMAS    NUMBER    OF   PUNCH. 


THe-*TCR.Y-  or  AUGUSTUS 


ACHuaav  CHAP; 

THKEt   CHIN*    PCrtNOCO    LAP  UN    LAP 
His 

cmto  HS  'KCOUCC 

He    *CK.tAMCO    our  *  TAK1T  THIS 
AND   AdlVniKC     I'M    OAMir  TO  PA«j'. 
A  ' 

*Ju»v  THI  MI  FOOD  V.  Autuavu* 

TOOK    IT  AT  at^tAKFAir,  LUftfCHlC0li<  , 
AMD   DA      s>     OA<     ORetV  THl^AlilO  TH  I  »'  n 
HC 

urort  rxAr  rci>oviM.  ne  WA»  _  OSAO! 


•^»  -  -  JOHNNY 

Uocr*l>lAiH.li     Iff    MI6M  OA\  »tKOOI>,    iWct.v/IVk  HCAO    At   HlftH    At  C/EI^. 

To   lie   OAZ.INC.   AT  VMC    SK.><  WATCHlrfi  AUOHT  EKetPr    Kli   WA<( 

CLOUDS    THAT  WANDC\CO  ft^;  AH  O 


Of  OO" 

HI&  WAV 

r  i  EC  K  TO  CAH.C  ;  SO  K« 

To  .. 

*f£l"  M01VC  !   OH  !  i  AO   TiJ  M.-i  i   * 
irf  POOK;  •lOHKK'      FCU- 


H«  HAD  NO 

ne  HUSITO  ABOUT*- 

YHlN<,YMINX,Yt4lM*., 


THE     a^rOK.Y-    OF 

?  fi-yt 

<?         '/ 


ur*  UP    HC   Fu.cW-Y«  ri«c 
Wo  or/u    i-liiAiVo    His 
THflo'rKC  CLOUD*  T«t    A.UDC 
Wit-M  Mii   MACHINC     liuo»Vr^  OU 

No  OKU  LWeiv  \£f  Couuo  TCL.L. 


tiOB,  AFTER.    LOrWC    ^l_l\li.i     OP 
AMMCMII^tf    r-ort.   r 

A  & 
ANO   HttVHOUfrHV-    I'OO  t<_  ^OOUI 

rnA-r  HIS  PAH/KCNUY-C 
WOULD    CUK^I£*(  M«*%  Vu  VM 
*UCT  M->1*I  rALL.AKll  HlbH  Wi^Io    BuovV 
CMUC.KL,CtJ    eoB.'AMO  UP 
V/IND    OIO    Ql-ovV,  A.NI3    IK  A  MlMuYUT  -  BOO    WAI   IK*  IV. 


MR.     PUNCH'S     STRUWWELPETER. 


JANCARY  5,  1895.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


MR.    PUNCH   WELCOMES  THE   NEW  YEAR. 

So,  'Ninety-Five,  my  boy,  you  've  come  at  last ! 

Another  year  has  gone,  and  I  am  here 
To  greet  you,  as  your  brothers  in  the  past 

Were  greeted  on  their  coining,  year  bv  year ; 
For  it  'a  always  been  my  practice,  Sir-^-a  bit  of  Punrh's  lore — 
Since  the  day  that  I  was  volumed,  until  now  I  'm  fifty-four. 

Aj  e,  tif ty-three  New  Years  I  've  welcomed.    This 

I  pray  to  Heaven  in  its  arms  may  bear 

A  whole  New  Yearful  of  a  nation's  bliss — 

A  world  without  a  tear,  without  a  care. 

'  Fis  thus  that  I  have  piayed,  young  Sir,  full  many  years  before  ; 
But  to  know  how  oft  I  've  prayed  in  vain,  would  make  your  yoi 
heart  sore. 


your  young 


The  Year  that 's  dead  was  better,  sure,  than  some ; 

But  even  he  brought  with  him  strikes  and  war, 
Whose  ghastly  horrors  smote  the  soft  heart  numb 

And  wrung  and  chilled  it  to  the  very  core. 
'Twas  a  villainous  attention,  this  suffering  and  gore, 


[Four. 


That  we  'd  rather  have  dispensed  with,  from  your  brother  'Nmtty- 

But  even  he,  my  lad,  a  jest  could  work. 

And  on  occasion  smile,  and  nod,  and  beck  ; 
To  England  gave—  a  rising  Son  of  York, 

And  gave  to  Ireland— Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  cheque! 
Thu*  tickling  Mr.  BULL  from  smiles  and  laughter  to  a  roar. 
But  hearty  laughs  like  these,  my  friend,  were  few  in  'Xinety-Fuur. 

And  5011,  ><mng  shaver,  what  is  it  you  bring  ? 

Kuzor  and  soap,  like  (-havers  joung  and  old — 
Thp  soap  to  si  dt  he,  razor  to  cut  and  sting  ? — 

Will  wedding-bell  be  heard,  and  death-knell  toll'd? 
You  see,  my  lad,  we're  anxious  as  to  what  you  have  in  store. 
For  there 's  still  some  things  to  put  to  rights  bequeathed  by  'Ninety- 
Four. 

In  Parliament,  no  doubt,  you  '11  make  your  game — 
In  Camp,  and  Court,  and  County  Council,  too? 


Make  sport  of  love — make  foul  an  honoured  name — 

And  all  the  little  fun  you  're  wont  to  do  ? 
Well—  take  my  tip.    Just  do  your  level  best,  remember !     For 
The  blame,  my  son,  lies  at  jour  own,  not  Mr.  Punch's  door. 

So  mind,  young  Sir,  for  Mr.  Punch's  eye 

Is  cocked  upon  you  through  your  little  life. 
Go— ruin  the  world ! — and  if  before  y<  u  die 

You  fill  the  earth  with  joy  instead  of  strife, 
You'll  be  the  first  of  all  vour  race-f"r  all  the  smiles  they  wore— 
That  gave  the  country  what  she  asked-  from  0  to  '94 ! 


PROTEST  FROM  THE  PLAYGROUND. 

DEAR  MR.  POUCH,—  I  know  yon  sympathise  with  boys,  and  isn't 
it  a  jolly  shame  the  masters  set  us  such  awfully  hard  questions  in 
exams.  ?  My  Report  has  just  come  home,  and  my  Pater  haa  given 
me  a  fearful  rowing,  and  all  because  it  says  "  WILKIHS  Terts. 
(that's  me)  has  done  haHly  in  Examinations,  and  dong  not  take  the 
trouble  to  use  what  intelligence  he  possesses."  My  Pater  threa'ens 
not  to  take  me  to  the  Pantymime,  and  I  hear  it's  awfully  beefy  this 
year !  Well,  we  had  a  "  History  and  General  Knowledge  "  paper, 
and  one  of  the  questions  was  this  beastly  one,  and  of  course  I 
couldn't  tackle  it— "  What,  or  where,  are  the  following :— '  Ln- 
perium  in  Imperio,  The  Korea,  Bimetallism,  The  Grand  Llama, 
Balance  of  Power,  and  One  Man  One  Vote ?  "  I  answered  all  right 
about  the  Korea,  because  I  kicked  young  SMITH  under  the  table  to 
give  me  a  lip  about  it,  and  he  said  it  was  the  book  the  Turks  use  in 
church ;  and  I  put  that  down,  but  all  the  other  things  floored  me. 
Please  will  you  say  what  Bimetallism  is?  Joints  Junior  said  after- 
wards, in '  he  playground,  that  it  was  a  sort  of  lozenge,  and  ROBINSON 
Senior  said  he  didn't  know  what  it.  was,  but  he  knew  his  Pater  was 
a  Bimetallist;  and  JONES  haid  ROBINSON  Senior's  Pater  must  be 
a  confectioner  then;  and  so  RoniNSON  punched  JONES'S  head;  but 
what  is  it  ?  And  is  it  fair  to  ask  us  boys  such  questions  ?  My 
Pater  said  at  breakfast  the  School  Board  was  fond  of  sending  out 
sirkulers.  Do  you  think  they  would  send  one  to  our  Head-muter, 
and  ask  him  to  stop  such  rot  ? 

Your  obedient  young  friend  JACKT. 


vox..  CTIII. 
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A   VIEW   HALLOO. 

(Hounds  at  fault.) 

Whip  (bustling  up  to  Young  Hodge,  who  hoi  just  begun  to  wave  hi*  cap  and  sing  out  lustily).  "Now  THEN,  WHBRR  is  HB  t " 

young  H.  "  YONDER,  SIR  I    ACOMIN"  ACROSS  YONDBR!"  Whip.  "On  our,  WHY  THERE  AIK'T  NO  Fox  THERE,  STOOPID  \" 

Young  If.  "  No,  SIR  ;  BUT  THERE  BE  OUR  BILLY  ON  T'  JACKASS  I  " 


SPORT  IN  COURT; 

Or,  The  New  Year  Dream  of  the  National  Anti-Qambling 
Leaguer. 

Oil !  it  must  have  been  the  grog,  for  I  slumbered  like  a  log, 

And  1  dreamed — such  a  dream !    I  was  holding  forth  in  court, 
And  the  prisoners  in  the  dock, — how  the  Sporting  League  'twould 
shook! — 

Were  the  Princes,  and  the  Nobles,  and  the  Leading  Lights  of 

Sport. 
A  supreme,  successful  raid  on  the  Jockey  Club  we  'd  made. 

No  mere  stuffy,  sordid  set,  of  poor  betting-men  this  time, 
No  cheap  winner-spotting  snobs,  but  a  lot  of  topping  nobs. 

And  I  had  them  on  the  hip,  and  I  charged  the  lot  with  Crime  1 
It  was  prime  to  see  a  Prince  at  my  language  flush  and  wince, 

And  a  Lord  Chief  Justice  squirm,  and  a  stern-faced  Judge  quite 

blench. 
-But— I  could  not  fail  to  mark  the  demeanour  of  the  Clerk, 

Who  looked  on  it  as  a  lark  ! — and  that  Beak  upon  the  bench — 
Ah !  he  had  a  mighty  "  beak,"  which  I  felt  a  wish  to  tweak — 

Had  a  wink  in  his  left  eye  which  seemed  frivolous,  if  funny  ; 
And  he  didn't  seem  to  suit  us,  for  we  wished  a  stern-faced  BRUTUS  ; 

Nay,  a  ruthless  RHADAMANTHTJS  were  the  big-wig  for  my  money. 
Ah  !  it  wanted  resolution  to  conduct  that  prosecution, 

With  a  Prince  and  several  Dooks,  and  an  Earl,  a  County  Squire, 
And  a  Mephistopheles,  who  sat  lounging  at  his  ease, 

Whom  the  culprits  all  called  "  JIMMY,"  and  seemed  hugely  to 

admire ; 
For  although  I  ramped  and  raved,  Beak  and  Prisoners  behaved 

In  a  fashion  which  seemed  scornful,  and  assuredly  was  light ; 
And  that  Clerk— confound  his  mug,  which  looked  strangely  like 
a  pug! — 

And  the  chap  for  the  defence,  with  his  eyes  so  brisk  and  bright, 
They  seemed  all  upon  the  grin,  or  almost,  which  was  a  sin, 

And  I  'm  sure  I  heard  a  Djok  whisper  in  a  Judge's  ear, 


"  Don't  old  Mulberry   Nose  look  funny  t      I  will  bet  you    any 
money ! — 

Well,  I  missed  the  wager's  point ;   bat  oh,  dear  I  oh  dear  !  ! 

oh  dear ! 1 1 
Think  of  betting— in  a  Court !    And  I  thundered  against  Sport, 

Which  meant  Gambling,  more  or  less,  and  red  ruin,  and  disgrace. 
From  the  girls  who,  though  they  're  loves,  wager  wickedly — in  gloves, 

To  the  Plunger  Peer  who  shames  his  ancient  rape — to  win  a  Race. 
Ah !  I  think  I  "  gave  them  beans."   I  'm  uncertain  what  that  means, 

But  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  whispered  I  was  doing  so — to  "  Jnc  " — 
And  the  phrase  I  overhead,  and  although  it  sounds  absurd, 

1  felt  it  meant  a  compliment  to  me,  compelled  from  him. 
So  I  said  "  Sport  may  intrigue  and  set  np  a  rival  League 

To  our  holy  Anti-Gambling  One ;  but  Sport  is  a  Foul  Sink 
We  have  pledged  ourselves  to  purge  with  a  besom  and  a  scourge " 

But  here  that  Punchian  eye  indulged  in  a  prodigious  wink. 
Such  a  spasm  of  sheer  fun,  that  I  felt  the  case  was  done ; 

Court,  Prisoners,  Judfre,  assumed  the  guise  of  a  colossal  Joke  I 
My  head  appeared  to  swim,  the  wild  vision  did  dislimn, 

And  with  a  shriek  of  bitter  disappointment  I — awoke  I 


"  ANGLO- INDIAN." — We  are  indisposed  t«  go  the  full  length  of 
agreement  with  the  learned  Editors  of  the  New  English  Dictionary 
in  their  study  of  the  derivation  of  the  objectionable  word  "  damn. 
In  the  interesting  extract  you  inclose  they  remark:  "The  conjec- 
ture that  the  word  is  the  Hindi  dim,  dawm,  an  ancient  copper  coin, 
of  which  1,600  went  to  a  rupee  (see  YULE),  is  ingenious,  but  ba«  n-. 
basis  in  fact."  That  may  be  so.  It  is,  nevertheless,  a  curious  coin- 
cidence that  at  the  present  time  the  steady  declension  of  the  money 
value  of  the  rupee,  combined  with  its  immoveable  rating  in  the  salary 
list,  produces  in  the  Civil  Service  and  the  army  in  India  a  state  of 
feeling  subject  to  which  at  least  1,600  dams  go  to  a  rupee.  We 
much  fear  that,  under  this  provocation,  our  army  in  India  is  able  to 
compete  with  regiments  earlier  enrolled,  who,  you  will  remember, 
"  swore  terribly  in  Flanders." 
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COMBINATION  COSTUMES  FOE  COVENT  GAEDEN. 

"THE   TWENTY -FIRST   OF    DECEMBER!" 
_'  WHAT  NONSENSE  YOU  DO  TALK.     How  DO  YOU  MAKE  THAT  OUT  ? " 


"WHY,  ANY  FOOL  COULD  SEE  THAT. 
LONGEST  KNIGHT,  OF  COUBSE  I  " 


THE  SHOETEST  DEY  AND  THE 


NEW  YEAR  NOTIONS. 

(By  an  Old  Sufer.)} 

"  THERE  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun,"  someone  says ; 

I  wish  that  there  wasn't,  hv  Jingo ! 
It  seems  to  me  everything  a  New  in  these  days, 

And  nothing  is  genuine  old  stingo. 
A  New  Poet  turns  up  about  once  a  week 

(According  to  log-rolling  rumour) ; 
And  there 's  the  New  Politics,  all  grab  and  sneak ; 

And  something  dull  dubbed  the  New  Humour ! 
The  New  Art ;  I  'm  certain  it  comes  from  Old  Nick, 

It 's  so  diabolic  and  dirty. 
Faith !  some  of  their  Novelties  make  me  feel  sick, 

And  most  of  them  make  me  feel  "  shirty." 
The  New  Year !— well,  that  is  as  old  as  the  hills. 

The  New  Leaf —we  annually  turn  it. 
Ah  !  if  the  New  Newness  wonld  banish  Old  Ills. 

Not  e'en  an  Old  Fogey  would  spurn  it. 
New  Year,  give  us  books  that  are  healthy  and  gay, 

And  Art  mat 's  not  impish  or  queer,  Sir ! 
And  i/ you  '11  but  cart  the  New  Woman  away, 

You  will  be  a  Happy  New  Year,  Sir ! 


THE  MODERN  THEATRE  LAUGH. 

DEAK  MB.  PCINCH, — I  crave  the  hospitality  of  your  columns 
under  the  following  circumstances.  The  other  night  I  went  to 
a  burlesque.  Being  a  man  of  modest  means,  I  contented  myself 
with  paying  half-a-crown,  for  which  sum  I  was  able  not  only  to 
sit  with  the  plebs  in  the  pit,  but  to  see  Society  in  the  stalls. 

Will  it  be  believed,  at  the  end  of  this  so-called  nineteenth 
century,  that  songs  were  sung  and  things  were  said  which  made 
those  everywhere  around  me  laugh  f  Sadder  still,  two-thirds  of 
those  I  saw  were  women ! — women,  who  are  our  mothers  and 
sisters,  when  they  are  not  our  wives  and  sweethearts ! 

I  haven't  the  least  notion  where  the  harm  in  all  this  comes  in, 
but  I'm  confident  there's  some  somewhere.  In  any  event  it's 
»  serious  sign  of  the  times;  which  reminds  me  that  I  should 
have  sent  this  to  the  Times,  if  I  had  not  thought  the  recent 
Society-play  correspindence  sufficient  for  one  season.  I'm  so 
afraid  the  dear  old  Thunderer  will  drop  the  telegraphic  news 
and  take  to  Telegraphic  Correspondence. 

In  any  case,  I  invite  letters  on  "  The  Seriousness  of 
Laughter."  Yours  distressedly, 

A  Dl-TRI-SYLLABIC  PlTTITE. 
[No  letters  on  this  subject  will  be  inserted. — ED.] 


NEW  YEA.R. 

"  RING  out,  wild  bells."    We  hope  that  you, 

With  '94  that  's  rung  out, 
Will  kindly  ring  out  just  a  few 
Of  all  those  things  entitled  "  new" 
Which  plagued  us  till  quite  mad  we  grew 

As  mad  as  dog  with  tongue  out. 

Those  novelties  !  The  newest  kind  — 
With  turned  up  nose  and  weird,  slee- 

-py  eyes,  that  told  of  vacant  mind. 

And  monstrous  chignon  massed  behind  — 

Were  those  appalling  things  designed 
By  Mr.  AuiittEy 


Yes,  '  '  things"  ;  for  nought  of  human  shape, 

However  strangely  bizarre, 
Is  there  portrayed  ;  there  's  not  an  ape, 
That  feeds  on  cocoa-nut  or  grape, 
Between  Morocco  and  the  Cape, 

So  hideous  as  these  are. 

For  goodness'  sake,  don't  let  us  see 
New  Art  which  courts  disaster  ! 

We  much  prefer  to  Mr.  B. 

VELASQUEZ,  REMBRANDT,  even  P. 

P.  RUBENS  or  VANDYKE,  for  we 
Like  oldness  in  a  master. 

And  then  "  New  Humour."    Heavens,  why- 

It's  but  a  pleasure  killer  ! 
A  cause  of  weary  yawn  and  sigh, 
Which  makes  us  almost  long  to  ny 
To  those  old  j"kes  cjllected  by 

A  certain  Mr.  MILLEB. 


In  politics  Newcastle,  too, 

With  programme  was  prophetic ; 
And  now   Leeds  leads,  and  shows  who's 

who. 
The  Grand   Old    Man  —  there  's  age  for 

you  !— 

Has  found  much  better  things  to  do, 
Not  prosy  but  poetic. 

But  all  the  things,  so  new  in  time, 

Are  nothing  to  the  woman. 
Who  now  is     new,"  and  seeks  to  climb 
To  heights  which  seem  to  her  sublime  ; 
(Excuse  the  execrable  rhyme) 

She  is  indeed  a  rum  'un. 

Of  course  we  know  that  youth  is  sweet ; 

Old  women  are  not  charming  ; 
But  no  old  woman  we  could  meet, 
With  featless  form  and  formless  feet, 
This  wild  New  Woman  now  could  beat, 

She 's  perfectly  alarming. 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  wild  belles  like  these 
New-fangled  fancies  screaming ; 

Ring  in  the  woman  bound  to  please, 

A  lady,  always  at  her  ease, 

Not  manlike  woman,  by  degrees 
More  man  that  woman  seeming. 

Old  '94,  who  now  has  fled, 

Encouraged  blatant  boldness 
In  things  called  "  new,"  as  we  have  said  ; 
New  '95,  now  he  is  dead, 
Might  bring  some  things  which  are  instead 

Remarkable  for  oldness. 


A  VITAL  QUESTION. 
(Atked  at  a  Fenny  Reading.') 

"Wiio  will  stand  on  either  hand 
And  keep  the  bridge  with  me  f 
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'SHOULD  CHRISTMAS  BE  ABOLISHED?" 

[  A  Hvi"p(isiuiii  (ill  the  above  question  appear!  in 
'the  December  Number  of  The  Idler.] 

WITH  what  philosophy  sublime 

The  institutions  are  discussed, 
Which  foolish  men  of  olden  time 

Wore  well  content  to  take  on  trust ! 
"  Is  life  one  great  mistake  '< "  we  cry. 

"Our  modern  teachers  deem  it  so  ; " 
"  Man's  place  shall  woman  occupy  ?  " 

And  now  this  last—"  Shall  Christmas  go  ?  " 

They  mock  at  any  plea  for  mirth, 

With  tine  derision  they  allude 
To  any  wish  for  peace  on  earth 

As  just  a  pulpit  platitude  ; 
This  Christmas-time,  it  seems,  is  fraught 

With  fancies  anything  hut  clever; 
The  lessons  that  CHARLES  DICKENS  taught 

Are  obsolete,  and  gone  for  ever  ! 

They  tell  us,  in  their  stead,  to  praise 

The  jokes  on  seasonable  ills, 
The  epigrams  on  quarter-days, 

The  jeux  d1  esprit  on  mud  and  bills  ;' 
But  as  for  honest  glee  and  cheer, 

Since  every  cause  for  joy 's  demolished, 
Why,  Christmas,  too,  it 's  amply  clear, 

Should  be  left  out-in  fact,  "abolished." 

Well,  let  them  talk  ;  to  please  themselves 

By  all  means  let  them  demonstrate 
That  fairies,  Santa  Glaus,  and  elves 

Are  manifestly  out-of-date. 
Well,  let  them  talk  ;  and  find  a  joy 

In  cynical  philosophy, 
But  every  English  girl  and  boy 

Will  give  their  empty  words  the  lie ! 

Nor  only  these :  In  every  land 

When  Christmas  brings,  to  brighten  life, 
The  sturdy  grip  of  hand  with  hand, 

The  softened  heart,  the  ended  strife, — 
Then  air  your  pessimistic  views. 

Then  ask  again,  "  Shall  Christmas  go  P  " 
And  find  your  answer,  if  you  choose, 

In  one  emphatic,  hearty— "NO  !  " 


LOOK  WHAT   I  'VB  BOUGHT  YOU   FOR  A  CHRI8TMA8   BOX  I  " 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 
VIII. — AFTKR  THE  POLL. 

I  AM  overwhelmed  with  congratulations,  from  all  classes,  from  all 
sections,  from  all  ranks,  and  I  am  acclaimed  on  all  hands  as  a  worthy 
head  man  for  a  Mudford,  if  not  yet  a  model,  village.  Not  the  least 
welcome  have  been  the  communications  which  have  reached  me 
from  those  who  have  made  my  acquaintance  in  these  published 
Chronicles.  The  mayor  of  a  borough  whose  charter  dates  well  back 
into  the  beginning  of  the  second  half  of  the  present  century,  wrote 
to  say  that  he  is  emboldened  by  the  fact  that  bis  wife's  maiden 
name  commenced  with  a  W  to  write  to  tell  me  how  rejoiced  he  is  to 
hear  of  my  success.  A  gentleman  writes  from  "  The  Burning  Plains 
of  the  Sahara"  to  say  that  he  is  always  proud  of  the  triumphs  of  a 
TnioruY.  (My  daughter  points  out  that  this  is  clearly  a  forgery, 
since  the  Sahara  mail  isn't  in  till  neit  week.  But  I  can't  go  into 
that.)  Then  there  is  a  veryimportant  letter  from  Birmingham,  of 
which  I  will  only  say  that  WIN  KINS,  who  has  backed  many  a  Bill, 
may  yet  live  to  indorse  a  Programme.  I  may  here  add  that  there  has 
been  an  attempt  in  some  quarters  to  decry  these  Chronicles  as 
absurd  and  imaginary.  My  Birmingham  correspondent  describes 
them  as  "an  important  picture  of  things  as  they  actually  are." 
He  is  right.  I  am  as  serious  as  a  Prime  Minister. 

My  wife  is  back — which  reminds  me  that  I  received  a  post-card, 
which  has  had  the  effect  usually  produced  by  a  bomb.  Here  is  what 
was  on  it : — 

AFTER  THE  POLL. 

After  the  poll  is  over, 

After  the  voting '«  done, 
Mudford  will  bj  much  duller, 

No  more  election  fun. 
But  ONE  mail  will  be  more  happy, 

Not  so  disturbed  in  his  soul  (?), 
WINKINS'S  wife  is  come  back  now- 
After  the  PoU! 

Of  course,  I  should  have  destroyed  the  card  at  once — but  I  was  out 
when  it  came,  and  MABIA  read  it  first !  What  happened  was  a  good 


instance  of  the  monstrous  way  in  which  one  man's  sin  is  another 
man's  punishment.  In  this  case  (1)  it  was  my  wife  who  had 
persisted  in  going  away,  and  (2)  it  was  an  unknown  post-cardist 
who  had  written  the  insulting  doggerel.  Yet  I  paid  the  entire 

The  great  puzzle— who  is  the  seventh  councillor  ?— is  still  unsolved. 
All  that  has  happened  so  far  is  that  Mrs.  LKTIIAM  HAVITT  and  Mrs. 
ARBLK  MARCH  are  no  longer  on  speaking  terms.  It  has  leaked  out 
that  Mrs.  MARCH  had  more  plumpers  than  Mrs.  HAVITT,  whereupon 
ructions  —  as  JACKY,  who  nas  just  come  home  for  the  Christmas 
holidays  says.  I  think  he 's  quite  right. 

Our  Parish  Council  meets  next  Mcnday— on  the  Yth.  With  the 
New  Year  we  commence  our  reign  of  beneficent  activity.  I  need 
hardly  say  that  it  is  certain  that  I  am  to  be  Chairman.  My  position 
on  the  poll  suggests  it,  common  decency  demands  it,  moreovt  r  I  ex- 
pect it.  I  refuse  to  believe  that  I  shall  be  disappointed. 


A  GLAD  NEW  YEAR. 
A  Reflecting  Roundel. 

"  A  GLAD  New  Year ! "    Why,  bless  my  heart,  how  fast 

The  time  flies  by !    The  year 's  no  sooner  here 
Than  it  is  gone  and  numbered  with  the  past  — 
A  Glad  New  Year ! 

For  some  the  sun  shines  bright,  the  sky  is  clear, 
No  threatening  clouds  o'erhead  exist  to  cast 

A  single  shadow.    Yet,  ah  me,  how  drear 
The  sad  estate  in  which  some  lives  are  passed ! 

The  day  when  none  are  sad  may  not  be  near, 
But  then— and  not  till  then— there  '11  be  at  last 
A  Glad  New  Year ! 


UP-TO-DATB  VERSION  FOR  MATCRE  VIRGINS  AND  PREMATURELY 
GRIZZLED  WORKING  MEN.— They  whom  the  goda  don't  love,  dye 
young! 
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THE    PROBLEM    PLAY. 

New  Woman  (with  the  hat).  "No  I    Mr  PRINCIPLE  is  SIMPLY  rms—Iv  THERE  's  A  DSMASD  FOR  THESE  PLAYS,  IT  MUST  BE  SUPPLIED!" 
Woman  not  New  (with  the  bonnet).   "PRECISELY  I    JUST  AS  WITH  THE  BULL-FIGHTS  IN  SPAIN  I"  [Scores. 


THE  OLD  FEEEYMAN'S  NEW  FAEE. 

AIR — "  Twickenham  Ferry," 

0-HOi-YE-no  !  Ho-ye-ho!    Who 's  for  the  ferry  ? 

(The  moon  sails  on  high,  and  the  snow 's  coming  down,) 
A  light  gleams  afar,  and  the  church  chimes  are  merry, 

Their  message  goes  pealing  o'er  country  and  town. 
The  ferryman 's  grey,  and  the  ferryman 's  old ; 
But  the  passenger's  young,  and  the  passenger's  hold  ; 

And  he's  fresh  as  a  pippin,  and  hrown  as  a  berry, 
He  laughs  at  the  night,  and  he  heeds  not  the  cold. 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho- Ho! 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho !     "  I  'm  for  the  ferry ! " 

( The  moon  rides  on  high,  and  the  snow 's  coming  down,) 
".Sure  it 's  late  that  it  is,  but  I  care  not  a  penny ; 

I  '11  brave  the  rough  river  and  winter's  grim  frown." 
He  'd  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  oh !  he  looked  brave 
As  the  toughtest  old  tar  who  e'er  ventured  the  wave. 

With  his  cheeks  like  a  rose,  and  his  lips  like  a  cherry, 
"  Ah !  sure,  andyou  're  welcome !     Your  presence  all  crave !  " 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho- Ho ! 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho !    One  flits  slow  from  the  ferry, 

(The  moon  rides  on  high,  and  the  snow '«  coming  down, 
With  shadowy  form,  and  with  footfall  unsteady ; 

You  'd  think  'twas  a  ghost  at  the  dawn-signal  flown. 
The  ferryman  turns  on  the  phantom  a  glance, 
But  the  eyes  of  the  youngster  there  glitter  and  dance, 

And  with  youth  like  a  star  in  the  stern  of  the  wherry 
There  is  but  one  watchword  for  Time,— tis  "  Advance  f  " 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho-Ho! 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho !    Old  is  that  ferry, 

(The  moon  rides  on  high,  and  the  snow  s  drifting  down,) 
Still,  older  that  steersman,  though  stalwart  and  steady, 

And  many  a  journey  and  fare  hath  he  known. 
For  the  Ferryman 's  Time,  and  his  fares  are  the  Years, 
And  they  greet  him  with  smiles,  and  oft  leave  him  in  tears. 

And  the  youth  who  to-night  takes  his  seat  in  that  wherry. 
Knows  not  how  'tis  freighted  with  hopes  and  with  fears. 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho-Ho  I 


0-hoi-ye-ho-Hp !    'NINETY-FIVE  tries  the  ferry, 

(The  moon  rides  on  high,  and  the  snow  silvers  down,} 
There 's  a  smile  on  his  lips,  and  his  laughter  is  merry  ; 

Itight  little  he  bodeth  of  Fortune's  dark  frown. 
But  the  Ferryman's  old,  and  the  Ferryman  knows 
That  River  of  Years,  with  its  joys  and  its  woes ; 

But  we'll  wish  the  young  fare  a  snug  seat  in  Time's  wherry, 
And  sun  on  his  way,  though  he  starts  'midst  the  snows. 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! ! 


THE   WINTER   ACADEMY  OF   1995. 

(An  Elegant  Extract  from  a  Future  Development.) 


the  New  "  B  "  Gum  Process  (for  which  Sir  J.  MILLBOARD  contribute's 
a  charming  illustration  No.  20,000).  During  a  preliminary  survey, 
we  were  astonished  by  the  blatant  excellence  of  the  exhibition.  "  A 
Bicycle  Made  for  Five,"  bv  Mr.  LOWTBTEB  11.  CADE  (No.  2006),  is 
especially  delicate  and  sudden ;  the  tone  is  aluminium  throughout, 
and  although  no  children  are  represented  as  bodily  on  the  machine, 
a  Kineto-Pnonograph  inserted  in  the  axle  dexterously  responds  to  a 
penny  in  the  slot — when  the  youthful  athletes  are  both  seen  and 
heard  in  the  adjacent  horse-pond.  "  Gregory  the  Grateful" 
(No.  612)  fully  sustains  Dr.  UTTERSON'S  reputation  for  historical 
advertisement ;  by  pressing  a  spring  the  Pope  actually  swallows  the 
powder,  and  seems  to  like  it.  It  is  quite  equal  to  this  Master's 
"Columbus  in  Wall  Street"  of  last  year.  Mr.  G.  MORLAND'S 
"  Carter's  Pill-gathering  in  the  Old  Kent  Road"  (No.  69)  is  too 
realistic  for  modern  taste ;  the  fine  oaks  in  the  background  are 
absolutely  bidden  by  placards ;  but  Lord  BOXALL'S  "  While  there  is 
Life  there  is  Soap  "  (No.  15,000z)  is  truly  impressionist ;  the  life  is  full 
of  soap,  and  the  soap  full  of  life.  In  "  Glycerine  "  (unnumbered),  by 
Miss  TOPSY  TURVY  (the  Presidentess),  we  have  a  tine  example  of 
"  The  Newer  Symbolism,"— a.  patent  revolving  motor  displays  its 
liquidity  to  equal  advantage  upside  down. 

Altogether  the  show  is  calculated  to  promote  business — which  is 
the  true  end  of  Art ;  it  also  opens  out  infinit.fi  possibilities  for  house- 
decoration. 
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AN    "OLD    MASTER'S"    GROWL. 

Burlington  House,  January  1,  1895. 

IT'S  all  very  pretty  to  hang  us  up  here, 

And  pretend  that  you  worship  our  genius  and  paint ; 
You  fancy  it 's  "  Cultchah  "  that  rings  in  the  year — 
But  it  ain't ! 


You  find  us,  you  say,  "a  delight  to  the  eye ;  " 

You  exclaim  that  "  such  painting  you  never  did  fee  !  " 
You  "  do  "  us— then  scamper  below  with  the  cry— 
"Cupo1  tea!" 

"  Old  Masters,"  indeed !    It's  "  Young  Students"  with  you— 

To  their  show  in  your  thousands  you  flock  in  the  spring ; 
But  of  Me  you  exclaim,  as  you  come  in  my  view — 
"  What  a  thing !" 


Not  a  jot! 


Of  course,  there  are  some  who  are  men  of  the  day, 

Who  belong  to  the  band  of  the  talented  few ; 
Right  gladly  we  put  forth  our  hand,  as  we  say— 
"Howdedo?" 

For  example,  young  RAPHAEL — my  excellent  friend— 

And  the  later  Italians  and  Germans  as  well. 
They  consider  Sir  FHF.DERIC  LEIGHTON  no  end 
Of  a  swell 

Then  REYNOLDS  declared,  in  the  course  of  a  chat, 
The  "  Cherry  Ripe  "picture  of  MILLAIS  to  be 
As  good  as  "  Penelope  Boothby."     What 's  that  ? 
^" 


VAN  DK  VELDK  asserts  he  knows  less  of  a  wave. 

It's  colour  and  drawing,  than  MOORE  at  his  best- 
But  when  of  your  COLES  and  your  HUSTEBS  yon  rave, 
I  protest ! 

Talk  of  TITIAH  and  WATTS  in  a  breath— which  you  may ; 
Young  OII.HKBT  and  SWAN  you  may  praise  if  you  will ; 
But  the  thought  of  the  annual  hummer  display 
Makes  me  ill ! 

Yet  that's  what  the  mass  of  (he  people  enjoyed. 

And  the  few  who  come  here,  both  the  great  and  the  imall, 
Mostly  come  to  be  seen.    What — you  think  I  "m  annoyed  ? 

Not  at  all ! 

We  expect  it. — I  said  just  as  much  to  VAKDTCK  — 

There's  but  one  in  a  hundred  that  comes  who'll  descry 
The  beauty  of  Art.    It '»  the  sham  I  dislike. 
Well-good-bye ! 


HOW  TO  WRITE  AN  EXTRA  NUMBER. 

(An  Up-to-date  fragment  for  Tuletide.) 

THE  author  was  hard  at  work.  He  heeded  not  the  snow  that  beat 
igainst  the  window,  nor  the  wintry  wind  that  whistled  through  the 
'eafless  trees.  The  fire  burned  brightly  in  the  grate,  and  the 
Imdows  on  the  walls  seemed  to  inspire  him  with  seasonable  tale*. 

He  wrote  for  dear  life,  as  his 
cjpy  watt  late,  and  he  knew 
that  the  printers  were  cla- 
mouring tor  more  and  more 
from  his  facile  pen.  Every 
now  and  again  he  glanced  at 
a  volume  of  drawings  (there 
were  many  sketches  in  the 
book  on  bis  desk),  and,  paus- 
ing for  a  moment,  seemed  to 
be  lost  in  thought.  Then  he 
would  resume  his  labours 
with  fresh  energy.  Very 
rarely  he  would  murmur  to 
himself,  and  tin  n  his  words  would  be  few. 

"  Confusion !  "  he  muttered  on  one  snch  occasion  ;  "  how  the 
Dickens  (or  should  it  be  Thackeray  *r)  am  1  to  get  in  the  Christmas 
waits  ?  "  He  pondered  for  a  moment,  and  then  his  eyes  glistened  with 
delight.  "  Eureka !  I  have  it !  They  must  appear  in  a  dream.  Ye«, 
that  will  get  over  the  difficulty,  they  must  appear  in  a  dream ! ' 

And  then  he  continued  his  writing.  During  the  whole  day  he  had 
been  hard  at  work.  His  breakfast  was  scarcely  touched.  He  waved 
away  the  servant  girl  who  would  have  set  before  him  his  lunch.  It 
was  now  close  upon  his  customary  dinner  hour,  but  still  he  insisted 
upon  isolation.  Even  the  wife  of  hi*  devotion  did  not  dare  to  come 
near  him.  She  knew  that  he  would  not  speak  to  her,  but  only  cast 
at  her  a  glance.  But  such  a  glance !  A  terrible  tirade  compressed 
into  a  solitary  look ! 

The  short  day  waned  and  passed  away.  The  evening  quickly 
changed  into  night.  There  were  cheery  songs  without,  as  it  was 
Christmas  Eve,  when  all  men  were  thinking  of  wassail,  and  holly 
and  mistletoe.  Even  the  performers  in  the  forthcoming  pantomime 
were  nearing  the  clote  of  their  last  rehearsal,  when  they  would  go 
back  to  their  homes  to  count  the  mince  pies  and  glance  for  the  last 
time  a:  the  cooking  of  the  familiar  plum  pudding. 
At  h  ngth  the  writer  was  interrupted,  and  by  his  old  familiar  friend. 
"I  wi.l  not  disturb  you,"  mid  the  caller,  taking  up  a  newspaper 
and  commencing  its  perusal  ;  "  I  know 
how  busy  you  are.  and  will  be  silent  as 
Cornhill  on  a  Sunday." 

The  writer  nodded  and  continued  his 
work.  His  pen  moved  quicker  and 
quicker  until  at  length  it  stopped. 

"Hurrah!"  shouted  the  author.  "At 
last  my  task  is  completed.  1  have 
brought  in  every  cut  and  got  through 
the  necessary  number  of  lines.  Yes,  my 
dear  old  comrade,  I  have  done.  The 
printer  will  be  satisfied,  and  the  pub- 
lisher will  cease  to  be  alarmed.  And 
now,  my  dear  fellow,  I  can  enjoy  Christ- 
mas conscious  of  the  fact  that  I  have 
thoroughly  earned  a  holiday." 

"  Ah !  "  observed  the  visitor  glancing  at  the  recently-written 
pages ;  "  I  see  you  have  been  writing  something  for  Yuletide." 

"  Yuletide  :  "  exclaimed  the  author.  "  Why,  that  was  accomp- 
lished ages  ago.  No,  my  dear  fellow,  I  have  just  finished  a  summer 
number  timed  to  appear  in  August.  I  shan't  think  of  touching  the 
work  of  next  year's  Christmas  until  April ! " 
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"YOU   CAME  TO  TEA." 

IN  spite  of  Fate  invincible. 

Of  lack  of  wit,  and  lack  of 

gold, 
Of  pictures  that  too  cheaply  sell, 

Or  pictures  never  sold, 
Oh,  vet,  when  I  am  old  and  grey, 

If  old  and  grey  I  live  to  be, 
I  shall  recall  one  happy  day, 

The  day  you  came  to  tea ! 

You   came.    Of  course  I  am 

aware 
You  did  not,  could  not,  come 

alone. 

You  were  between  the  million- 
aire 

And  a  stout  chaperon. 
My  work  they  called  to  criticise, 
But  what  they  said  I  do  not 

know, 
For  gleams  of  laughter  in  your 

eyes 
That  seemed  to  come  and  go. 

The  hurrying  moments  how  I 

rued ! 
There  flashed  a  scheme  into 

my  brain. 
With  unexpected  tea,  I  would 

My  visitors  detain. 
The     ever-willing    household 

slave 

Into  my  service  I  impressed ; 
To  her  my  tea,  my  gold  I  gave, 
She  vowed  to  do  the  rest. 

That  tea  was  strong,  for  all  my 

hoard, 
Some   half    a   pound,    two 

shilling  tea, 
Into   the    teapot     had    been 


.y  the  milk— ah  me ! 


THE    SHAKSPEARE    LESSON. 

Holiday  Tutor  (quoting) — 

" '  LETTING  I  DAKK  NOT  WAIT  UPON  I  WOULD, 

LIKE  THE  POOK  CAT  IN  THE  ADAGE." 

Now,  GEORGE,  WHAT  is  AN  ADAGE  ? " 

George.  "A  PLACE  TO  KEEP  CATS  IN  I" 


So  pallid,  comfortless  a  stream, 
Into  your  cup  I  saw  it  glide. 

For  a  true  j  ug  of  country  cream 
I  felt  I  would  have  died ! 

But  with  the  cake  I  was  con- 
tent, 
Its  richness  no  one    could 

mistake. 
For  my  whole  store  the  slave 

had  spent 
On  a  superior  cake. 
'Twas  all  in  lavers,  almonded. 
And  crowned  with  white  and 

rosy  ice : 
"What  a  delightful  cake!" 

you  said ; 

"  But,    please,     a     smaller 
slice!^ 

I  flushed  and  stammered.    I 

suspect 

A  pound  I'd  cut  you  un- 
aware. 
On  what  I  did  could  I  reflect 

When  you  were  sitting  there .? 
That  revel,  ah,  how  soon  'twas 
"   'o'er! 

How  swiftly  came  the  mo- 
ment when  [door, 
After  my  guests  I  shut  the 
I  mounted  to  my  den. 

Then  down  I  sat  beside  the  wall. 
And,  feeling  doubtful  and 

amazed, 
I  strove  your  accent  to  recall 

As  at  your  chair  I  gazed. 

I  heard  your  soft  laugh  echo 

through  [to  me, 

The  dingy  room  grown  dear 

Where  now  was  silence  ;  and 

I  knew 
That  you  had  been  to  tea ! 


THE  POLITE  GUIDE  TO  THE  CIVIL  SERVICE. 

(By  an  A  fable  Philosopher  and  Courteous  Guide.) 
How  TO  RECEIVE  A  DEPUTATION. 

IT  does  not  take  very  long  to  make  yourself  quite  at  home  as 
Secretary  of  the  Public  Squander  Department— the  office  I  will  sup- 
pose you  to  be  filling.  You  will  find  everything  ready  to  your  hand. 
All  you  will  have  to  rememberisthis — the 
golden  rule  of  the  Service — that  what  was 
done  last  year,  should  be  followed  this, 
and  arranged  for  next.  Ministries  may 
come  and  Cabinets  may  go,  but  the 
P.  S.  D.  continues  for  ever.  The  policy  of 
the  office  must  never  be  disturbed.  If  it 
has  been  the  custom  (say)  to  put  orange- 
trees  in  the  open  spaces  under  the  con- 
trol of  the  Department  out  to  bloom  in 
February,  under  no  consideration  what- 
ever must  the  date  be  changed.  It  may 
be  advanced  (generally  in  the  newspapers 
when  there  is  nothing  more  interesting 
ripe  for  discussion)  that  July  would  be 
the  better  month.  It  may  be  declared 
that  an  orange-tree  taken  from  a  hot- 
house and  thrust  into  the  uncertain 
atmosphere  of  the  Metropolis,  and  indeed 
the  provinces,  stands  less  chance  of 
weathering  that  climate  in  the  second 
month  of  the  year  than  it  would  in  the 
seventh.  That  may  be  very  true,  but 
whdt  has  been  done  by  the  Public 
Squander  Department  once  should  be 
repeated  for  ever.  If  an  alteration  has 
fo  be  made  it  must  not  be  accomplished  except  "  under-pressure." 
Questions  must  be  asked  in  the  House,  returns  moved  for,  and  all 
the  rest  of  it.  So  long  as  the  alteration  can  be  resisted,  it  is  the  duty 
of  every  member  of  the  Department  to  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  to 
oppose.  You  will  find  a  case  in  point  in  the  matter  of  your  own  pet 
?rievanee  the  condition  of  "Milestones."  You  will  recollect  (if  you 
uave  a  good  memory)  that  "  Milestones  "  were  the  steps  of  the  stair- 


case  that  led  you  from  the  hall  of  Parliament  to  the  comfortable 
apartments  reserved  for  the  special  use  of  the  Secretary  of  the  P.  S.  D 

"  I  do  not  think  we  need  bother  about  those  Milestones,"  you  will 
say  to  the  Chief  Clerk  after  you  have  got  accustomed  to  your  mes- 
sengers and  have  chosen  your  easiest  of  easy  chairs ;  "  I  daresay  there 
are  many  matters  of  more  pressing  importance." 

The  courteous  official  to  whom  you  have  made  the  suggestion  will 
readily  acquiesce,  and  then  inform  you  that  a  deputation  are  anxious 
to  see  you  upon  the  subject.  And  here  you  will  find  one  of  the  dis- 
advantages inseparably  connected  with  making  a  question  exclusively 
your  own.  The  moment  you  come  into 
power  you  are  expected  to  do  some- 
thing. It  is  of  course  unreasonable, 
but  none  the  less  for  that  unavoidable. 

"  I  think  you  had  better  see  them, 
Sir,"  the  Chief  Clerk  will  observe. 
"  They  know  the  ropes  fairly  well,  and 
I  do  not  think  we  shall  get  much 
peace  until  you  have  got  rid  of  them. 
Of  course,  we  have  sent  them  travel- 
ling a  bit.  but  they  have  got  back  to 
us  at  last. 

"  Sent  them  a— travelling  ?  "  you 
will  query. 

"  Well,  yes.  We  have  referred  them 
to  this  department,  where  they  have 
been  asked  to  apply  to  that.  They 
have  been  passed  on  from  office  to 
office  until  they  have  come  back  to  us. 
It  is  the  rule  of  the  game.  And  now 
I  think  the  time  has  arrived  when  you 
should  see  them  in  person." 

Of  course,  you  have  nothing  to 
do  but  to  take  your  subordinate's 
advice.  It  is  one  of  the  regulations  of  the  Civil  Service  that  the  tail 
wags  the  dog.  It  stands  to  reason  that  a  man  who  has  grown 
grey  in  the  Department  is  more  likely  to  know  the  business  of  the 
bureau  better  than  you  who  have  just  joined.  So  the  spokesman  of 
the  deputation  receives  a  polite  communication  informing  him  that 
you  will  be  pleased  to  see  him  and  his  friends  at  such  and  such  a 
date.  Of  course,  you  are  furnished  with  the  names  of  the  friends  in 
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advance,  and  your  private  secretary  (your  right-hand 
man)  makes  it  his  special  business  to  post  you  up  in  all 
that  is  necessary  about  them.  The  day  arrives,  and 
with  it  the  deputation.  If  the  House  is  sitting,  you  can 
see  the  Members  in  your  own  room.  If  looks  well  if  you 
can  show  your  accosters  how  small  a  chamber  you  occupy, 
and  how  hard  at  work  you  have  to  be  at  all  hours  of  the 
day  and  night.  Failing  a  meeting  in  Parliament,  yon 
can  receive  them  in  the  Department  itself.  In  this  case 
contrive,  if  possible,  to  see  them  in  official  uniform. 
Chat  with  them  after  vou  have  been  to  a  levfe,  or  Cabi- 
net, or  something  of  that  sort.  It  gives  you  a  distinct 
advantage  if  you  can  overawe  them.with  the  glories  of  a 
well-feathered  cocked-hat,  nnd  many  yards  (chiefly  on 
the  back  of  your  coat)  of  gold  lace. 

You  will  have,  of  course,  in  attendance  upon  you 
several  heads  of  departments.  These  gentlemen  will  say 
nothing,  but  will  look  wonders.  If  yon  are  at  loss  for 
figures  or  facts,  you  will  glance  at  them  and  make  a  bold 
statement.  That  daring  declaration  will,  of  course,  be 
qualified  with  the  announcement  that  it  is  made  "  to  the 
best  of  vour  belief."  You  will  turn  your  face  towards 
the  heads,  and  they  will  receive  your  mute  appeal  with 
sympathetic  attention.  They  will  not  say  anything,  but 
will,  I  repeat,  look  wonders.  They  will  not  be  compre- 
hensible, but  merely  convincing. 

Chairs  will  have  been  set  for  the  members  of  the  depu- 
tation. Some  of  your  visitors  will  be  personally  known 
to  you,  and  these  you  will  greet  with  effusion.  Remem- 
ber that  vou  must  be  nothing  if  not  genial.  Single  ont 
for  special  cordiality  the  spokesman.  Not,  of  course,  one 
of  your  parliamentary  colleagues  who  is  going  to  intro- 
duce your  visitors  to  you,  but  the  principal  member  of  the 
deputation.  If  you  have  to  contradict  him  in  the  course 
of  the  interview  you  will  have  the  sympathy  of  his  col- 
leagues, and  they  will  be  glad  to  see  one  who  has  the 
pleasure  of  your  acquaintance  (why  should  he  have  it 
more  than  they?)  soundly  snubbed.  After  every  one  has 
got  comfortably  into  their  places,  you  will  ask  if  the 
Press  are  to  be  present.  If  the  reply  is  in  the  affirmative 
(as  it  most  probably  will  be,  as  all  deputations  like  to  see 
themselves  in  print),  continue  vour  generalities,  and  say 
with  a  good-natured  laugh,  "that  you  must  be  on  your 
guard."  If  the  interview  is  not  to  be  reported,  then  yon 
require  no  further  guide.  You  can  say  or  do  almost  any- 
thing in  reason.  But  assuming  that  the  reporters  are  to 
be  present  (and  here  it  may  be  observed  that,  if  your 
private  secretary  knows  his  business,  the  gentlemen  of 
the  Press  will  to  some  extent  be  "  selected"),  you  must 
be  more  careful. 

You  will  listen  to  your  parliamentary  colleague's  speech 
of  introduction  and  the  address  of  your  friend  the  spokes- 
man with  many  silent,  tokens  of  goodwill.  When  there 
js  a  trace  of  a  compliment  you  will  smile  and  bow,  and 
if  any  figures  are  introduced  yon  will  ask  to  have  them 
repeated,  and  make  a  note  of  them  on  a  piece  of  paper. 
It  does  not  matter  what  kind  of  paper  yon  use,  as  the 
piece  -will  subsequently  disappear  into  the  basket  reserved 
for  valueless  documents. 

You  will  ask  several  questions,  and,  when  the  spokes- 
man has  completed  his  harangue,  von  will  look  round  to 
see  if  anyone  desires  to  follow  him.  If  there  is  any 
hesitation,  commence  your  reply  at  once.  But  if  anyone 
is  ready,  let  him  speak.  It  is  far  better  that  the  eloquence 
of  the  deputation  should  come  out  (like  the  measles) 
rather  than  be  suppressed.  When  your  visitors  have  had 
their  turn,  then  will  come  yours. 

Of  course  the  less  you  say  the  better.  I  do  not  mean 
in  words,  but  in  purport.  If  you  have  time  you  can 
chatter  for  an  hour,  but  that  chatter  should  be  abso- 
lutely innocuous.  Remember  not  to  give  yourself  away. 
Mind,  you  are  bound  in  office  bv  nothing  you  have 
uttered  out  of  it.  Be  genial.  Indulge  in  small  jokes. 
Let  them  be  at  your  own  expense.  Complain  that  you  are 
powerless.  Explain  that  had  you  your  way  you  would  do 
all  sorts  of  good  things,  but  "  that  tyrant,  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer,"  interferes.  It  is  not  the  fault  of  the 
Public  Squander  Department,  but  the  crime  of  the 
Treasury.  Wind  up  by  assuring  the  members  of  the 
deputation  of  your  personal  sympathy,  and  assure  them 
that  you  will  take  "an  early  opportunity  of  laying  the 
representations  they  have  made  before  your  colleagues." 

By  following  these  directions  yon  mav  be  sure  that  vou 
will  pain  golden  opinions.  Yon  will  be  thanked  with  effu- 
sion for  your  courtesy,  and  your  visitors  will  retire  entirely 
satisfied  with  the  reception  that  has  been  accorded  to  them. 


"I  SAT,  TIBBIN8,    OLD   MAN,    18   IT  TKUB  TBAT  TOUR  WlFE   HAS    BEEN   »8KEI> 
TO  RESIGN   AT  THE  OjJPHALE  CLUB  J" 

"  WELL,  TES  ;  you  SEE  THE  COMMITTEE  FOUND  THAT  SBF.  'D  BEEN  OUILTT  OF 
UNGENTI.EMANLY  CONDUCT." 


TO  ALTHEA.-(Out  of  Town.) 


IF  ever  this  message  should  find  you, 

I  think  that  perhaps  you  will  guess 
Who  sent  it,  in  hopes  to  remind  you 

Of  one  who  has  not  your  address, 
And  who  if  he  had  dare  not  use  it, 

The  chaperon's  eye  to  offend. 
ALTHEA,  yet  do  not  refuse  it, 

The  humble  good  wish  of  a  friend ! 

To  give  you  a  New  Year's  greeting, 
Explain,  what  I  cannot  explain, 

How  your  look,  at  our  very  last  meet- 
ing. 
Is  photographed  firm  on  my  brain. 


Without  yon,  I  "m  twenty  years  older ; 

And  yet  I  'm  glad  you  re  away. 
For   each    day    it   grows  darker   and 
colder, 

The  sky  is  a  smoky  brown-grey. 

AI.TIIEA — I  am  weary  of  winter 

Without  you !    The  fogs  never  clear. 
My  missive  I  send  to  the  printer 

To  tell  you  how  dull  it  is  here. 
I  hope  you  are  faring  far  better, 

I  trust,  as  I  bid  you  adieu. 
That  you  may  divine  that  this  letter 

la  really  intended  for  yon ! 
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"RICHARD    HIMSELF    AGAIN." 

"RETURN  again  Whittington,  Pantomime  of  London"  were  the 
words  to  the  chimes  that  on  or  about  Boxing  Day  must  have  been 
ringing  in  the  ears  of  Mr.  Ex-Sheriff  HARRIS,  Knight,  and  spectacle 


"Listening  to  the  Belles." 

maker  from  inora  to  dawn.  This  is  not  the  first  time  that  our  own 
DRURiOLANUshas  chosen  the  intermittent  Lord  Mayor  (for  did  not  Dick 
pass  the  chair  thrice  ?)  as  the  subject  for  his  annual.  That  he  has 
been  wise  in  making  the  selection  has  been  proved  by  the  result.  Sir 


her  comic  vocalism  with  a  touch  of  sentiment  that,  makes" thejiwhole 
world  kin  after  it  has  had  its  grin.  Miss  MAKIE  MONTROSE,  too,  is 
winsome,  and  so  are  Misses  AGNES  HEWITT,  EVA  WESTLAKE,  and 
MADGE  LUCAS.  In  fact,  the  opening  is  well  played  by  "all  concerned." 
It  is  a  wonder  that,  after  the  first  innings  of  the  morning  perform- 
ance, they  should  have  scored  so  heavily  in  the  evening's  representa- 
tion. But  s-core  they  do,  and  are  likely  to  "  continuetthe^move- 
ment"  until  Easter.  , 

The  scenery  must  be  seen.  It  bailies  description.  Who  could 
paint  the  sun  ?  Who  could 
report  the  wonders  of  the 
solar  system  ?  A  first  im- 
pressionist would  declare  that 
the  gorgeous  production  of 
colour,  light,  and  form,  could 
only  be  adequately  suggested 
by  the  word  "  HARRIS."  So 
the  entire  audience  thought 
on  Boxing  Xight.  Let  it  be 
known  that  after  the  wonder- 
ful "  Feai-t  of  Lanterns" 
Scene,  Sir  AUGUSTUS  was  called 
to  the  front  three  or  four  time«, 
and  might  have  "gone  on" 
indefinitely  so  far  as  the  house 
was  concerned.  Indeed,  the 
enthusiasm  showed  no  sign  of 
diminution  when  thelesseehad 
made  his  exit.  Still  the  Gallery  <  ailed  for  '"ARRIS  !  "  still  the  Btajb 
expressed  their  opinion  by  the  gentle  tapping  of  well-gloved  hands. 
Nay  more,  there  were  members  of  the  superior  classes  who  not  only 
rapped  out,  their  applause,  but  roared  with  laughter.  From  flr»t 
to  last,  thanks  to  a  thoroughly  appreciative  (and  yet  discriminating) 
audience,  the  play  went  admirably. 

So  the  bells  will  ring  for  Whittington  for  a  long  time  to  come. 
And  where  the  belles  are  there  will  be  found  the  beaux.  To  con- 
tinue the  association  of  ideas,  the  shot  of  Sir  AUGUSTUS  has  ended  in 
a  hit.  It  does  not  take  a  prophet  to  predict  that  Dick  will  not  only 


'  Cook' and  Gaze." 


"Haul by  the  Sea." 


AUGUSTUS  (with  the  assistance  of  his  literary  colleagues,  Messrs.  H. 
HAMILTON  and  WALTER  RALEIGH,  and  his  chief  of  the  staff,  Mr. 
ARTHUR  COLLINS)  has  beaten  his  own  record.  Nothing  better  than 
the  present  show  has  been  seen  at  Drury  Lane  within  the  recollection 
of  the  existing  generation.  And  it  is  highly  probable  that  the 
memory  of  man  does  not,  anent  times  past,  run  to  the  contrary. 

The  ex-sheriff  has  begun  a  new  lease  of  the  old  house,  and  seem- 
ingly has  taken  the  success  he  has  so  long  established  on  the 
premise*  as  one  of  the  fixtures.  A  most  excellent  commencement  to 
a  contract  that  should  be  highly  satisfactory  to  both  manager  and 
public. 

So  much  for  pantomimic  things  in  general,  and  now  to  turn  to 
details  in  particular.  The  book  of  the  words  is  decidedly  a  superior 
article.  Hitherto  when  the  Drury  Lane  Annual  has  contained  a 
fault  the  mistake  has  been  discovered  in  "  the  cackle."  On  former 
occasions  it  has  been  said  (by  the  dvspeptic  and  consequently  disap- 
pointed) that  "  the  turns  of  the  halls  "  have  been  too  numerous. 
Those  excellent  comedians  Messrs.  DAN  LEND  and  HERBERT  CAMP- 
HELL  have  sometimes  been  a  little  too  much  in  evidence  to  suit  every 
taste.  In  1894-95  they  have  plenty  to  do,  but  only  enough  to  satisfy 
the  most  fastidious.  They  are  quite  as  amusing  as  usual,  and  when 
the  curtain  falls  before  "the  transformation"  people  are  rather  in- 
clined to  ask  for  more  than  to  say  that  they  have  had  qui'e  enough. 
This  is  the  token  of  a  good  sign.  Then  the  Brothers  GRIFFITHS  are 
particularly  pleasing.  That  member  of  the  brethren  who  plays  the  cat 
is  at  once  comic  and  pathetic.  He  makes  Malkin  quite  a  loveable 
character.  Then  Miss  ADA  BLANCHE,  as  Dick,  is  altogether  a  hero 
of  romance.  She  may  sing  the  old  songs  of  the  halls,  but  she  tempers 


be  the  centre  of  numberless  matinees,  but  the  hero  of  at  least  a 
hundred  nights.  Dick  will  listen  to  his  bells  until  Easter  changes 
the  music. 

WHY 'DOST  THOU  SING? 

WHY  dost  thou  sing  ?    Is  it  because  thou  deemest 

We  love  to  hear  thy  sorry  quavers  ring  ? 
My  poor  delud*  d  girl,  thou  fondly  dreamest ! 
Why  dost  thou  sing  ?J 

Why  dost  thou  sing  ?    I  ask  thy  sad  relations— 

They  shake  their  heads,  and  answer  with  a  sigh. 
They  can  explain  thy  wild  hallucinations 

No  more  than  I. 
Whv  dost  th'.u  sing?    Why  wilt  thou  never  weary 

Why  wilt  thou  warble  half  a  note  too  flat  ? 
I  can  conceive  no  reasonable  theory 
To  tell  me  that. 

Why  dost  thou  sing  ?    0  Lady,  have  we  ever 
In  thought  or  action  done  thee  any  wrong  ? 
Then  wherefore  should'st  thou  visit  us  for  ever 
With  thy  one  song '( 

Why  dost  thou  sing  ?— None  offers  a  suggestion, 

None  dares  to  do  so  desperate  a  thing, . 
And  Echo  only  answers  to  my  question, 
"Why  dost  thou  sing?" 
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TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  ovm  Short  Story-teller.) 

INTRODUCTION. 

NOT  many  living  men,  and  even  fewer  in  the  age  s  that  are  past, 
have — if   I  may  use  the  word — sported  with  greater  assiduity  and 


Rut  what  I  wished  specially  to  relate  ahout  my  poor  father  was 
the  lesson  of  truthfulness  which  he  inculcated  upon  me  at  an  early 
age.  He  and  I  (I  was  then  but  a  lad  of  twelve)  had  been  hunting 
the  ferocious  Pilsener  gerasbock  through  the  wild  Lagerland  in  which 
he  makes  his  home.  It  happened  one  morning  that  we  had  parted 
company.  To  me  was  assigned  the  duty  of  beating  through  the 

, Bier-Wald,  the  dense  forest  which  stretches  mile  upon  mile  in  nn- 

MUWMsthu  I  have  during  a  life  which  is  even  now  little  past  its  broken  gloom  to  the  confines  of  the  Boose-See.  The  Fates  were 
middle  period.  At  one  time  on  horseback,  at  another  on  the  bound- i  propitious.  Wherever  I  turned  I  saw  a  victim,  and  one  after 
ing  and  impulsive  elephant;  now  bestriding  the  matchless  dromedary  i  another  I  brought  down  with  unerring  aim  twenty-four  (as  I 
on  hi*  nat.ive  prairie,  now  posted  on  ffuot  in  a  jungle  crowded  witn  thought)  of  these  nohle  animals,  whose  horns  are  now  worth  a  king's 
golden  pheasants  in  all  the  native  splendour  of  their  plumage;  some-  ransom,  and  might,  even  in  those  distant  days,  have  rescued  a 
times  matching  my  solitary  craft  against  a  host  of  foxes  on  the  swell-  minor  German  Prince  from  captivity.  Hastening  home  with  my 
ing  uplands  of  Leicestershire,  sometimes  facing  the  Calydonian  boar  or  booty  loaded  upon  my  back— I  was  a  strong  boy  for  my  age,  but  of 
UK;  sanguinary  panther  in  their  woodland  lairs,  dealing  showers  of  course  nothing  to  what  I  have  since  become — I  met  my  dear  father 
leaden  death  from  a  hundred  tubes,  or  tracking  my  fearful  prey  by  just  as  I  reached  the  door  of  the  hut  which  served  u§  for  hunting 


the  lonely  light  of  a  wax  vesta  and 
despatching  it  at  midnight  with 
my  trusty  bowie  —wherever  there 
were  leagues  to  be  walked,  risks  to 
be  run,  or  fastnesses  to  be  rushed 
there  not  only  have  I  been  the  first, 
but  (paradoxical  as  it  may  appear) 
there  also  have  I  succeeded  and 
have  never  been  successfully  fol- 
lowed. My  experiences  are  there- 
fore unique,  and  it  is  in  the  hope 
that  they  may  to  some  extent  profit 
a  younger  generation,  less  inured, 
I  fear,  to  hardship  and  danger  than 
my  own,  that  1  now  set  pen  to 
paper  and  recount  some  of  the 
exploits  that  have  made  my  name 
famous  wherever  sport  is  loved 
and  true  sportsmen  are  revered. 

A  less  modest  man  might  have 
said  more,  but  one  whose  deeds 
speak  for  him  in  every  quarter  of 
the  world  may  well  be  content  to 
leave  to  punier  men  the  ridiculous 
trumpeting  braggadocio  that  too 
often  makes  so-called  sportsmen 
the  laughing  stock  of  society.  For 
myself,  I  can  never  forget  the 
lesson  I  learned  at  an  early  age 
from  my  dear  father,  himself  a 
shikari  of  no  common  order,  though 
to  be  sure,  as  he  himself  would  he 
the  first  to  admit  if  he  were  alive, 
the  exploits  of  the  son  (I  had  no 
brothers)  have  now  thrust  the 
parental  performances  into  the 
background.  Still,  it  was  my 
father  who  first  inculcated  upon 
my  infant  mind  the  daring,  the 
ignorance  of  fear,  the  contempt  of  ~ 
danger,  and  the  iron  endurance 
which  have  since  made  me  a  house- 
hold word.  Heaven  rest  the  old 
man!  He  sleeps  his  last  sleep  far  away  in  the  Desert  of  Golden  that  roam  the  prairies. 
Sand,  with  no  head-stone  to  mark  his  resting-place,  and  neither  j  never  forgotten  it. 
the  roaring  of  his  old  enemies  the  tigers,  nor  the  bellowing  of  the 


"  He  had  indeed  seen  ten  bocks." 


quarters.  Joyously  I  cast  down  my 
burden,  and  sprang  to  his  side.  But 
my  father  wore  an  expression  of 
annoyance,  and  I  soon  discovered 
that  the  luck  had  been  against  him. 
He  had  indeed  seen  ten  bocks,  but 
for  some  reason  his  aim  had  lacked 
its  accustomed  deadlines*,  and  he 
had  oome  back  empty-handed.  I 
condoled  with  him  in  a  boy's  art- 
less fa-hion,  and  proceeded  to  toll 
him  how  fortunate  I  had  been. 

"How  many  have  yon  shot?" 
he  asked  me. 

"  Twenty-four,"  was  my  reply. 

"  Count  them,"  said  my  father. 

I  did  so,  and  you  may  judge  of 
my  astonishment  when  I  found 
that  twenty-fix  had  fallen  to  my 
gun.  I  counted  again  and  again. 
Yes.  there  were  twenty-six  of  them. 
With  one  of  my  shots  I  must  have 
brought  down  three.  In  the  agita- 
tion of  the  moment  I  had  over- 
looked this.  I  told  my  father  that 
I  had  made  a  slight  mistake,  and 
endeavoured  to  explain  how  it  had 
arisen.  But  my  father  was  in- 
exorable. 

"A  lie,"  he  said,  "is  a  lie.  You 
said  you  had  shot  twenty-four,  you 
have  actually  killed  twenty-six. 
You  must  suffer." 

Over  the  rest  of  the  painful 
scene  I  draw  a  veil.  The  shrieks 
of  my  mother,  who  implored 
pardon  for  me  on  her  bended 
knees,  still  seem  to  ring  in  my 
ears.  Since  that  time  I  nave  al- 
ways respected  not  only  the  strict 
truth,  but  also  the  leather  thongs 
which  are  in  use  in  the  Lagerland 
for  the  droves  of  untameable  cattle 
This  was  my  lesson,  and  I  have  never, 


countless  alligators  who  infest  the  spot  can  rouse  him  any  more. 
Alas !  it  was  trustfulness  that  destroyed  him.  He  was  gored  to 
death  by  a  favourite  rhinoceros  that  he  had  rescued  at  a  tender  age 
when  its  mother  was  killed,  and  had  brought  up  to  know  and,  as  he 
thought,  to  love  him.  But  I  have  always  thought  myself  that  the 
rhinoceros  was  a  treacherous  brute,  and  though  I  have  often  been 
asked  to  taine  one,  for  presentation  to  this  or  that  Emperor,  I  have 
consistently  declined. 

Marvellous,  however,  as  my  father  was  in  his  day  for  his  exploits 
and  his  variegated  bags  of  game,  he  was  perhaps  even  more  wonder- 
ful for  the  unswerving  accuracy  with  which  he  was  accustomed  to 
relate  his  adventures.  Far  and  wide  over  the  steppes  of  Central 
Asia,  the  burning  regions  <>f  equatorial  Africa,  the  precipitous 
haunts  of  the  American  Grizzly,  and  the  wild  retreats  of  the 
ferocious  Albanian  pig— everywhere,  in  tbort,  where  he  had  set 
foot  or  drawn  trigger,  this  peculiarity  of  his  was  known  and  appreci- 
ated, and  many  a  respectful  sobriquet  did  it  earn  for  him  from  the 
savage  tribes  amongst  whom  he  spent  the  best  years  of  his  life.  In 
Kashmir  he  was  known  as  1'eili  Tun,  that  is,  the  man  who  cannot  lie; 
amongst  the  swarthy  Xambesians  the  name  of  (inn/ii  liettir  (the Un- 
defeated and  Veracious  Man)  was  a  name  to  conjure  with  even  when 
in  their  moments  of  warlike  passion  the  tribesmen  rushed  madly 
through  their  primeval  thickets,  shouting  their  terrible  war-cry, 
"  Itxuf  nrei  Leere,"  that  is,  "  Death  to  the  white-faced  robbers."  ' 


TO  AN  OLD  FLAME.-(TwwrrT  YEABS  AFTEB.) 

A  LITTLE  girl,  a  charming  tiny  tot, 

I  well  remember  you  with  many  a  curl. 
Although  I  recollect  you  said,  "  I'm  not 
A  little  girl." 

We  parted.    Mid  the  worry  and  the  whirl 

Ol  life,  again,  alas  !  I  saw  you  not. 
I  kept  you  in  my  memory  as  a  pearl 

Of  winsome  childhood.    So  imagine  what 
A  shook  it  was  this  morning  to  unfurl 

My  morning  paper,  thsre  to  see  you  've  got 
A  little  girl ! 

SOMETHING  TO  LIVE  FOB.— The  Pall  Wall  Gazette  announced  last 
Friday  that  "  a  bevy  of  head-masters  will  appear  in  the  pulpit  of  St. 
Paul's  this  month."  How  many  go  to  a  "  bevy  "  we  are  not  aware, 
though  perhaps  we  might  ascertain  it  from  Sir  Dm  KIMI.AM  s,  who 
could  inform  us,  after  several  crowded  bonces,  how  many  go  to  see 
the  "  bevy,"  and  how  many  eomHne  to  make  up  a  "  hevy,"  of  bullet 
beauties  in  the  pantomime ;  but  putting  it  say  at  a  dozen,  the  bevy 
of  head-masters  in  their  caps  and  gowns  would  find  the  pulpit  of  St. 
Paul's  rather  a  tight  fit.  Pretty  sight  though,  anyway. 
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A    HEAVY    RESPONSIBILITY. 

(Sounds  going  from  Covert  to  Covert.) 

Master  Jack  (to  Jf.F.ff.}.  "1  SAY,  YOU  KNOW,  AWFUL  NUISANCE  THE  WAY  THESE  WOMBS  FOLLOW  A  PILLOW  OVER 
MAKES  A  MAN  HAVB  TO  BE  so  BEASTLY  CAREFUL  WHAT  HE  JUMPS,  DON'T  YOU  KNOW  I " 


THE  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY  DREAM. 

A  Tennysonian  Fragment  from  the  Popular 
Pantomime  of  "Harlequin  Harcourt,  the 
Sleeping  Beavty,  and  the  Financial  Fairy 
Prince. " 

r"The  Revenue  Returns,"  says  the  Daily  News, 
"for  the  expired  three  quarters  of  the  financial 
year  show  that  a  sum  of  close  upon  £62,000,000 
has  been  paid  into  the  Exchequer.  The  CHAN- 
CELLOR or  THE  EXCHEQUER'S  estimated  revenue 
for  the  whole  year  was  a  little  over  £94,000,000. 
This  is  regarded  as  an  indication  of  the  revival  of 
trade,  and  the  promise  of  a  substantial  surplus  for 
the  next  Budget."] 

THE  ABBTVAL. 

ALL  blessed  boons,  though  coming  late, 

To  those  who  wait  them  issue  forth, 
For  skill  in  sequel  works  with  fate, 

And  draws  the  veil  from  hidden  worth. 
He  comes,  great  keeper  of  our  tin, 

He  is  no  Tory  Hurlo-  Thrumbo  .' 
A  fairy  Prince,  with  triple  chin, 

And  heavy-footed  as  poor  Jumbo .' 

He  comes,  scarce  knowing  what  he  seeks, 

Though  he  has  heard  of  Sleeping  Beauties. 
He  hath  been  dreaming  many  weeks 

Of  Income  Tax,  Stamps,  and  Death  Duties. 
He  'd  charmed  the  party  with  his  talk 

Of  Gradual  ion  ;  now  grey  fear 
Knocks  at  his  ribs,  his  cheek 's  like  chalk, 

With  thoughts  of  Revenue  for  the  Tear. 

More  close  and  close  his  footsteps  wind, 
The  next  year's  Budget  on  his  heart. 

From  Stamps  and  Liquor  will  he  tind 
Big  plums  ?    Will  rich  taxpayers  "  part  "  ? 


Here  'B  sleeping  Trade !  "  Lor !  what  a  lark  1 " 
He  thinks.       To  wake  her— were  a  spree ! 

A  kiss  may  lift  those  lashes  dark ; 
She  can't  resist  a  buss— from  Me ! " 

THE  REVIVAL. 

A  touch,  a  smack  !    A  boxed  ear. 

There  came  the  sound  of  a  smart  slap. 
The  Fairy  Prince,  with  cry  of  fear, 

His  hand  unto  his  cheek  did  clap. 
The  Sleeping  Beauty  gave  a  gape, 

A  wide-mouthed    yawn,    a   long  -  drawn 

stretch. 
He  rubbed  bis  chins.    "  This  it  a  jape ! 

I  knew  my  style  the  girl  would  fetch ! 

"  In  spite  of  all  that  WILSON  says,* 

I  trust  those  Revenue  Returns. 
She  does  revive !    Be  mine  the  praise ! 

Bv  Jove,  though,  how  my  left  ear  burns ! 
I  told  'em  that  I  'd  do  the  trick 

With  my  new  fakement,  the  Death  Duties. 
Come,  Miss,  wake  up !    Revive,  dear,  quick ! 

You  sleepiest  of  Sleeping  Beauties  1 " 

At  last  sweet  slumbering  Trade  awoke, 

And  on  her  couch  her  form  upreared. 
The  Prince  smiled,  rubbed  his  chins,  and  spoke. 

"  Ah,  WILSON'S  prophecy  is  queered. 
He  swore  that  you  would  not  revive, 

In  his  Cassandra-like  Review, 
But  don't  sit  yawning  !     Look  alive ! 

Or  men  will  swear  I  've  humbugged  you !  " 

"  All  right !"  said  sleepy  Trade.    "  But  still 
My  joints  feel  somewhat  stiff  or  so. 

*  In  a  pessimistic  editorial  article,  opening  the 
new  volume  of  the  Inrator'i Review. 


Say,  have  you  passed  that  Irish  Bill 
You  schemed— how  long  was  it  ago  P  " 

The  Chancellor  subdued  a  curse, 
Which  scarce  would  serve  for  a  reply, 

But  dallied  with  his  well-filled  purse, 
And  smiling,  put  the  question  by. 


A  TALL  ORDER. 

["  The  Emperor  WILLIAM  is  to  have  the  Grand 
Order  of  the  Imperial  Chrysanthemum  (the 
Japanese  Garter)  to  add  to  hi»  collection,  '  in  recog- 
nition of  the  services  rendered  by  German  officers 
to  Japanese  officers  in  instructing  them  in  military 
and  naval  science.'  "—Daily  Chronicle.] 

OH,  the  Fatherland,  the  happy  Fatherland, 

With  fresh  happiness  will  hum. 
When  their  Emperor  shall  the  Order  wear 

Of  the  Jap  Chry-san-the-mum  1 
He's  "a  daisy"  now,  as  the  world  doth 
know ; 

But,  oh  .  won't  he  be  thrice  happy, 
When  he  sports  the  badge  of  the  Golden 

Of  the  oute  and  grateful  Jappy  P  [Flower 
If  JOHN  CHINAMAN  in  the  little  Jap 

Has  most  surely  caught  a  Tartar, 
Jap  learned  to  war  'neath  the  Teuton  Star, 

So  will  send  him  the  Jap  "  Garter." 
BULL  has  given  him  tips,  and  has  built  him 

But  the  Jap  don't  badge  J.  B.  [ships, 

No !    Peace  and  War,  like  most  other  things, 

Are  now  "  made  in  Ger-ma-ny  "  1 


"  SENTIMENT"  FOB  OLD-FA SHTOJTED  PLAT- 
OOKBS. — "  May  that  confounded '  Woman  with 
a  Past,'  who  monopolises  the  Present,  have 
no  Future!" 
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A    WINTER'S    TALE. 

Benevolent  Person  (recognising  an  old  protege).  "ROGERS,  I  'u  SORRY 
TO  SEE  YOU  IN  THIS  CONDITION  !  I  UNDERSTOOD  YOU  HAD  TAKEN 
THE  PLEDGE  1 " 

Rogers.    "  You  'RE  QUI'  RI',   SIR.     ONLY    Y'   SEE   THE  WATER  "s 

FROZEN   "T  THE   MAIN   DOWN   OUR  STREET  I  " 


THAT  PRECIOUS  DONKEY ! 

',  An  Episode  in  the  Life  of  A.  Briefless,  Junior,  Esq.,  Barrister -at- Law, 
in  Three  Parts.) 

PAET  I. — The  Coming  into  Possession  of  the  Donkey. 

"  YES,  Sir,"  said  my  excellent  and  admirable  clerk.  PORTINGTON, 
"  he  came  here  three  times,  about  a  month  ago.  We  thought  he  was 
mad,  so  would  not  let  him  in.  But  the  third  time  he  left  that 
parcel  and  that  letter.  You  bee,  Sir,  they  are  tied  together,  and  as 
'here  was  a  bomb  scare  on  at  the  time,  we  did  not  touch  them. 
That's  how  it  comes,  Sir,  that  you  have  not  had  them  earlier." 

I  must  confess  I  was  a  little  aunoyed.  I  frequently  absent  myself 
from  Pump-Handle  Court  fur  days  and  even  weeks  together,  and  then 
[  expect  my  clerical  (I  use  the  adjective  in  its  non-ecclesiastical 
sense)  representative  to  forward  my  correspondence. 

"  It  cannot  be  helped,  PORTINGTON,"  I  replied  ;  "  all  I  care  for  are 
the  interests  of  my  clients.  If  the  visitor  was  one  anxious  to  lay  his 
case  before  me,  I  can  only  trust  he  has  not  suffered  by  my  unpre- 
meditated absence.'' 

"  I  do  not  think  he  will  have  to  complain  of  that,  Sir.  And  as  to 
his  case,  we  don't  know  whether  it  is  one ;  none  of  us  like  to  touch 
the  parcel,  lest  it  should  go  off." 

"You  mean  with  a  report— it  must  get  reported,"  I  suggested, 
with  a  smile.  I  allow  myself  a  little  frolicsome  levity  at  Yuletide. 
"  Well,  where  is  it '(" 

"  In  your  room,  Sir,"  and  PORTIN&TON  led  the  way  to  my  special 
apartment. 

I  found  my  chamber  tenanted  by  a  miscellaneous  collection  of 
articles.  Truth  to  tell  I  do  not  use  my  rooms  very  frequently,  and 
consequent  ly  it  has  become  a  sort  of  a  proverb  amongst  my  co-par- 
ceners in  Pump-Handle  Court,  a  propos  of  anything  of  a  cumbersome 
character,  "When  in  doubt,  put  it  into  BRIEFLESS' s  cupboard." 
Not  that  I  really  occupy  a  cupboard ;  my  room  (I  lay  the  emphasis 


on  the  word)  is  far  more  commodious  than  the  largest  specimen  of 
those  receptacles.  Consequently,  I  was  not  altogether  surprised  to 
find  collected  together  a  banjo-case,  some  curtain  rods,  a  number  of 
framed  pictures,  and  a  damaged  bicycle.  In  the  centre  of  the  room 
was  an  oblong  parcel,  to  which  was  tied  an  envelope,  doubtless  con- 
taining an  enclosure. 

With  some  slight  trepidation — I  had  no  wish  to  accompany  Pump- 
Handle  Court  to  the  skies — I  opened  the  letter.  It  ran  as  follows : — 

"To  A.  BRIEFLESS,  JUNIOR,  ESQ. — Dear  and  Honoured  Sir, — I  have 
long  desired  to  show  you  some  token  of  goodwill.  I  have  frequently 
read  your  contributions  to  the  leading  legal  paper  of  the  day  (I  refer, 
of  course,  to  the  London  Charivari),  and  have  t>een  filled  with  admi- 
ration at  the  clearness  of  your  style  and  the  depth  of  your  knowledge 
of  what  may  be  termed  the  duplex  action  of  the  human  heart.  As  I 
happen  to  be  Emperor  of  CHINA  I  write  anonymously.  I  have 
been  ruined  by  law  and  the  lawyers.  You  have  never  represented 
me  or  opposed  me.  For  this  I  am  very,  very  grateful,  and  beg  you 
to  accept  the  accompanying  present.  It  is  a  — -  But  hush,  we  are 
observed." 

And  at  this  point  the  document  abruptly  terminated.  I  read  the 
letter  to  PORTINGTON,  and  asked  his  opinion  upon  it.  He  replied 
abruptly  he  "considered  the  writer  a  lunatic." 

"  Well,  no,  I  do  not  think  we  can  go  quite  so  far  as  that,"  I 
observed.  "  You  see,  he  seems  to  have  some  appreciation  of  my 
talents.  He  may  be  a  trifle  eccentric,  but  I  fancy  nothing  worse." 

Encouraged  by  this  belief  in  the  sanity  of  my  semi-anonymous  (I 
use  the  epithet  advisedly,  as  I  take  it  that  the  incidental  claim  to 
the  throne  of  the  Celestial  Empire  was  not  urged  seriously)  corre- 
spondent, I  opened  the  package.  The  brown  paper  unwound  and  a 
picture  was  revealed  to  us.  It  had  evidently  been  painted  for  many 
years.  The  frame  (which,  in  POHTINGTON'S  opinion,  was  the  best 
portion  of  the  structure)  was  distinctly  old-fashioned.  The  gilding 
was  tarnished  and  the  woodwork  out  of  repair. 

"  What  is  the  subject  ?"  I  asked,  after  three  or  four  minutes'  close 
inspection. 

"I  think,  Sir,"  replied  my  excellent  and  admirable  clerk,  "that 
it 's  something  to  do  with  a  donkey." 

PORTINGTON  was  right.  Oncloser  investigation  the  painling  revealed 
itself  to  be  the  representation  of  a  cottage  in  the  snow,  with  some  vil- 
lagers drawing  water  from  a  half-frozen  pond  in  the  neighbourhood 
'it  a  rather  intelligent  donkey,  who  was  watching  their  proceedings 
with  languid  interest. 

"  Certainly  it  is  a  donkey,"  I  exclaimed ;  "  and,  to  my  thinking,  a 
very  fine  one.1' 

"  What  shall  we  do  with  it.  Sir?"  asked  POBTINGTON.  "  It's  no 
good  here  ;  shall  I  give  it  to  the  dustman '?  He  would  take  it  away 
if  we  asked  him." 

For  a  moment  I  thought  my  clerical  (I  use  the  adjective  in  its  non- 
ecclesiastical  sense)  representative  was  indulging  in  jocularity.  I 
found  I  was  in  error.  PORTINGTON  was  absolutely  serious. 

"  You  evidently  do  not  know  the  value  of  some  of  these  old  frames. 
Of  course  I  shall  take  the  picture  with  me  to  my  private  residence.'' 

I  carried  out  my  intention.  The  canvas  presentment  of  the  donkey 
and  accessories  was  carefully  conveyed  in  a  four-wheeler  to  Justiiiiau 
Gardens,  where  I  have  rented  for  some  years  a  very  pleasant  house. 
The  lady  who  has  honoured  me  by  taking  my  name,  and  whom  in 
my  more  playful  humour  I  sportively  term  my  "  better  seven- 
eighths,"  received  me. 

"  I  hope  you  have  brought  the  music  from  the  Stores,"  said  the 
lady,  after  our  first  greetings.  "  I  suppose  that  package  came  from 
Victoria  Street  ?  " 

"  No,  my  precious  one,"  I  replied;  I  sometimes  use  terms  of  en- 
dearment to  the  members  of  my  domestic  circle.  "  It  is  a  picture 
given  to  me  by  a  grateful  client." 

"Client!"  she  exclaim*d  ;  "and  a  grateful  one!  What  a 
find!  But  why  bring  it  here?  Haven't  we  already  more  picture  < 
than  we  want?  Why  at  this  moment  there's  half-a-dozen  of  extra 
plates  from  the  Christmas  numbers  that  you  would  have  framed, 
waiting  to  be  hung." 

"  But  this,  my  love,  is  an  oil-painting,  with  what  I  judge  to  be  a 
very  valuable  old-fashioned  frame." 

By  this  time  my  present  was  revealed. 

"  Why,  it 's  only  the  picture  of  a  dunk>  y  !  "  exclaimed  my  better 
seven-eighths,  with  a  laugh.  "We  really  don't  want  that  sort  of 
thing  in  the  hall  or  reception  rooms." 

"But  it  is  really  very  fine!  "  1  urged.  "  Look  at  the  handling 
of  that  donkey's  ears.  And  the  frame,  too,  is  simply  magnificent." 

"I  don't  so  much  mind  the  frame.  We  might  take  out  the  picture 
and  put  in  '  The  Arrival  of  the  Boulogne  Boat,'  the  Christmas 
supplement  to  the  Young  Lady's  Boudoir,  in  its  stead.  And  yet  it 
is  just  as  likely  as  not  to  spoil  it.  No,  I  think  we  had  better  put 
picture  and  frame  in  the  box-room." 

"But  my  dear,"  I  remonstrated;  "this  maybe  a  very  valuable 
picture.  The  head  of  the  donkey  is  quite  remarkable  and  — 

"  Now  do  we  want  portraits  of  donkeys  about  the  house '(  The  box- 
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room  or  the  dust-hole  is  the  proper  place  for 
them." 

"  I  know  you  objected  to  my  own  likeness 
— you  see  the  connection  with  the  donkey, 
dear'r"'  I  sometimes  make  rather  humorous 
remarks  during  the  continuance  of  the  festive 
season. 

"  Don't  be  silly  !  But  this  hideous  thing: 
should  really  go  into  the  box-room."  And  so 
it  went.  Perhaps  on  a  future  occasion  I  may 
trace  the  further  adventures  of  my  grateful 
client's  gift.  In  my  poor  judgment  they  are 
distinctly  interesting  and  instructive. 


A  DREAM  OF  THE  NEW  WOMAN. 

SHE  dreamed  the  doom  that  Fate  pronounces 
Against  the  woman  ceased  to  be. 

She  dreamed  her  brain  weighed  three  more 

ounces. 
And  was  01  finer  quality. 

Her  iron  nerves  all  fear  derided, 
She  saw  a  mouse,  but  did  not  run. 

With  pockets  she  was  well  provided, 
And  she  could  fire  a  Maxim  gun. 

She  had  abjured  each  female  folly, 
Hvgienio  dress  she  always  wore, 

With  stern,  determined  melancholy 
The  universe  she  pondered  o'er. 

Of  man  in  all  respects  the  equal, 
At  last  her  heart'siiesire  was  hers. 

Only,  like  every  other  sequel, 
Her  sequel  proved  a  touch  perverse. 

She  sighed,  "  My  mind  with  facts  is  loaded, 

No  golden  vision  it  retains. 
Even  Nirvana  is  exploded, 

And,  save  the  Atom,  nought  remains ! 

"  Each  ray  of  light  a  mental  prism 
M  list  needs  determine  and  arrest. 

Mv  life  is  one  long  syllogism, 
Without  a  parenthetic  jest. 

"  I  who  was  wont  to  kneel  revering, 

In  manly  chivalry  confide, 
Am  all  alone  my  vessel  steering — 

And  yet  I  am  unsatisfied ! 

"  The  gingerbread  has  lost  its  gilding 
That  from  afar  appeared  sublime. 

I  for  eternity  am  building — 
'Twas  not  amiss  to  build  for  time! 

"  The  pilgrimage  was  long  and  painful, 
Cheerless  and  cold  the  heights  I  win — 

About  me  hangs  a  shadow  baneful 
Of  the  Eternal  Feminine. 

"  Alas,  I  have  not  learned  my  lesson! 

1  feel  a  frantic,  mad  despair. 
I  M  like  to  put  an  evening  dress  on, 

And  many  roses  in  my  hair ! 

"  My  heart  desires  the  old  romances, 
The  fictions  dear  all  facts  above. 

The  (lowers,  the  ices,  and  the  dances, 
The  days  of  youth,  the  days  of —Love. 

'  That  giddy  whirl,  that  senseless  splendour, 

Was  dear,  although  I  said  it  bored — 
Agnosticism  I  'd  surrender 
Once,  once  again,  to  be  adored 

"  T  wished  my  brain  had  three  more  ounces, 

For  them  I  bartered  happiness  ; 
That  brain  the  new  regime  denounces, 

I  wish  it  had  three  ounces  less!  " 

She  woke.  A  subtle  sense  pervaded 
Her  mind  of  being  someone  great ; 

But  very  speedily  it  faded, 
And  she  regained  her  normal  state. 

She  said :  "  I  'd  beat  them  all  at  college 
If  I  could  have  those  ounces  back  ; 

Only — I  should  not  like  my  knowledge 
To  make  me  cleverer  than — JACK  !  " 


MARK    TAPLEY    REDIVIVUS. 

"  CB-CH-K-K-KKKKK-K-N-NICB  S-S-S-SEASOJJABLR  WEATHER  THIS,  MATE—  K-K-KKK  I " 


ODYLLIC  FORCE. 

( Vide  ' '  Daily  Graphic  "  passim. ) 

ODTLLIC  Force !    0  mystic  power  divine ! 
0    greater   than    magician's    might! — of 

course 

You  know  the  virtues  of  this  gift  of  mine, 
Odyllic  Force! 

I  can  command  the  vasty  deep.     I  say 

Uato  the  elemental  storm—"  Be  still !  " 
It  mav  be  that  the  sea  will  not  obey, 
But  what  of  that  ?    Deny  it  if  ye  may, 
Still  1  command  ;   still,  still  by  night  and 

day 

Despite  all  scorn,  I  exercise  my  will 
And  on  the  troubled  surface  of  the  main 
Fresh  from  my  soul,  fresh  from  its  limpid 

source, 

I  ponr  my  subtle  influence — I  rain 
Odyllic  Force. 

I  say  unto  the  weather — "  Be  thou  fine  ! " 
And  straightway,  if  it  be  not  foul,   'tis 
fair. 


Nay,  at  my  word  the  very  sun  will  shine 
If  it  should  haply  chance  no  clouds  are 

there. 

And  should  the  temperature  not  fall  below 
The  freezing  point,  until  the  twenty-first 
Frost  shall  be  all  unknown,  and  ice  and  snow, 
And  plumbers ;  and  the  taps    shall   freely 

How. 
Nor  shall  the  leaden  pipes  presume  to  show 

The  shadow  of  a  tendency  to  burst. 
Nay,  if  the  weather  be  not  somewhat  cold 
It  shall  be  warm.     The  budding  gems  of 

gold, 
Should  they  appear,  we  shortly  may  behold 

Flashing  amid  the  prickles  of  the  gone. 
So  for  the  good   of   man,   and    beast,  and 

flower 

I  diligently  use  my  mystic  power, 
And  ever  exercise  from  hour  to  hour 
Odyllic  Force. 

Thus  do  the  elements  obey  my  call. 

Thus  do  I  influence  the  Seasons'  course 
Thus  do  I  exercise  for  great  and  small. 
The  king,  the  lord,  the  beggar,  one  and  all, 
Odyllic  Force. 
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Lily  (from  Devonshire,  on  a  visit  to  her  Scotch  Cousin  Margy  in  St.  Andrews,  N.£.).  "  WHAT  A  STRANGE  THING  FASHION  is,  MARGY  I 

FANCY  A  GAME  LIKE  GOLF  REACHING  UP  AS  FAR  NORTH  AS  THIS  1 " 


"WHO  SAID— 'ATROCITIES'?" 
OK,  "THERE'S  LIFE  IN  THE  OLD  DOG  YET." 

["  It  was  my  fate,  my  fortune,  about,  I  think, 
eighteen  years  ago  to  take  an  active  part  with 
regard  to  other  outrages,  which  first  came  up  in  the 
shape  of  rumour,  but  were  afterwards  well  verified, 
in  Bulgaria.  .  .  .  Old  as  I  am,  my  feelings  have 
not  been  deadened  in  regard  to  matters  of  such  a 
dreadful  description." — Mr.  Gladstone's  Birthday 
Speech  at  Sawarden,  December  29,  1894,  on  the 
alleged  Armenian  Atrocities.] 

RETIREMENT  ?    Oh,  rubbish !    Tykes  currish 

or  cubbish 

May  curl  up  in  kennels,  or  snug  up  in  straw, 

But  dogs  of  right  mettle  to  rest  willnot  settle, 

While  sight 's  in  the  eye,  and  while  snap 's 

in  the  jaw. 

A  bed  in  a  basket  ?  Mere  mongrels  may  ask  it. 
A  couch  and  a  cushion  ?    They  're  lap-dog 

delights. 
But  pluck  and  true  breeding,  such  comforts 

unheeding. 

Desert  laps  and  hearth-rugs  for  frolics  and 
fights. 

Retired!    How  rats  chortle !    Like"_Ra6"the 

_  immortal 
This  dog  scorns  dull  rest,  and  is  still  "rough 

on  rats." 

As  always  delighting  in  "plenty  o  f  echting," 
He  pricks  up   his  ears  at  a  whisper  of 

f's-s-scats!" 
Aslumber  and  dreaming  ?    Oh,  that  is  mere 

seeming, 

Curled  up  tail  to  muzzle  in  cosiest  sort. 
His  hairs  are  a-bristle  at  whisper  or  whistle 
That  gives  the  least  promise  of  scrimmage  or 
sport. 

On  rats  he 's  still  ruthless  I     They  may  think 

him  toothless,  [fangs. 

Those  red  Turkish  rodents  who  once  felt  his 


Ah !  eighteen  years  earlier  his  coat  was  much 

curlier, 
Now  white  and  whispy  sparse-scattered  it 

hangs. 
But  years  though  they  roughen  his  hide, 

seem  to  toughen 
The  muscles  and  nerves  of  this  rare  sporting 

tyke. 
The  rattling   old   ratter   is    still    game    to 

scatter 
A  pitf  ul  of  vermin,  of  what  breed  you  like. 

The  Istamboul  sort  are  his  favourite  sport, 
Rabid  rodents  who  raven,  red-fanged,  in 

foul  hordes, 
Turco  sewer-bred  legions,  who  earth's  fairest 

regions 

Would  ravage  like  TAMERLANE'S  Tartar- 
swung  swords. 

Terrors  untameable,  horrors  unnameable, 
Mark  their  maraudings  and  hang  on  their 

track. 
Now  in  fresh  numbers  they  swarm,  whilst  he 

slumbers 

Who  once  was  the  plague  of  the  pestilent 
pack. 

But —  Who  said — Atrocities  t    Old  animosi- 
ties 

Wake  in  his  spirit  and  stir  in  his  blood. 
Eh?     What?     Retirement?     Nay,  not  if 

requirement, 

Or  prospect  of  sport,  move  the  old  cham- 
pion's mood. 
His  heart  has  not  deadened;   his  old  eyes 

have  reddened 
With  love  of  the  fray  and  the  old  righteous 

wrath. 
The  varmint  old  ratter  his  old  foes  would 

scatter. 

"  Auld  Bab "  once  again  will  be  on  the 
war-path  I 


BON  JOUR,  PHILIPPINE  ! " 

"  THEY  grew  in  beauty  side  by  side, 

They  filled  one  home  with  glee  " — 
Until  that  evening  at  dessert 

You  passed  the  nuts  t(  me. 
Then  came   the    "  crack  of  doom,"  the 
twins 

No  sooner  had  you  seen 
Than,    "Oh,    what    fun!"    you    said, 
"  we  '11  have 

A  Son  /our,  PHILIPPINE  !  " 

"  They  grew  in  beauty  side  by  side, 

They  filled  one  home  with  glee"— 
Until  they  found  respective  graves 

Alas !  in  you  and  me. 
And  then  to  win  a  gift  next  morn 

We  vowed  with  solemn  mien, 
Whoe'er  should  greet  the  other  first 

With  "  Son  four,  PHILIPPINE  ! " 

"  Son  jour  "—I  dreamt  of  it  all  night, 

At  dawn  recalled  it  yet, 
But  clean  forgot  it  whilst  I  shaved — 

At  breakfast  then  we  met. 
I  'd  only  time,  I  know,  to  think 

Maid  sweeter  ne'er  was  seen, 
When  you,  with  laughter-dancing  eyes, 

Cried,  "  Son  jour,  PHILIPPINE  1 " 

And  so  you  won  a  gift  from  me, 

And  chose  that  I  should  write 
These  verses,  which  I  've  pondered  o'er 

For  many  a  sleepless  night  1 
I  '11  never  crack  another  nut, 

When  you  are  there,  I  mean ; 
Yet  may  you  greet  me  often — save 

With  "  Son  jour,  PHILIPPINE  ! " 


MOTTO  FOH  MODERN  MANAGERS.  —  The 
proper  study  of  (theatre-going)  Mankind  is 
— the  New  Woman. 


PUNCH,    OR   THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI.— JANUABT  12,  1895. 


'WHO   SAID-  'ATROCITIES'?" 

(After  the  Popular  Engraving.} 

"OLD   AS   I   AM,   MY   FEELINGS   HAVE   NOT   BEEN   DEADENED   IN   REGARD   TO   MATTERS   OF   SUCH   A 
DREADFUL    DESCRIPTION."— Mr.  Gladstone's  Birthday  Speech  at  Hawarden  on  the  Armenian  Atrocities  December  29. 
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THE  VESTRYMAN. 

A  COMIC  SONO  FOR  SERIOUS  CON- 
SIDERATION. 

',(By  an  Elderly  Vietim,  of 

Bumbledom, ) 

| "  The  London  Vestries  aid  Boards 
of  Works  have  not  eiactlv  covered 
ihrnisfl vrK  with  glory  in  their  deal- 
ings with  the  recent  snowfall.  In 
very  few  neighbourhoods  wa«  any 
attempt  made  on  Wednesday  to  re- 
move the  slush,  and  Nature  having 
taking  her  course  during  the  night, 
in  the  direction  of  a  frost  early 
yesterday  morning,  the  street*  in 
many  places  were  absolutely  im- 
passable for  wheeled  traffic  until  a 
liberal  layer  of  sand  and  gravel  had 
been  spread."  —  Daily  Chronicle, 
January  4.] 

AIR— "  The  Bogie  Man." 
COMK,   gather   round   me,    rate- 
payers, 

So  full  of  fun  and  glee ; 
New  Bumble's  going  to  play  the 

fool 

To  please  the  L.  C.  C. 
Thev  swear  that  he  is  able 

Improvements  for  to  plan  ; 
I  love  to  hear  Progressives  say, 
"  Hush  !      The   New    Vestry- 
man!" 

Chorus. 

Slush'  Slush!!  Slush.'.'.' 
Where  is  the  Vestryman  ? 
Are  broom  and  shovel  ready  ? 

What  «'s  his  brand  new  plan  ? 
Oh   Slush  !  Slush  !  Slu»h  f— 

The  footways  never  ran 
With  a  worse  slithery   slippery 

slop 
'Neath  the  Old  Vestryman. 

When  I  sit  down,  impromptu, 

All  in  a  soft  »now-pie ; 
Or  slide  a  yard,  then  come  down 
hard, 

I  groan,  and  wonder  why. 
I  blow  my  blue  numb  lingers, 

I  watch  a  fast-stuck  van ; 
Kufiirm,  I  cry,  seems  all  my  eye. 

Where  it  that  Vestryman  ? 

Chorus. 
Slush!  Slush! !  Sluth.'.'.' 

Why  is  this,  Vestryman  ? 
Is  this  the  outcome  shady 

Of  the  Progressive  plan  ? 
Ob,  Slush!  Slush!  Slush! 

No  gravel,  sand,  or  tan ! 
All  slip  and  slop.     I  'd  like  to  whop 

That  blessed  Vestryman ! ! ! 


BOOKING-OKI  K  K 
RUDOLF   LKRMANN   pos- 


TRAVELS   IN   TAFFY-LAND;   OR, 
WALES  BLOWING. 

[The  Flint  Town  Council  has  censured  the  L.  & 
N.  W.  Railway  for  dismissing  some  of  its  servants 
for  ignorance  of  the  English  language.] 

WOULD  you  tell  me,  Porter,  if  the  next 
train  is  the  one  for  Aberystwyth  ? 

I  am  really  very  much  obliged  for  your 
reply,  but  as  I  have  not  a  Cymric  dictionary 
at  hand,  I  am  totally  unable  even  to  guess  at 
your  meaning. 

As  the  man  points  to  the  train  which  is  now 
at  the  platform,  and  nods  vigorously,  I  sup- 
pose he  means  me  to  get  in.  Still,  the  fact 
that  it  has  "  Llanrhychwyn  "  on  it  makes  me 
a  little  doubtful  whether  I  shall  ever  reach 
Aberystwyth  if  I  enter  it. 

I  am  grateful  for  your  attention,  Guard, 
but  it  was  a  foot-warmer  that  I  asked  for, 
not  the  newspaper-boy. 

As  I  have  just  been  hurled  down  an  em- 


OUR 

MR. 

semes  some  gifts  which  peculiarly 
qualify  him  to  write  the  volume 
SMITH,  ELDER  &  Co.  publish, 
under  the  title  An  Artist  t  Remi 
niseences.  He  has  passed  the  age 
of  three-score  and  ten.  and  has 
throughout  that  period  had  many 
opportunities  of  seeing  places,  and, 
more  precious,  of  meeting  people. 
To  the  study  of  both  he  bring* 
keen  sight,  a  good  memory,  and  a 
genuine,  not  too  obtrusive,  sense 
of  humour.  Born  in  Hamburg  in 
1819,  he  has  sojourned  in  most  of 
the  capitals  of  Europe,  perma- 
nently settling  down  to  marriage 
and  life  in  London.  He  seems  to 
have  known  most  of  the  notable 
personages  of  the  middle  and 
tatter  half  of  the  century.  His 
wide  acquaintance  with  royalty 
(some  of  them  mad)  would  be 
appalling  if  it  were  not  men- 
tioned with  winning  modesty. 
The  volume  abounds  in  good 
itories,  my  Baronite  particularly 
delighting  in  one  pertaining  to  the 
ceremony  of  prorogation  of  parlia- 
ment by  the  QUEER.  Mr.  LRH- 
MANN  was  much  struck  with  the 
spectacle  of  the  old  Duke  of  W  IS- 
LINGTON carrying  the  sword  of 
state,  Lord  LANSDOWNE  bearing 
the  crown,  and  the  Marquis  of 
WINCHESTER  with  the  cap  of 
maintenance  set  on  red  velvet 
cushion.  At  Lady  GBANVILLB'S 
the  same  evening  he  asked  I/>rd 
GRANVILLE  what  was  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  cap  of  maintenance. 
It  wax  one  of  the  few  things 
Lord  GRANVILLB  did  not  know. 
"  But,"  he  said,  "  there  is  Lord 
WINCHESTER,  who  carried  it  this 
morning.  I  will  go  and  ask 
him."  The  two  peers  conversed 
in  a  whisper,  and  Lord  GRAN- 
VIXXB,  returning  to  his  inquiring 
friend,  said,  "  Ha  does  not  know 
either."  Mr.  I.KHMA.N.V  inciden- 
tally mentions  that  his  brother 
HENRY'S  first  success,  at  the  Salon  of  1835, 
was  gained  by  a  picture  setting  forth  "  Le 

really  fancy  that  the  Welsh-speaking  signal-  i  Depart  du   jeune  Tobie."     At    that    date 

man  at   the  adjoining  cabin  has  failed  to  '  Tony  had  not  even  arrived  to  take  his  place 

understand  the  message  wired    to   him    in   on  the  volumes  in  his  master's  study,  and, 

English  from  our  last  stopping  station. 
1  should  be  glad,  Stationmaster,  if  you  would 

kindly  have  a  telegram  sent  to  my  friends 

saying  that  I  have  only  four  ribs  broken. 
As  yon  do  not  appear  to  understand  what 

I  say,  and  as  I  suppose  there  is  nobody  who 

knows  English  in  this  desolate  Welsh  valley 

where  the  sufferers   from  the  accident  are 

lying,  perhaps  you  will  kindly  have  us  all 

sent  back  to  Shrewsbury  as  soon  as  possible. 
The  man  lying  next  to  me,  whose  arm  is 

hurt,  says  that  the  train  was  not  going  to 

Aberystwyth  at  all.    So  perhaps  it  is  as  well 

that  circumstances  have  prevented  my  pro- 
ceeding further  in  it. 
We  should  undoubtedly  have  been  much 

better  off  if  this  accident  had  happened  to  us 

in  France  or  Germany,  because  then  we  should 

have  been  able  to  secure  the  services  of  the 

railway  interpreter. 
Thank  Heaven !     I  am  back  at  Chester, 

where  the  hotel  people  do  talk  English  ;  and 

in  future  I  shall  vote  steadily  at  elections 


GRADATION. 

Clerk  (to  Curate).  "  I  'M  TERRIBLE  HOBBY,  ZUR,  THAT  YOU  BE  A- 

GWAINE  TO   LAVK  US.      Wl  ' VK   CHANGED   F.VKR   ZO  MANY  TIMED  SINCE 

I'ASSKN  GREEN  DIED,  AND  ALWAYS  FOR  rut  wirss!" 


bankment  and  lincl  myself  sitting  much  bruised 
in  a  shallow  pond  in  a  field  close  to  the  line,  I 


still  less,  was  he  M.P.  for  Barks.    It  only 
shows  how  prophetic  is  the  soul  of  genius. 
THE  BARON  DE  BOOK-WORMS. 


NEW  YEAR  REFLECTION. 
(By  an  Old-fa*kianed  Fellow.) 

"GOODWILL  to  man!"  the  dear  old  carol 

saith. 
Ah  me !    Then  why  so  much  mean  personal 

pother  ? 
We're  credulous  of  aught  that  means  the 

scathe 

Of  a  sad  sister,  or  a  stumbling  brother. 
Men  are  like  stout  JOHN  BUNTAN'S  "Little 

Faith"— 

Save  in  believing  evil  of  each  other ! 
There  faith  indeed  is  strong  ;  but  'tis  a  rarity 
That  such  strange  Faith  is  found  combined 
with  Charity  ! 


against  any  party  that  does  not  make  the  j  MEM.  BY  A  MUSKR.  —  Many  a  spouting 
total  suppression  of  all  so-called  "national  member  of  the  "Independent  Labour  Party" 
tongues  v  within  the  British  Isles  a  part  of  is  a  "party"  who  wishes  to  he  independent 


its  recognised  programme. 


of  labour,    liar  die  Norsemen,  please  note  !4 
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TO  JULIA'S  POCKET. 

[The  ideal  lady'§  pocket,  that  shall  at  once  be 
accessible  to  iU  owner  and  defy  the  footpad's  art, 
has  yet  to  be  invented. —  Wean  of  Tautotoftu.] 

Mr  JULIA'S  chaste  and  winsome  cheer, 
Her  comely  lip,  her  coral  ear, 
And  eke  her  knickerbocker  gear,— 

These  be  the  theme  of  rhyming:  folk, 
Whereof  the  skill  I  here  invoke 
In  malediction  of  her  poke ; 

lu  that  it  passeth  human  wit 
By  sleight  of  hand  withal  to  hit 
Upon  the  pathless  track  of  it. 

Though  JULIA'S  self  therein  dispose ' 
That  napkin  with  the  which  she  blows 
For  sorry  rheum  her  Oreekish  nose, 

Not  if  she  search  with  heavy  pain 
Shall  she  by  taking  thought  attain 
To  look  upon  the  thing  again  ; 

To  him  alone  of  mortal  clay 

That  picketh  pokes  beside  the  way 

Their  deeps  are  open  as  the  day. 

Whenas  her  alms  she  would  disburse, 
In  vain  she  probeth  for  her  purse, 
Whereat  the  beggars  shrewdly  curse ; 

Even  so  their  teeth  do  felons  gnash 
That  lightly  lift  her  ready  cash, 
Which  he  that  stealeth  stealeth  trash. 

Oft-times  she  doth  full  bravely  hold 
Her  breezy  reticule  of  gold 
Within  her  digits'  dainty  fold  ; 

As  certain  maids,  I  well  believe. 
Do  wear  th'  affections  on  their  sleeve 
For  any  worthless  wight  to  reave. 

But  though  her  purse  not  suffer  rape, 
Mischance  is  like  in  other  shape 
To  put  on  her  a  saucy  jape  ;— 

If  so  my  lady  at  the  mart 
For  very  joyaunce  of  her  heart 
Do.'purchase  her  a  pasty-tart, 

Let  her  not  make  essay  to  bring 
So  beauteous  and  frail  a  thing 
Within  her  poke's  encompassing ; 

Lest,  sitting  down  with  weary  stress, 
Unheedful  of  its  buxomness, 
She  make  a  right  unseemly  mess  I 

Certes  a  man  purblind  may  see 
For  these  offences  needs  must  be 
Some  comfortable  remedy ; 

Whoso  deviseth  such  an  one, 

I  trow  that  his  invention 

Shall  soothly  pouch  the  peerless  bun. 


NOTICES  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Perplexed. — You  are  entirely  in  error  in 
supposing  that  the  member  for  Otley,  Yorks, 
hag,  in  accepting  a  baronetcv,  descended 
from  a  higher  estate.  You  have  been  deceived 
by  similarity  of  sound.  The  hon.  member 
was  not  of  the  same  rank  as  a  statesman  (who 
we  observe  has  just  repaired  to  his  country 
seat  at  Pinley  Park,  where  he  will  entertain 
His  Serene  Highness  the  Due  I>B  SEIDLITZ- 
POUDKE)  to  whom  Sir  HOBEKT  PEEL  used  to 
allude  in  the  House  of  Commons  as  "the 
noble  Baron."  In  becoming  Sir  JOHN  BAR- 
RAN,  Bart.,  the  member  for  Otley  gains  a  dis- 
tinct step  in  the  focial  ladder. 

Blind,  Deaf,  and  Dumb.— We  are  pleased 
to  be  able  to  reassure  you.  The  fact  that  you 
have  not  lately  heard  or  read  speeches  by  Sir 
WILLIAM  HABCOUBT  is  no  evidence  that  the 
treble  disability  under  which  you  unhappily 


Gertrude.  "Mv  DKAK  JESSIE,  WHAT  ON  EARTH  is  THAT  BICYCLE  SUIT  FOK!" 

Jessie.  "WHY,  TO  WEAR,  OP  COTTBSK."         Gertrude.  "Bur  YOU  HAVEN'T  GOT  A  BIOYCLB!' 

Jessie.  "  No  ;  BUT  I  'VB  GOT  A  SEWING  MACHINE  I " 


labour  is  increasing.  There  is  a  well  known 
case,  cited  in  Littleton  upon  Coke,  where  a 
man  was  not  able  to  see  the  Spanish  fleet 
"  because  it  is  not  yet  in  sight."  For  analo- 
gous reason  you  have  not  lately  heard  any- 
thing of  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  Ex- 
CKEQUER.  He  has  not  been  speaking.  The 
fact  is,  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD— to  use  a 
title  by  which  he  is  locally  known,  and  in 
which  he  most  rejoices — was  cut  out  for  a 
rustic  recluse.  Circumstances  have,  unwil- 
lingly, dragged  him  into  the  front  of  politics, 
and  he  has  done  the  duty  that  lies  to  his 
hand.  When  opportunity  can  be  made  he 
takes  his  leisure  at  his  lodge  in  the  New 
Forest,  and  meditates  on  the  untimely  fate  of 
his  pre-Plantagenet  forbear  WILLIAM  KTIFUS. 


Nevertheless,  we  are  not  without  suspicion 
that  Sir  WILLIAM  HAICOUBT  shares  the  pecu- 
liarity of  CARLYLE,  of  whom  you  will  re- 
member his  wife  shrewdly  remarked  that 
"  his  love  for  silence  is  platonio."  If  you 
keep  your  ears  open  and  your  month  shut, 
you  may  probably,  before  long,  hear  the 
familiar  voice  resounding  from  a  public 
platform. 

A  Shakspearean  Student.— We  had  not 
before  heard  of  the  incident.  It  is,  however, 
quite  possible,  as  you  have  been  informed, 
ttiat  when  the  Marquis  of  SALISBUKY,  E.G., 
heard  of  the  defection  of  the  Earl  of  BUCK- 
INGHAMSHIRE, who  has  joined  the  Liberal 
forces,  the  only  remark  he  made  was  "Off 
with  his  hpfld.'r 


24 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


fjANUABT    12,    1895. 


OVERHEARD  FRAGMENT  OF  A  DIALOGUE 

Lord  Illingu-orth.  My  dear  GORING,  I  assure  you  that  a  well-tied 
tie  is  the  first  serious  step  in  life. 

Lord  frortno.'Mv  dear  ILLINGWORTH,  five  well-made  button- boles 
a  day  are  far  more  essential.    They  please  women, 
^X«»  and  women  rule  society. 

^  .  Lord  Illinycorth.    I   understood  you  considered 

f»    "•  '•!       women  of  no  importance  ? 

Lord  Goring.  My  dear  GEOBGE,  a  man  s  life  re- 
volves on  curves  of  intellect.  It  is  on  the  hard  lines 
of  the  emotions  that  a  woman's  life  progresses.  Both 
revolve  in  cycles  of  masterpieces.  They  should  re- 
volve on  hi-cycles ;  built,  it  possible,  for  two.  But 
I  am  keeping  you  ? 

Lord  Illingworth.  I  wish  you  were.  Nowadays  it  is 
only  the  poor  who  are  kept  at  the  expense  of  the  rich. 
Lord   Goring.    Yes.    It   is  perfectly   comic,   the 
number  of  young  men  going  about  the  world  nowa- 
days who  adopt  perfect  profiles  as  a  useful  profession. 
Lord  Illingworth.  Surely  that  must  be  the  next 
world  ?    How  about  the  Chiltern  Thousands  ? 

Lord  Goring.    Don't.   GEOKGB.    Have  you  seen 
WINDERMERE  lately?  DearWiNDERMRRE1  I  should 
like  to  be  exactly  unlike  WINDERMERE. 
lArd  Illingirorth.  Poor  WINI>ERMERE  !    He  spends  his  mornings 
in  doing  what  is  possible,  and  his  evenings  in  saying  what  is  probable. 
By  the  way,  do  you  really  understand  all  I  say  ? 
Lord  Goring.  Yes,  when  I  don't  listen  attentively. 
Lord  Illingworth.  Reach  me  the  matches,  like  a  good  boy — thanks. 
Now — define  these  cigarettes— a*  tobacco. 

Lord  Goring.  My  dear  GEOKGE,  they  are  atrocious.  And  they 
leave  me  unsatisfied. 

Lord  Illingirorth.  You  are  a  promising  disciple  of  mine.  The 
only  use  of  a  discipla  is  that  at  the  moment  of  one's  triumph  he 
stands  behind  one's  chair  and  fhouts  that  after  all  he  is  immortal. 

Lord  Goring.  You  are  quite  right.    It  is  as  well,  too,  to  remembi  r 

from  time  to  lime  that  nothing  that  is  worth  knowing  can  be  learnt. 

Lord  Illingworth.  Certainly,  and  ugliness  is  the  root  of  all  industry. 

_  Lord  Goring.  GEORGE,  your  conversation  is  delightful,  but  vour 

views  are  terribly  unsound.    You  are  always  saying  insincere  things. 

Lord  Illingworth.  If  one  tells  the  truth,  one  is  sure  sooner  or  later 

to  be  found  out. 

Lord  Goring.  'Perhaps.  The  sky  is  like  a  hard  hollow  sipphire.  It 
is  too  late  to  sleep.  I  shall  go  down  to  Covent  Garden  and  look  at  the 
roses.  Good-night,  GEORGE  I  I  huve  had  such  a  pleasant  evening  ! 


"  Full  of  good 
things ! " 


DEATH    IN    THE    CUP. 

["  The  social  duty  of  paying  calls,  refreshed,  as  it  necessarily  is,  by  frequent 
cups  of  tepid  tea,  is  apparently  little  better  than  a  process  of  slow  poison- 
ing."— Daily  Graphic.] 

OH,  here 's  a  pretty  state  of  things  1    Whenever  you  go  calling, 

And  take  this  deadly  liquor  and  imbibe  it  without  stint,  J 
You  're  certainly   preparing    a 

catastrophe  appalling, 
Your  mirth  is   as  the  little 
lamb's,  unmindful  of  the 
mint. 

And  when  your  entertainer,  who 

seems  so  sweetly  placid 
And  quite  unlike  a  criminal, 
suggests  "Another  cup  ?" 
She  might  as  well  be  offering  a 

dose  of  prussic  acid, 
And    the   Public    Prosecutor 
ought  to  take  the  matter 
up! 

"The  cup  that  cheers"  — that 
hackneyed  phrase  is 
frightfully  in  error, 

If  seldom  it  "  inebriates  "  fit  does,  the  doctors  plead), 

There  lurks  within  its  fatal  draught  a  more  efficient  terror, 

'Twill  shortly  make  a  funeral  your  one  and  only  need ! 

So  since  a  daily  cup  or  two  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge  is, 
And  since  this  revelation  of  our  danger  has  been  made, 

We  all  will  wear  red  ribbons  and  will  sign  the  strictest  pledges, 
And  speedily  inaugurate  an  "Anti-Tea"  crusade. 

A  word  to  3  ou,  AMANBA  mine.    Unless  your  cruel  kindness, 
Your  efforts  to  consign  me  to  an  early  grave,  shall  cease, 

And  if  you  dare,  presuming  on  my  long-continued  blindness, 
To  offer  me  a  cup  of  tea — I  '11  send  for  the  police ! 


"  A  word  to  you,  Amanda  minej  '' 


THE  TIME  OF  DAT.— Good,  after  NEWNES  to  find  the  style 
"  Bart."  The  bestowal  of  the  baronetcy  quite  a  Tit-Bit  for  the 
Strand.  But  there  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  the  event  will  be 
followed  by  the  establishment  of  a  new  morning  paper  to  be  called 
The  Dragon,  and  edited  by  Sir  GEORGE. 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 

IX.— OP  COAL. 

THE  County  Council  has  solved  the  great  Mud- 
ford  mystery  ^y  deciding  in  favour  of  Mrs.  ARBLE 
MARCH,  who  is  in  the  seventh  heaven  at  being 
the  Seventh  Councillor.  A  wise  Legislature  had 
it  in  contemplation  that  possibly  when  the  great 
measure  came  to  be  worked,  it  might  not  be  found 
to  act,  however  much  yon  pulled  the  string,  and 
it  was  accordingly  left  to  the  County  Council  to 
set  on  its  leps  any  poor  little  Parish  Council  which 
might  have  been  brought  into  the  world  without 
its  full  number  of  members.  Thus  it  came  about 
that  Mrs.  MARCH  got  elected.  The  actual  cir- 
cumstances of  her  election  gave  rise  to  some  com- 
ment. She  was  proposed  by  the  Primrose  League 
Ruling  Councillor  of  one  adjoining  parish,  and 
seconded  by  the  Knight  Harbinger  of  another. 
Our  County  Council  is  a  strongly  Tory  body,  and 
she  was  easily  elected.  There  was  a  great  outcry 
against  this,  as  an  act  ri  political  partuanship.  It 
was.  But  when  it  became  known  that  Mrs. 
LKTHAM  HAVTTT'S  friends  and  supporters  were  all 
avowed  Radicals,  popular  indignation  seemed 
suddenly  to  dicker  out. 

It  may  be,  however,  that  the  indignation  only 
transferred  itsflf  to  me,  for  I  mjself  have  got,  in 
a  most  extra'Tdinary  and  unexpected  fashion,  into 
a  great  hobble.  It  arose  in  this  way.  Having 
Wn  elected  on  to  the  Parish  Council  at  the  top 

.'the  poll,  and  having,  moreover,  been  subse- 
quently the  recipient  of  innumerable  congratu- 
lations from  my  fellow-parishioners,  I  not  unna- 
turally—so I  still  venture  to  tbink-desired  in 
some  way  to  show]  my  appreciation  of  the  kind 


SYMPATHY  WANTED— 

For  the  Man  whose  Cellar  comes 
undone  every  time  he  tries  to  do  up 
his  Tie. 


treatment  I  had  received.  I  accordingly  deter- 
mined to  make  to  every  elector  a  present  of  coals, 
and  to  carry  out  that  intention  issued  the  following 
circular  :— 

To  the  Electors  of  Mudford. 

LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN, — For  your  kindness 
in  electing  me  at  the  top  of  the  poll,  I  can  find  no 
terms  sufficiently  warm  to  express  myself.  In 
commemoration  of  the  great  occasion,  and  as  a 
small  thankoffering  for  my  return,  I  beg  your 
acceptance  of  the  enclosed  Coal  Ticket,  which  will 
entitle  you  to  2  cwt.  of  coal  from  any  of  the  village 
coal  dealers. 

Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

TIMOTHY  WINKINS. 

I  sent  this  to  every  elector,  high  or  low,  rich  or 
poor.  I  hardly  imagined  that  the  Squire  would 
want  coal,  but  he  was  a  constituent  of  mine,  and 
he  had  his  ticket.  What  has  been  the  result  of 
my  generosity  P  This.  Whilst  almost  every  coal- 
ticket  has  be<n  used,  I  am  denounced  right  and 
left  in  unmeasured  terms  as  an  unscrupulous 
briber.  Miss  PHILL  BURTT  (who,  as  might  be 
expected,  has  been  most  kind  and  sympathetic 
about  the  whole  thing),  tells  me  that  even  the 
Squire  taid  it  was  a  very  ingenious  way  of  wishing 
myself  Many  Happy  Returns  to  the  Parish  Council. 
A  poor  joke,  1  think,  but  an  undeniably  excellent 
sneer.  BLACK  BOB  is,  as  might  be  expected, 
much  more  plain  and  direct  in  his  denunciation. 
He  says,  that  if  I  stand  for  re-election— in  April, 
1896 !— this  ought  to  be  enough  to  unseat  me.  A 
pleasant  prosp*  ct.  I  can  do  nothing.  My  boats, 
like  my  coal,  are  burnt. 

What  happened  at  the  Parish  Council  meeting 
last  night  I  must  leave— till  my  next. 
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TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

(By  ifr.  Punch's  own  Short  Story-teller.) 
I.-THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS. 

THE  island  of  Seringapatam  is  without  exaggeration  one  of  the 
fairest  jewels  in  the  imperial  diadem  of  our  world-wide  possessions. 
Embosomed  in  the  blue  and  sparkling  wavelets  of  the  Pacific  Ocean, 
breathed  upon  by  the  spicy  breezes  that  waft  their  intoxicating  per- 
fumes through  endless  groves  of  gigantic  acacias,  feathery  fern 
trees,  and  gorgeously  coloured  Indian  acanthoids ;  studded  with  the 
glittering  domes  of  a  profusion  of  ja«per  palaces  beside  which  the 
trumpery  splendours  of  Windsoi  or  Versailles  are  but  as  dust,  and 
guarded  by  the  loyal  devotion  of  an  ancient  warrior  race  noted  not 
less  for  the  supreme  beauty  of  its  women  than  for  the  matchless 
courage  and  endurance  of  its  men,  the  Kingdom  of  Seringapatam 
offered  during  a  period  of  more  than  one  hundred  years  a  stubborn 
resistance  even  to  the  arms  of  the  all-conquering  Briton".  So  great 
indeed,  was  the  respect  extorted 
from  the  victors  by  the  vanquished 
that  when,  owing  to  the  marvel- 
lous strategy  of  mv  old  friend 
Major-General  Sir  BONAMY  BAT- 
TtMorar,  K.C.B.,  K.C.M.G.,  the 
island  was  finally  subdued,  it  wax 
agreed  that  in  all  but  their  ac- 
knowledgment of  a  British  Suze- 
rainty and  the  payment  of  an 
annual  tribute  of  fifteen  hundred 
gold  lakhs,  the  proud  islander*, 
were  to  maintain  their  independ- 
ence and  to  continue  those  forms 
of  government  which  long  tradi- 
tion had  invested  in  their  eyes 
with  all  the  sanctity  of  a  religion. 

I  had  been  present  with  my 
dear  father  at  the  great  battle  of 
the  Dead  Marshes  by  which  the 
fortunes  of  the  islanders  were 
finally  shattered.  Never  shall  I 
forget  the  glow  of  exultant  grati- 
tude with  which  towards  the  end 
of  the  day  gallant  old  Sir  BONAMY 
came  cantering  towards  me  on  hi" 
elephant.  "  Thank  you,  thank 
you  a  thousand  times,  my  dear 
ORLANDO,"  said  the  glorious  vete- 
ran as  he  approached  me;  "it 
was  that  last  charge  of  yours  at 
the  head  of  your  magnificent 
Thundershakers  that  has  con- 
verted defeat  into  victory,  and 
assured  Westminster  Abbey  to  the 
bones  of  BONAMY  BATTLEHORN. 
All  that  is  now  necessary,"  he  con- 
tinued, rising  in  his  stirrups  and  waving  his  sword,  "is  that  you 
should  complete  the  work  that  you  have  begun.  Dost  see  that 
battery  of  fifty  guns  still  served  by  the  haughty  remnants  of  the 
Seringapatamese  bombardiers  V  Let  them  be  captured,  and  nothing 
will  stand  between  us  and  the  Diamond  City  of  the  Ranee." 

I  needed  no  further  incitement.  Gathering  round  me  the  few 
Thundershakers  who  had  escaped  unscathed,  I  bade  the  standard- 
bearer  unfurl  the  flag  of  the  brigade.  In  another  moment  we  were 
upon  them. 


momentarily  separated  from  the  main  body  of  my  men.  Seizing 
the  opportunity,  and  noticing,  top,  that  in  the  previous  melee  I  had 
been  unhorsed,  two  gigantic  artillerymen  made  at  me.  My  sword 
was  broken  ,  my  revolver  was  empty !  What  was  I  to  do  ?  But 
little  time  for  reflection  was  left  to  me.  With  savage  shouts  the  two 
dusky  Titans  sprang  upon  me.  I  gave  myself  up  for  lost,  shut  my 
eyes,  thought  of  my  poor  mother,  saw  in  a  flash  my  happy  country 
home,  the  thatched  roofs  of  the  cottages,  the  grey  old  church,  the 
babbling  stream,  the  village  school,  the  little  shop  where  my  infant 
mouth  had  first  become  acquainted  with  the  succulent  bull's-eye — in 
short,  I  went  through  aQ  the  symptoms  that  are  understood  to 
accompany  the  imminence  of  a  violent  death.  Suddenly,  however, 
the  desire  to  live  awoke  once  more.  The  smaller  of  my  two  foes  had 
outstripped  his  companion.  He  was  just  about  to  seize  me,  when, 
lowering  my  head,  wnich  was  encased  in  a  spiked  helmet,  I  bounded 
at  him.  Fair  and  full  I  caught  him,  and  so  terrific  was  the  force 
engendered  by  my  spring  and  the  foeman's  rush,  that  not  the  spike 
alone,  but  the  helmet  and  the  head  too,  pierced  him  through  and 

through. 

Down  on  his  back  he  fell  crash- 
ing, bearing  me  with  him  as  he 
went  over  and  fixing  the  spike 
firmly  in  the  earth,  pinned  like 
some  huge  beetle  by  a  human  pin. 
As  my  legs  flew  up  they  encoun- 
tered the  second  giant,  and. 
winding  round  his  chest,  crushtd 
every  vestige  of  life  out  of  him 
and  flung  his  mangled  body  full 
twenty  yards  to  the  rear.  I  had 
escaped,  but  my  position  was  still 
uncomfortably  awkward.  By  this 
time,  however,  the  rout  was  com- 
plete, and  four  of  my  men,  by 
dint  of  tremendous  exertions,  suc- 
ceeded in  extricating  me  from  my 
curious  entanglement.  My  pinned 
foeman  turned  out  to  be  the 
Ranee's  brother,  HAPJTT  THAR 
MEEBHOY.  We  bore  him  back 
with  us  to  camp,  where,  marvel- 
lous to  relate,  after  a  prolonged 
illness,  he  eventually  recovered. 

Of  course  he  has  never  been 
quite  the  same  man  since.  He 
has  to  be  careful  about  his  diet, 
but  with  the  childlike  simplicity 
of  an  Oriental  he  finds  a  constant 
pleasure  in  opening  and  shutting 
the  little  aluminium  doors  which 
our  dear  old  surgeon,  TOBY 
O'GRADY,  constructed  to  replace 
the  KHAN'S  stomach  and  the 
small  of  his  back.  I  came  to  be 
great  friends  with  him,  and  it 


Fair  and  full  I  caught  him." 


was  through  him  that  I  gained  the  knowledge  which  prompted  the 
adventure  I  am  now  about  to  relate. 

(To  be  continued.) 


A  WORD  ABOUT  THE  ST.  HENRY  JAMES'S  THEATRE. 
THERE  is  something  in  a  name,  especially  when  it  happens  to  be 

1 .  . .     +;«!..     .   i'    A     .   1 ..  . .  A  t-     *V.  -.     CJ*.        T«_  „„'„        U*>        A  T  T.' v  »  wnw'u     lof  ijut 


, .  -  the  title  of  a  play.    At  the  St.  James's,  Mr.  ALEXANDER'S  latest 

Cutting  slashing,  piercing,  i  arrying,  trampling  venture  has  been  'Guy  Domville,  by  the  American  novelist  HENRY 
crushing,  we  dashed  into  the  midst  of  the  foe.  Far  over  the  field  of  JAMK8  wno  if  he  knew  as  much  about  plav-writing  as  he  does  about 
carnage  sounded  our  war-cry  the  famous  "  Higher  up  Bayswatei •'."  ,  novel-writing  would  probably  be  in  the  first  flight  of  dramatists  ; 
which  was  to  our  horses  as  the  prick  of  spur.  In  vain  the  doughty 
bombardiers  belaboured  us ;  in  vain  did  they  answ( 
shout  of  "  Benkcitibenk,"  which  none  hitherto  1 

withstand.    The  work  was  hot  but  in  less  than  three  „,..„„  ttulilruuc    ,„.„„,„,„„  ,,„,.       .„. 

battery  was  ours,  and  the  broken  host  of  the  Ranee  was  streaming  ALEXANDER  be  the  sagacious  commander  in  the  dramatic  field  that  he 
in  full  flight  down  the  slopes  from  which  so  lately  they  had  dealt  has  hitherto  shown  himself,  it  is  not  likely  that  he  should  have  been 
death  amongst  the  English  army.  In  another  moment  we  had  completely  mistaken  in  accepting  a  play  which  a  portion  of  the  public 
limbered  up- two  men  to  each  gun,  except  the  largest,  which  was  I  has  r(rfURed  to  accept.  Of  course,  a  manager  cannot  afford  to  keep  a 
assigned  to  me  as  the  chief  of  the  band— and  belter  skelter  down  the  \  p]ay  goin_  ^^  th^  blic  come  en  masse  to  see  it,  and  therefore, 
hill  we  went.^and  so.^with^shouting  and  with  laughter,  deposited  uniegg  tllere  is  "  a  turn  of  the  tide "  'and  such  things  have  happened 


our  spoils  at  the  feet  of  the  British  General. 

I  do  not  recount  this  incident  in  order  to  magnify  my  own  exploits.    c^eer),~Mr.  A wxAHDra"wilFhnn«lf"  h^  obliged  to  do  to  the'play  what 


My  deeds  themselves  are  my  best  record,  those  deeds  which  a 
factious  majority  in  successive  Parliaments  has,  to  its  everlast- 
ing shame,  refused  to  recognise,  but  which  not  even  'he  voice  of 
malire,  always  busy  in  the  task  of  depreciating  genuine  achieve- 
ment, can  rob  of  one  particle  of  their  brilliant  and  immortal  lustre. 
But  the  fight  is  indissolubly  connected  with  the  stirring  story  which 

1  have  here  set  out  to  relate,  and  for  this  reasi  n  alone  have  I    

mentioned  it.     During  the  hrief  struggle  round  the  guns  I  became  '  never  can  understand.'' 


before  now,  and  a  condemned  pi<ce  has  had  a  long  and  prosperous 
career),  Mr.  ALEXANDER  will  himself  he  obliged  to  do  to  the  play  wh»* 
those  who  ridicule  and  chaff  it  have  already  done,  i.e.  "  take  it  off. 


MRS.  R.  admits  that  she  has  always  Veen  veiy  fond  of  ( sweets  at 
dinner.  What  she  is  especially  fond  of  is,  she  says,  "a  dish  of 
pommes  d' Ananias:"  and  she  always  adds,  "But,  my  dear,  why 
the  French  choose  such  awful  names  for  such  nice  things  is  •»  hat  I 


26 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JANUARY  19,  1895. 


\ 


t"  Should  the  Ameer  happily 
'one  who,  rince  his  accession  to 


"  QUITE    ENGLISH,    YOU    KNOW!" 

AUurrdhnum  Khan  (to  himself).  "  I  THINK  THIS  'LL  PETCH  'EM  I 


of 


due  to 
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A    MOST   ENTERTAINING    OCCUPATION. 

SMITHSON,  HAVING  RECENTLY  BOUOHT  A  COUNTRT  PLACE  AND  GONE  IN  FOR  SPORT,  HAS  BEEN  ADVISED  BY  A  FRIEND  TO  DO 
HIS  OWN  EXERCISING  DURING  HARD  WEATHER,  "  AS  IT  INSURES  YOUR  HORSES  AGAINST  THE  NEGLECT  OF  GROOMS,  AND  ALSO  KEIFS 
YOU  IN  FORM."  [He  tries  it,  amd  finds  it — 03  above. 


THE  DANDY  AFGHAN  KHAN. 

(Cabulee  Version  of  apipular  Comic  Song.) 

AIR—"  The  Dandy  Coloured  Coon." 
Ameer,  dressing  for  a  projected  Visit,  singt : — 

FOOLS  called  me  a  mere  "Nigger"  when  I  felt  Dame  Fortune's 
frown; 

Up  and  down— I  have  known  ; 
But  now  the  folks  all  say,  "  Why,  you  're  fit  to  wear  a  crown. 

Black  or  brown — you  've  won  renown." 
Now  a  lot  of  gossips  they  patter  and  spy. 
Someone  says,  "  He  wants  to  have  the  Muscovite  hard  by." 
"  Muscovite ! "  said  I, — "  hard  by !— you  're  mistooken ! 
This  Ameer  wants  to  see  no  Muscovite. 

Not  at  all !— not  a  bit  !— 
'Tain't  for  him  at  all  the  Afghan  crown  is  meant! " 

"  Go  on !  "—say  they,—"  Who  is  it  ?  " 

Chortu. 

"  Why,  it's  AB-DUB- RAHMAN,  son  of  AFZUL,  son  of  DOST  MOHAM- 
MED, means  to  rule  the  fierce  tdghan ! 

Don't  you  know  me  ? — Go  on  I— Well,  you  will,  my  good  man, 
For  I  'm  AB-DUR-BAHMAN  the  dandy  Afghan  Khan ! " 

Now  a  man  like  me  is  a  terror  to  the  tribes, 

The  Shinwaris, — the  Ghilzais ! 
And  ISHAK  KUAN  and  others  found  me  galling  to  their  kibes, 

When  revolts— they  would  raise. 
They  've  been  putting  it  about  the  Ameer  is  ill. 
(Wouldn't  they  delight  to  administer  a  pill !) 

"  Ameer,  you're  Ul — mortal  ill !  " — but  I  wasn't 
"  You  've  palpitation,"  the  quidnuncs  state, 

"  From  your  soles — to  your  scalp. 
ISHAK  at  Samarcand  makes  your  heart  palpitate ! " 

"  Go  on !  "—said  I,—"  nary  palp ! " 

Chorus. — For  I  "m  AB-DUK-UAIIMAX,  &c. 


Now  I ' ve  long  had  an  ambition  to  far  England  for  to  go, 

Don't  you  know, — that  is  so  1 
See  Empress-Queen  VICTORIA  and  Mister  WALKS  also. 

I  'm  asked  to  go— to  that  show ! 
The  Empress-Queen  to  visit  me  doesn't  care. 
(And  doubtless  Afghan  fashions  might  make  VICTORIA  stare.) 

But  there— I  swear— I  '11  go !— and  I  'm  going ! 
Men  may  say  "  It 's  the  Shah  that  this  show 's  about !  "— 

And  another  "  You  're  an  ass,  Sir ! 
'Taint  the  Shah-in-8hah  at  all— you  're  a  long  way  out !  "— 

"  Go  on !  "—he  '11  say,—"  ain't  it  NASSAU  ?  " 
Chorut.— No,  it 's  AB-DUH-RAHMAN,  &o. 

So  I  '11  dress  the  part  as  near  as  can  be, 

Please  JOHN  B. — don't  you  see  I 
My  close-fitting  lambswool  and  silver  filagree, 

Empress  V.— might  find  "free." 
Should  the  tribesmen  twig  this  peculiar  rig 
They  'd  think  their  Ameer  had  turned  Infidel  Pig. 

What  a  toff !— Well,  I  '11  say— I  'm  here— to  see  the  Empress  1— 
What  is  that  "  coon  "  all  the  comics  sing  about  ? 

Mister  BBOWN— JOHN  JAMES  ! 
If  as  to  me  Mister  BULL  has  a  doubt, 

Go  on !— I  '11  say. — My  names  ? 

Chorus. 
Why,  they're   AB-DUB.-BAHMAN,  son   of   AFZUL,  son   of   DOST 

MAHOMM ED,  wearer  of  the  Afghan  Crown. 
Don't  you  know  me  P— Go  on  ?— Well,  you  will  very  soon, 
For  I'm  AB-DUB.-BAHHAN  KHAN,  the  dandy  Afghan  coon ! 

"  HALE  FELLOW,  WELL  MET."— "  PLBRBE  BLANC,  the  hale  Savoyard 
of  eighty-eight,  took  his  usual  place  in  the  French  Chamber,"  reports 
the  Times  correspondent  last  week,  "and  delivered  one  of  his  cus- 
tomary addresses." 

What  a  charming  party  of  three, 

BISMARCK,  BLANC,  and  Mr.  Q  , 

Decidedly  very  much  alive, 

Umited  agei  Two  Four  Five 
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COUNTER-IRRITATION. 

A  STUDY  AT  A  WINTKE  SALE. 


THAT  PRECIOUS  DONKEY  ! 

(An  Episode  in  the  Life  of  A.  BrieJUis,  Junior,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law, 

in  Three  Parts.) 
PABT  II.— The  Passing  of  the  Picture. 

IT  may  be  remembered  that  the  gift  of  my  grateful  if  eccentric 
client  had  been  put  in  the  box-room  at  Justinian  Gardens.    There 
the  presentment  of  the  donkey  languidly  watching  jaded  villagers 
reposed,  amidst  the   possibly   congenial   surroundings   of    broken 
irambulators     superannuated   folding-doors,    and   half -forgotten 
e-awake  hats.    I  rather  regretted  the  fate  of  the  picture,  as  it 
i  to  me  that  it  might  have  served  as  a  not  invaluable  adver- 
mt.    As  a  large  proportion  of  the  forensic  world  knows,  I  not 
ifrequently  during  the  ruletide  season  entertain  some  of  my  friends 
at  the  Bar,  and  I  should  have  been  pleased  to  have  been  able  to  point 
ie  canvas  as  a  sort  of  testimonial.    However,  the  painting  had 
disappeared,  and  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  said  about  it 
I  am  reminded  by  this  reference  to  my  vacation  entertainments 
these  feasts  of  reason  anH  flnw0  of  soul"  (as 


UMnkl  m       H  ^^S*  of  »  chronic  cabstand    Tt  97  (wbJch 
1  think  I  may  describe  as  our  show-house)  there  is  a  butler    n 
there  are  few  at  Justinian  Gardens  who  cannrt  boast  of  a  "buttons  " 
I  do  not  secure  the  services  of  a  man-retainer  mvself  aiid  am  ^ 


framed,  and  have  treated  the  pasteboard  distinctions  I  won  at 
school  in  a  similar  fashion.  When  I  purpose  entertaining  my 
friends  at  the  Bar,  I  have  these  gratifying:  landmarks  in  my 
life's  history  polished  up  by  an  individual  known  in  my  house- 
hold as  "the  handy  man."  This  person  (towards  whom  I  enter- 
tain a  friendlv  regard),  for  a  certain  sum  an  hour  undertakes  to 
do  anything  1  require.  I  believe  that  he  can  paint  a  house, 
build  a  conservatory,  cut  down  a  forest,  and  reconstruct  an 
aquarium  with  equal  facility.  But  it  is  only  right  to  say  that 
I  make  this  statement  on  the  faith  of  his  guarantor — the  gentle- 
man who  was  good  enough  to  procure  for  me  the  advantage  of 
his  services — and  cannot  speak  from  personal  knowledge.  So 
far  I  have  only  had  the  opportunity  of  testing  his  capabilities 
in  window- cleaning  and  the  dusting  of  works  of  art.  In  per- 
forming these  domestic  duties  he  shows  great  energy,  and  even 
daring.  He  seems  to  delight  in  standing  on  window-ledges 
and  the  outer  edges  of  flights  of  stairs.  I  have  been  given  to 
understand  that  he  glories  in  these  displays  of  hardihood,  as 
they  remind  him  of  the  diys  and  nights  when  he  acted  as  a 
rather  prominent  member  of  the  Fire  Brigade. 

"Mr.  WLLKINS,"  I  said,  on  my  departure  for  the  Temple, 
"I  shall  esteem  it  a  favour  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
employ  your  leisure  to-day  in  repainting  the  waterbutts,  sweep- 
ing the  kitchen  chimney,  putting  glass  in  the  conservatory, 
regilding  the  mirror  in  the  study,  and,  if  you  have  time,  dust- 
ing my  testimonial." 

"Certainly,  Sir,"  replied  my  valued  acquaintance,  and  before 
I  had  closed  the  hall  door,  the  sounds  of  the  rumbling  sticks 
told  me  that  he  had  already  commenced  to  remove  the  super- 
fluous soot  from  the  culinary  smoke-hole. 

I  had  rather  an  arduous  day  at  Pump-Handle  Court.  I  had 
quite  an  accumulation  of  circulars,  and  a  consent  brief  that 
required  very  careful  attention.  The  latter  was  not  endorsed 
with  my  name,  but  I  saw  to  it  on  behalf  of  a  colleague.  After 
I  had  spent  some  hours  in  the  little  frequented  (during  the 
vacation)  realms  of  the  Temple,  I  returned  to  Justinian  Gardens, 
which  I  need  scarcely  tell  an  experienced  cabman  is  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  that  continually  rising  locality — Earl's  Court. 
The  door  was  opened  by  Mr.  WILKINS  in  person,  who  antici- 
pated the  turning  of  the  proprietorial  latch-key. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Sir."  said  my  trusted  employe,  "that  I 
have  had  an  accident.  While  I  was  dusting  the  military  en- 
listment card " 

"  You  mean  my  commission  ?" 

"  I  do.  Sir.  It  came  down  with  a  run.  You  see,  Sir,  you 
have  had  him  rather  heavily  framed.  Unfortunately,  Sir, 
when  I  passed  the  polish  brush  over  him  the  nail  did  not  hold, 
and  it  gave  suddenly.  The  picture  made  a  nasty  mark  on  the 
wall,  and  smashed  up  when  he  got  to  the  flooring.  I  would  have 
reframt  d  him,  but  all  the  shops  close  early  on  a  Thursday,  and  I  can 
get  no  glass." 

"  Well,  what  have  you  done  ?  "  I  asked,  in  a  tone  of  some  annoy- 
ance, for  I  pride  myself  on  my  commission,  and  am  proud  of  showing 
it  to  my  friends. 

"  Well,  Sir,  I  went  up  to  the  box-room  to  see  if  I  could  find  any- 
thing that  would  do,  and  have  looked  up  an  affair  that  I  think  will 
meet  with  your  approval." 

By  this  time  I  had  reached  the  place  where  the  wall  was  damaged. 
The  spot  was  covered  by  a  picture. 

"  I  did  my  best,  Sir.  I  washed  the  canvas  with  soap  and  water, 
and  put  the  polishing  brush  over  the  frame.  Of  course  the  subject 
ain't  worth  much,  but  for  a  stop-gap  it  isn't  bad.  Now  is  it  ?  " 

I  then  found  that  Mr.  WILKINS  had  hidden  the  faulty  hall  paper 
with  the  picture  that  had  been  presented  to  me  by  the  gentleman 
who  had  raised  a  claim  to  the  throne  of  the  Celestial  Empire. 
Secretly  pleased  that  I  could  now  have  an  opportunity  of  referring 
to  the  gratitude  of  my  client  to  my  learned  anddistinguished  friend, 
APPLEBLOSSOM,  Q.C.,  who  had  promised  to  dine  with  me  that  evening, 
I  readily  accepted  tho  apologies  of  the  penitent  WILKINS. 

I  will  put  it  allrisfht  to-morrow,  Sir,"  said  my  distressed 
employe.  "  I  will  get  some  glass,  fix  up  your  enlistment  card,  and 
have  it  done  before  I  rebuild  the  pantry  and  whitewash  the  ceiling 
of  the  bath-room." 

Satisfied  with  the  promise  I  thought  no  more  of  the  contretemps 
until  after  dinner,  when  my  attention  was  directed  to  it  by  APPLE- 
BLOSSOM,  Q..C.,  who  had  made  himself  vastly  agreeable  after  the 
ladies  had  retired  and  left  us  to  discuss  the  chestnuts  and  the  port. 

Hullo,  BRIEFLESS,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  where  did  you  get  that  Old 
BOOTS  f " 

I  told  my  story  of  the  grateful  client,  and  young  BANDS,  who  I 
fancy  is  thinking  of  reading  in  my  chambers,  regarded  me  (I  venture 
to  believe)  with  increased  respect. 

"  Bless  me,  you  have  a  treasure !  "  continued  APPLEBOSSOM  Q,  C 
who  seemed  wrapt  in  admiration.     "That  is  a  genuine  Old  BOOTS. 
You  can  always  tell  him  from  Young  BOOTS  by  the  manipulation  of 
his  animal  s  ears.    Look  at  those,  Sir  1    Splendid !    Why,  who  could 
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paint  a  donkey  like  that  ?    By  Jove,  BRIEFLESS,  you  are  in  luck  I 
You  ought  to  make  a  fortune  out  of  it  at  CHRISTIES  !  " 

"  Why,  is  it  very  valuable  ?"  I  asked.  "  I  am  not  much  of  an 
art  connoisseur,  and  I  frankly  confess  I  know  very  little  of  Old 
SHOES." 

"  Old  BOOTS,  Sir!  "  cried  APPLEBLOSSOM,  Q.C.  "  Why  I  thought 
all  the  world  knew  Old  BOOTS  !  One  of  the  grandest  painters  of  the 
eighteenth  century  !  He  (rot  that  particular  delicacy  of  touch  which 
you  can  trace  in  that  donkey's  ears  by  never  commencing  to  paint 
his  animals  until  he  was  recovering  from  delirium  tremeni.  Whjr, 
Sir,  that  animal  is  simply  superb.  Look  at  his  mane,  Sir !  Why,  it 
is  simply  marvellous! 

I  did  look  at  the  donkey's  ears  and  mane,  and,  with  the  assistance 
of  young  HANDS,  went  into  an  ecstasy.  The  ears  of  the  animal  were 
certainly  magnificent. 

I  must  admit  I  was  excited  during  the  rest  of  that  eventful  even- 
ing. I  determined  to  keep  the  secret  of  my  good  fortune  to  myself. 
I  thought  I  would  surprise  the  lady  who  does  me  the  honour  to  bear 
my  name,  by  telling  her  that  I  had  become  a  rich  man  after  I  had 
cashed  the  cheque  I  was  sure  to  receive.  All  the  following  day  I 
made  plans  for  the  spending  of  my  fortune.  I  would  have  a  box  in 
the  Highlands,  a  pied-a-terre  in  Pans,  and  a  pyramid  in  Egypt.  I 
would  present  my  Inn  with  a  massive  gold  snuff-box,  and  POR- 
TINOTON  should  have  a  silver-mounted  meerschaum.  If  my  age  did 
not  bar  my  progress,  I  would  seek  service  in  the  Militia — as  a  lieu- 
tenant-colonel. There  was  no  limit  to  my  ambition. 

When  I  returned,  Mr.  WILKINS  (who  is  thoroughly  conscientious), 
having  finished  the  rebuilding  of  the  pantry  and  the  whitewashing 
of  the  bath-room,  had  departed.  He  does  not  waste  his  time,  and 
only  charges  me  for  the  hours  he  actually  expends  in  honest  labour. 
I  hurried  to  the  spot  where  my  Old  BOOTS  was  temporarily  resting 
before  removal  to  the  far-famed  auction-rooms  in  King  Street, 
St.  James's.  I  turned  pale. 

"  Why,  what  is  this  r"  I  asked,  trembling  with  emotion. 

"Your  commission,  dear,"  said  my  better  seven-eighths.  "It 
looks  better  than  the  picture,  although  I  must  say  the  donkey  im- 
proves on  acquaintance.  It  really  was  very  well  painted.  I  am 
quite  sorry  Mr.  WILKINS  has  taken  it  away." 

"  WILKINS  taken  it  away  ?  "  I  gasped  out. 

"  Yes.  He  said  that  you  didn't  seem  to  care  for  it,  so  he  went  off 
to  try  and  sell  it." 

"  Why !  "  I  exclaimed,  and  my  voice,  through  my  deep  emotion, 
dropped  almost  to  a  whisper,  "  it  is  an  Old  BOOTS  !  " 

An  Old  BOOTS!"  cried  my  better  seven-eights,  becoming  as 
excited  as  myself.  "  Why,  our  fortunes  are  made !  An  Old  BOOTS  ! 
Oh,  why  didn't  you  tell  me !  An  Old  BOOTS  !  Fancy  having  an 
Old  BOOTS!" 

"  But  we  haven't,"  I  returned,  almost  in  tears.  "  The  handy-man 
has  gone  off  with  it !  What  are  we  to  do  without  our  Old  BOOTS  !  " 

"  We  will  get  it  back !  "  returned  my  better  and  more  important 
fraction,  with  determination. 

Whether  we  did  recover  our  lost  treasure,  or  fail  in  the  attempt, 
must,  owing  to  the  exigencies  of  space  (so  I  am  given  to  understand), 
form  the  subject  of  another  and  concluding  contribution.  The  chase 
after  our  Old  BOOTS  was  not  without  adventures  of  a  distinctly 
exciting  character. 

MY  PETTY  JAYNE  !  * 

AIR—  "ify  Pretty  Jane." 

MY  JAYNE,  my  JAYITE,  my  Bishop  JAYNB, 

0  never,  never  more  be  sly, 
You  '11  meet,  you  '11  meet  with  no  green  even  in 

This  correspondent's  eye. 

"  Charge,    CHESTER,    charge."      Do    what    you 
th-i-nk 

Your  di-o-cese  will  stand. 
But  do  not,  do  not  stain  with  i-n-k 

Your  Gothenburgian  hand. 

So  JAYNE,  my  JAYNE,  my  petty  JAYSB, 

0  never,  never  more  b«  sly. 
You'll  meet,  you'll  meet  with   no  green   even 

in 

This  correspondent's  eye. 
*  See  recent  letters  and  article  in  Times  within  the  last  fortnight. 


"  To  ROME  FOR  SIXTEEN  GUINEAS."— The  travellers,  it  is  an- 
nounced, will  be  "  lectured  by  the  Bishop  of  PETERBOROUGH  and  Mr. 
OSCAR  BROWNING."  What  a  delightful  prospect  for  a  pleasant  trip  ! 
Fancy  being  lectured  all  the  way  as  to  what  to  eat,  drink,  and  avoid, 
oa  comportment  and  deportment,  on  smoking,  on  registration  of 
baggage,  on  economy,  etc.,  etc..  by  a  Bishop  and  one  of  the  OSCARS. 
0  what  a  time  they  will  have  of  it ! 


BONNIE    W.    G. 

A  SUNH  OF  THE  SNOWY  SOUTH. 

["  '  We  were  caught  in  a  snowdrift '  was  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  explanation. 
'  In  Scotland  they  would  hare  cleared  it  away  in  no  time,  but  here  they  are 
not  accustomed  to  deal  with  snow  ;  '  and,  with  upright  bearing,  and  carry- 
ing a  travelling  rug  which  he  refused  to  give  up  to  a  servant,  he  marched 
out  of  the  station  with  a  springy  gait." — Central  ffewi  Telegram  from  Caana.] 

AIR—  "Bonnie  Dundee." 

To  our  own  G.  0.  M.  'twas 

the  doctor  who  spoke ; 
"You'd  better  get  out  of 
our     frost,     fog,    and 
smoke. 

You  are  now  eighty-five, 
though  a  wonder  you  be ; 
So  follow  the  sun,  bonnie 

W.  G. ! 

Come  flit  from  cold  Hawar- 
den,  and  fly  off  to 
Cannes, 

The  sunny  South  calls  you. 
our  own  Grand  Old  Man ! 
Take    the  first    train    de 
luxe,  and   be  off,  fair 
and  free, 

To  RKNDEL  and  roses, 
dear  W.  G. !  " 

The  G.  0.  M.  's  off  to  the 

southward — to  meet  _ 
Not    sunshine,   but  train- 
stopping  snow-drift  and 
sleet 

Yet  he  "pops  up "  at  Cannes  as  alert  as  can  be, 
After  five  hours  long  snow-block,  our  W.  G. 
Then  fill  up  the  cup  to  our  CRICHTON  at  Cannes. 
NESTOR  wasn't  a  patch  on  pur  own  Grand  Old  Man  ; 
May  he  come  back  as  bonnie  as  bonnie  can  be, 
For  we  've  not  seen  the  last  of  our  W.  G. ! 


OUK  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

IT  is  noteworthy  how  in  recent  years,  in  the  matter  of  fiction,  the 
star  of  Empire  shineth  in  the  North.  After  WALTER  SCOTT  estab- 
lished the  sovereignty  of  Scotland  in 
the  world  of  British  fiction,  there 
was  a  long  pause.  In  our  generation 
WILLIAH  BLACK  came  to  the  front. 
Later,  we  have  had  STEVENSON, 
BARRIE,  and  CROCKETT.  Now  here  is 
IAN  MACLAREN  with  his  cluster  of 
gem-like  stories  gathered  Jlesiile  the 
Bonnie  Briar  Bush  (HoDDER  AND 
STOUOHTON).  My  Baronite  tells  me 
that  of  the  collection  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
likes  best  "A  Doctor  of  the  Old 
School."  Where  all  is  good  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  establish  supremacy.  But  for 
simple  pathos  and  for  the  skill  of 
drawing  with  a  few  touches  living 
figures  of  ftVh  and  blood,  this  sketch 
is  certainly  hard  to  beat.  Yet  "A 
Lad  of  Pairta  "  runs  it  close.  A  very  beautiful  book,  full  of  human 
nature  in  its  simplest  form  and  most  pathetic  circumstances. 

Says  the  Baron,  "  What  I  who  have  read  Mr.  BRAM  STOKER'S  latest 
romance  could  tell  you  about  The  Watter'i  Mou'  would  make  your 
mou'  watter  with  longing  desire  to  devour  it.  It  is  excellent :  first 
because  it  is  short ;  secondly,  because  the  excitement  is  kept  up  from 
first  page  to  last;  and  thirdly,  because  it  is  admirably  written 
throughout ;  the  scenic  descriptive  portion  being  as  entrancing  as  the 
dramatic.  It  is  brought  out  in  the  Acme  Series  in  charge  of  A 
CONSTABLE,  and  its  full  price  is  only  one  shilling." 

A  good  short  story  is  to  be  found  in  A  Clear  Case  of  the  Super- 
natural, by  REGINALD  LUCAS,  only  as  it  is  by  no  means  "  a  clear 
case,"  it  might  have  been  appropriately  entitled,  Fluke  or  Spook. 

THE  BARON  DE  BOOK-WORMS. 


i 


MOST  APPROPRIATE. — "  Gunner  J.  C.  ROCKETT  promoted  to  rank 
of  Chief  Gunner  in  the  Queen's  Navy."  Of  course,  quite  right  to 
send  up  a  Rookett.  Only  got  to  present  him  with  a  house  at 
Gunnersbury  and  the  thing  is  complete. 
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A   COMPLIMENT. 

Proud  Jf other  (to  irritable  Old  Gentleman,  whose  beard  her  little  Soy  is  pulling  out  by  the  roott).  "  LITTLE  DARLINO  I    IT  "s  NOT  OFTEN 

HE  TAKES  SO  KINDLY  TO   STRANGERS  I  " 


"A  DIVIDED  DUTY." 

["What  we  fail  to  perceive,  at  least  to  any  adequate  extent,  in  the 
pleadings  of  the  spokesman  of  the  Lancashire  Cotton  Trade,  is  a  recognition 
of  the  paramount  importance,  even  from  a  commercial  point  of  view,  of  the 
Imperial  interests  that  depend  on  the  just  and  liberal  government  of  India." 
—  The  Tina.] 

An—  "  ffreen  Grow  the  Siuhei,  0  !  " 

Mr.  JOHN  Bun  sings  :  — 

DiNO-dqng  the  lasses  go  !    My  patience  it  quite  passes,  0  ! 
My  brain  it  tarns,  though  with  ROB  BUKNS,  I  dearly  love  the 
lasses,  0! 

There's  right  and  wrong  on  either  hand;  that's  clear  to  all  hut 

asses,  0  ! 
So  hold  your  whist,  drop  each  your  fist,  and  to  me  list,  fair  lasses,  0  1 

Lancashire   lass,   I  like    you  well.     You're   buxom,  brave,  and 

bonny,  0  ! 
But  do  not  slight  your  sense  of  right  in  hasty  greed  of  money,  0  1 

When  North  v.  South  "clemmed"  many  a  mouth,  what  patient, 

patriot  spirit,  0  ! 
Lancashire  showed!     All   England    glowed.     That    spirit    you 

inherit,  0  ! 

But  in  your  wrath  you've  missed  the  path  of  fair  and  patriot 

dealing,  01 
Nay,  do  not  pout    You'll  wake,  no   doubt,    to   right  Imperial 

feeling,  01 

The  Empire  's  wide  and  can't  be  tied  by  shackles  greed-begotten  0  ! 
My  only  duty  now,  my  beauty,  's  not—  to  sell  your  cotton,  0  ! 

Of  bulk  and  bale  your  sale  won't  fail—  if  you  keep  up  the  quality,  0  ! 
"'"1'"  to  "devil'8-du8t  "-which  mars  our  merchant- 


Some  rascal-muffs,  with  loaded  stuffs,   have  spoiled  the  Eastern 
market,  0  ! 

.  hark 


But  with  good  goods  you'll  hold  your  own,  despite  that  import 

duty,  0 ! 
But  you  can't  have  all  your  own  way,    my    bold — but  angry — 

beauty,  0 ! 

Miss  INDIA  there  needs  constant  care ;  she  has  not  your  resources,  0 ! 
You  raise  your  voice  against  my  choice  'twixt  two  unwelcome 
courses,  01 

But  I — though  loth— considering  both  on  my  responsibility,  0 ! 
Have  done  my  best,  and  for  my  pains  from  both  meet  incivility,  0  ! 

I've  tried  to  bear  the  balance  fair,  'twixt  countries,  trades,  and 

classes,  0  I 
And  lo !  my  lot  is  anger  hot  from  both  you  bickering  lasses,  0 ! 

Miss  INDIA'S  eyes,  at  the  Excise,  excitedly  are  flashing,  0 1 

My  dusky  dear,  'tis  hard  to  steer  'twixt  interests  wildly  clashing,  0 ! 

I  love  ye  both,  and  I  were  loth  to  make — or  see — ye  quarrel,  0  ! 
But— a  divided  duty's  mine,  and  that 's  my  homily's  moral,  0 ! 

And  so,  my  dears,  abate  your  fears,  and  likewise  stint  your  shindy,  0 1 
The  Lass  of  Lancashire  should  shake  hands  with  the  Lass  from 
"  Indy,"  0  I 

I'll  do  my  best  for  East  and  West.    Brim  high  three  bumper 

glasses,  0 1 
And  let's  drink  health,  and  love,  and  wealth  to  both  my  bonny 

lasses,  0 ! 

A  Colourable  Correction. 

"  BOBED  to  blues  by  a  Blue-Book  "  ?    I  fear  you  are  not 
Up  to  date  in  your  choice  of  a  tint,  my  dear  fellow. 

The  type  of  sheer  boredom,  and  dulness,  and  rot, 
Is  not  now  the  Blue  of  old  days,  but  the  Yellow. 

As  Blue-Stockings  now  half  the  sex  might  be  mustered, 

The  New  Woman  doubtless  wears  hose  hued  like  custard. 


NEXT     BEST     THING     TO     THE     PERSIAN    LOCOMOTIVE     CAKPET    OF 

EASTEKN  FABLE.— The  "  Travelling  Rug  "  of  Western  fact. 
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"A   DIVIDED   DUTY." 

MK.  BULL.  "  NOW,  GIRLS,  STOP  THIS !    REMEMBER  I  AM  RESPONSIBLE  FOR  YOU  BOTH." 
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THE    COUNTER-CHECK    QUARRELSOME. 

Mr.  JEwpus  Delasparre.    "I  WILL  ASK  YOU  TO  FAVOUK  MB,  MADAM,   BY  REFRAINING   KKOM   LAUGHING  AT  ME  ON  THE  STAGE 
DURING  MY  THIRD  ACT."  Mim  Jones  (sweetly).    "OH,  BUT  I  ASSURR  YOU  YOO 'RE  MISTAKEN,  MR.  DELASPARRE  ;   I  NEVER  LAUGH 

AT  YOU  ON   THE  STAGE — 1   WAIT  TILL   I   GET   HOME  I  " 


THAT  WEDDING  PEESENT. 

London.— JONES  is  going  to  be  married.  Of  course,  I  must  Rive 
him  i-omething.  But  what  ?  A  biscuit  box  '<  Commonplace  Good 
idea  to  look  for  something  more  interesting  and  unusual  during  my 
holiday.  J  ust  off  to  North!  taly.  Will  keep  my  eyes  open  along  the  way. 

Paris. — Walk  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  and  Boulevards.  Everything 
labelled  "Article  Anglais."  Must  really  get  him  something  made 
abroad.  Give  up  looking  in  Paris.  Shall  find  something  farther  on. 

Lucerne.  -  No  good  to  take  Swiss  wood  carving.  Can't  carry  home 
a  huge  fideb  >ard.  All  the  smaller  things  can  be  bought  in  London. 

Milan. — The  very  place.  There  is  an  exhibition  here.  Shall  pro- 
bably ste  something  beautiful.  Italy,  cradle  of  the  arts,  and  all  that 
sort  cf  thing.  Besides,  so  nice  to  say  to  JONES,  "  My  dear  fellow, 
here 's  a  little  trine  ;  got  it  in  Milan,  you  know.  It 's  modern,  but 
then  the  Italians  are  always  so  artistic."  To  exhibition.  Why, 
there  are  pictures  here !  Of  course,  just  suit  me.  Hurry  to  picture 
galltry.  Several  rooms.  Enter  eagerly.  After  a  short  time,  totter 
feebly  out.  and  ask  the  official  at  the  door  where  1  can  obtain  a  little 
brandy.  He,  evidently  alarmed  by  my  horror-stricken  face  and 
staggering  movements,  asks  civilly  if  I  am  ill.  Would  I  like  a 
chair '?  Should  he  fetch  a  doctor  ?  Thank  him,  and  say  it  is  nothing 
serious.  I  have  only  been  looking  at  a  few  modern  Italian  pictures. 
Crawl  to  the  refreshment  bar,  and  am  revived  with  cognac.  Then 
intp"ct  the  rest  of  the  exhibition.  Am  the  only  visitor,  which  is  not 
surprising,  for  there  is  nothing  to  tee  but  bottles !  An  exhibition  of 
bottles  !  They  are  said  to  be  full  of  wine,  but  I  do  not  see  how  that 
ma^es  them  more  beautiful.  Absurd  to  buy  JONES  some  bottles. 
And  equally  absurd  to  buy  him  s  >me  Italian  wine  when  he  can  get 
good  1  rench  wine  in  England.  Betides,  can't  carry  bottles  in  my 
Gladstone  bag.  Therefore,  give  up  Milan. 

Venice.— The  chief  manufactures  here  are  lace  and  glass.  Now 
JONES  never  wears  any  lace,  except  in  his  boots,  and  never  wears  any 


|  glass,  not  even  in  his  eye.  So  what  good  would  these  be  to  him  ? 
i  See  one  or  two  palaces  to  be  sold.  But  can't  take  them  home.  So 
j  give  up  Venice. 

Bologna. — More  useless  local  productions !  Here  they  make  sau- 
sages and  soap.  JONES  is  not  a  starving  scarecrow  for  want  of 
sausages,  nor  a  SIMEON  STYLITES  for  want  of  soap.  Must  therefore 
give  up  Bologna.  This  wedding  present  begins  to  weigh  me  down. 
At  each  new  place  it  obtrudes  itself  between  me  an  all  the  beautiful 
things  I  look  at.  Must  really  get  something  in  Florence. 

Florence. — Great  Scott !  It 's  worse  here.  A  life-size  marble 
statue,  or  a  mosaic  table  weighing  nearly  a  ton.  Have  serious 
thoughts  of  bu\ing,  at  a  great  reduction,  an  extra  large  statue, 
hitherto  unsaleable  on  account  of  its  size,  and  then  telling  JONES 
that  his  wedding  present  is  waiting  for  him  here,  if  he  will  come 
and  fetch  it.  The  dealer  astcs  2.000  lire.  I  understand  shopping  in 
Italy.  Early  one  morning  offer  him  50.  He  at  once  comes  down  to 
1,000.  I  go  up  to  100.  Discuss  for  one  hour,  haggle  for  another 
hour,  dispute  angrily  tor  a  third.  Then  go  off  to  dejeuner.  Closing 
prices— dealer  725,  myself  250.  Back  again  after  interval  for 
refreshment.  Begin  quietly.  Opening  prices — dealer  720,  myself 
251.  Discussion,  haggling,  dispute  as  before.  Indignant  marchings 
out  by  me,  frantic  pursuits  by  the  dealer.  Final  prices— dealer 
403,  myself  396.  Each  of  us,  hoarse  and  exhausted,  refuses  to  yield 
another  centesimo.  So  do  not  buy  statue  for  JONES,  and  give  up 
Florence.  Genoa  is  the  last  chance. 

Genoa.— Velvet  ?  What 's  the  good  of  velvet  to  JONBS  P  Besides 
it  is  fabulously  dear,  something  like  attar  of  roses  at  so  much  a  drop. 
Must  give  up  even  Genoa. 

London.— Back  a:<ain.  Have  bought  a  biscuit  box  and  sent  it  to 
JONES.  Since  thtn  have  met  JONES'S  cousin,  and  SMITH,  and  JONES'S 
brother-in-law,  au.l  Mrs.  ROBINSON,  and  a  few  other  mutual  friends. 
We  disagree  in  many  things,  but  in  one  we  teem  to  be  unanimous. 
We  have  all  given  him  biscuit  boxes ! 
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A   RULING    PASSION. 

Mr.  Meenister  MaeGlucky  (o. 
IH  !    ATE  I    AH,  W-E-EL  I 
Mr.  Ueenister  MacOlucky.  "  NAE,  NAK  1    GIE  UP  THE  MEENISTKY  1" 


,  (of  the  Free  Kirlc,  after  having  given  way  more  than  usual  to  an  expression  "a  wee  thing  strong" — despairingly). 
'  OH  !    ATE  I    AH,  W-E-EL  I    I  'LL  HAE  TA  GIE  'T  UP  I"  Mr.  Elder  Macffab.  "  WHA-AT,  MAN,  GIE  UP  GOWF  ?' 


A  PSALM  OF  (HOLIDAY)  LIFE. 

What  the  heart  of  the  Small  Boy  said  to  the 
Dytpeptie  Pessimist. 

TELL  me  not,  in  Christmas  Numbers, 

Yule  is  a  dyspeptic  dream, 
A  tradition  that  but  cambers 

What  smugs  call  "  the  social  scheme." 

Yule  is  jolly.  Yule  is  earnest ! 

A  sick-bed  is  not  its  goal ; 
Prig  who  rich  plum-pudding  spurnest, 

Tkou  art  destitute  of  soul. 

Not  mere  "  sapping,"  which  means  sorrow, 
Is  youth's  destined  end  or  way : 

Bnt-^to  think  that  each  to-morrow 
Brings  us  nearer  Christmas  Day ! 

Terms  are  Ion?,  and  Vacs,  are  fleeting, 
And  our  "  turns,"  though  big  and  brave, 

Enow  that  there 's  an  end  to  eating 
When  at  lessons  we  must  slave. 

Oh,  the  railway's  welcome  rattle ! 

Oh  the  feeling  of  fresh  life  I 
Oh,  the  Christmas  Show  of  Cattle ! 

Oh,  the  fun  of  fork  and  knife ! 

Blow  the  Future !  it  'g  unpleasant ; 

Put  the  Part  clean  out  of  head. 
What  /like's  the  (Christmas)  Present. 

No  mere  ghost,  as  DICKENS  said. 

All^  hi»  jolly  books  remind  us 

Christmas  is  a  glorious  time. 
Don't  let  bilious  bogies  blind  us 

To  its  larks,  which  are  sublime. 


Only  wish  there  was  another 
Coming— in  a  month — again ! 

Stodge  is  bad  for  boys  ?    Oh,  bother ! 
Jean  stand  it,  right  as  rain ! 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 
(With  a  knife  and  fork  and  plate,) 

All  our  tips  at  tuck-shops  blueing, 
Learn  to  stodge,  ere  'tis  too  late ! 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 

X.— THE  CHAIH. 

As  soon  as  we  had  agreed  to  allow  the 
Parish  Meeting  Chairman  to  preside,  BLACK 
BOB  jumped  up  and  proposed  that  Mrs. 
LKTHAM  HAVITT  should  be  elected  to  the 
chair.  She  was  a  lady  whose  excellences  he 
need  not  dilate  on.  She  had  excellent  busi- 
ness habits,  and,  with  all  respect  to  Mrs. 
MARCH,  she  had  as  much  right  to  a  seat  on  the 
Council  as  that  lady.  Then  a  miracle  hap- 
pened. Mrs.  MARCH  not  only  did  not  resent 
this  reference,  but  actually  seconded  Mrs. 
HAVITT.  It  was  essential,  she  said,  that 
women  should  be  represented  as  fully  as  pos- 
sible, and  she  should,  without  hesitation, 
embrace  this  opportunity  of  securing  a  woman 
colleague.  This  made  the  situation  serious, 
not  to  say  hopeless.  After  she  had  sat  down, 
there  was  an  ominous  pause.  At  length  I  rose 
and  proposed  myself.  In  impressive  tones  I 
pointed  out  that  the  hand  of  the  electors  had 
pointed  in  no  uncertain  way  to  myself,  and 
that  since  no  one  else  had  proposed  my 
election,  at  the  risk  of  being  misunderstood 
once  more,  I  had,  on  public  grounds,  to  do  it 
myself.  After  another  painful  pause  the 


Parson  seconded  my  nomination.  Then  the 
voting.  Mrs.  HAVITT'S  name  was  put  first. 
She  got  4  votes— Mrs.  MARCH,  BLACK  BOB, 
and  his  two  comrades.  I  got  3 — the  Squire, 
the  Parson,  and  my  self.  And  so  I  was  toiled 
again — by  the  Eternal  Feminine. 

And  so  our  Parish  Council  is  at  last  com- 
plete, and  ready  for  action,  a  corporate  body 
in  the  eyes  of  the  law.  Possibly,  in  these 
pages  I  may  from  time  to  time  be  permitted 
to  relate  how  Mudford  progresses  under  our 
rule.  Possibly,  I  may  not.  But  in  any  case 
I  ought  to  add  that,  being  beaten  by  Mrs. 
HAVITT  has  not— well,  improved  the  domestic 
atmosphere.  Wifely  devotion  seems  to  be 
out  of  fashion  in  these  fin  de  siecle  days. 


DUTCH  ENTERPRISE. 

THE  question  of  alien  immigration  as  affect- 
ing the  British  Labour  Market  is  one  that 
occasionally  occupies  the  attention  of  the 
Legislature.  The  subjoined  advertisement 
cut  from  the  Daily  News  suggests  something 
even  worse : — 

HOLLAND.  — THE    FIRST   NETHERLAND 
STEAM   MUSTARD  and  SPICE  MILLS, 
visiting  the  whole  country,  wishes  to  represent  a 
first  English  house  in  articles  of  daily  consumption. 

It  is  bad  enough  to  have  foreign  labourers 
competing  with  our  people.  But  if  they  are 
going  to  send  over,  oodily,  their  mills  and 
other  labour  shops,  JOHN  BULL  will  be  obliged 
to  put  his  foot  down  and  kick  somebody. 


SEASONABLE  (?)  GREETING  FOR  A  CHINA- 
MAN.— A  Jappy  New  Year  to  you ! 
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VIVE  LE  TAILLEUR  DU  ROI. 

f "  Le  due  d'Orlcans  a  voulu  dormer  une 
lecjon  aux  mauyais  patriotei;  il  habile 
Londres,  il  charge  un  tailleur  parisien 
du  soin  de  garnir  ea  garde-robe." — 
French  Press.} 

ALONG  the  boulevard's  busy  curb 
That  bristles  bravely  with  etrennes, 

A  thing  has  threatened  to  disturb 
The  careless  vie  parisienne  : 

It   isn't  spies  or  journalist   black- 
mailers, 

It  is  the  question  of  monarchic  tailors. 

For  lo !  from  per  fide  Albion 

Has  lately  come  a  ducal  note 
With  patterns  for  a  pantalon 

And  therewithal  a  redingote  : 
(Observe,  in  passing,  that  the  royal 

billet 

Says  nothing  of  the  corresponding 
gilet). 

Now  while  in  matters  of  the  gown 

The  monde  of  Paris  sets  the  mode, 
Their  gay  flaneurs  that  paint  the 

town 

Long  since  affect  a  foreign  code, 
Developing  in  fact  a  steady  passion 
For  dressing  in  the  latest  London 
fashion. 

With  any  perfect  pitriot 
How  bitterly  it  stirs  the  bile, 

This  eraze  for  being  clothed  in  what 
Is  thought  to  be  the  English  style: 

It  makes  the  language  of  his  heated 
brain 

Occasionally  verge  on  the  profane. 

And  now  the  Exile,  armed  with  red 
Hot  coals  of  living  anthracite, 

Projects  them  on  his  country's  head, 
And  more  in  pity  than  in  spite 


FANCY    PORTRAIT. 


THE  REHEARSAL;  OR,  PRACTICE  MAKES  PERFECT. 

"Lord  H-LSB-RY  will  be  the  principal  guest  at  a  smoking  'At 
Home,'  Jan.  25th,  at  the  W-stm-nst-r  P-l-ce  Hotel."— Daily  Paper. 


Bids  France  that  hunted  him  and  his 

like  rabbits 
Henceforth  to  execute  hisdaily  habits. 

Some  fancy,  romping  at  results, 
The  constitution's  overthrow, 

A  view  unworthy  of  adults, 
According  to  the  Figaro  ; 

Itmakesademocratextremely  nettled. 

To    hear   the    thing    is   practically 
settled. 

Of  course  there  may  be  comething  in 
That  strange  omission  of  the  vest, 

Yet  were  it  little  short  of  sin 
To  lay  this  unction  to  the  bnast ; 

A  person  isn't  worth  a  paltry  filet 

Who  stakes  the  Third  Republic  on  a 
gilet. 

There  lacks,  you  see,  a  final  law 
To  guide  in  France  the  statesman's 

The  casual  ignited  straw         [RUHIC  ; 
Will  set  the  camel's  hump  aflame ; 

A  redingote  may  raise  enough  eclat 

To  bting  about  a  pretty  coup  d'etat. 

A  GENTLE  HINT  TO  THE  JUBILANT 
JAP. 

THERE  is  a  Jappy  land 

Far,  far  away, 
Where  Art  they  understand ; 

None  more  than  they. 
Now  in  fair  battle's  ring     [Wroo, 
They  've   pummelled  poor   PIBG- 
All  men  their  praises  ting 

Who  've  won  the  day. 

Bright  in  that  Jappy  land 

Beams  every  eye. 
But,  though  their  pluck  be  grand, 

Bar-bar-i-ty 

Their  choicest  gifts  will  mar, 
Blood  stains  their  rising  star, 
Foul  sl»u?hter  is  not  war. 

Fie,  Jappy,  fie! 


A  CABINET  SECRET. 

(Fragment  for  the  Historian  of  the  Future.) 

[After  the  Cabinet  several  of  the  Ministers  present  took  luncheon  with 
the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER. — Daily  Paper.} 

THERE  had  been  an  exciting  meeting  of  the  Members  of  the 
Ministry.  The  gathering  had  taken  place  at  noon,  and  after  several 
angry  altercations  it  had  been  adjourned.  But  the  objector-in- chief 
had  admirably  kept  his  temper.  He  came  of  a  gallant  and  illustrious 
race,  and  blood  is  thicker  than  water. 

"  I  must  not  forget  the  teachings  of  my  Uncle  DICK,"  he  had 
murmured,  as  it  was  suggested  that  two  of  his  favourite  pn  jects 
should  be  slaughtered,  like  the  infant  Princes  in  the  Tower. 

Then,  when  there  was  an  inclination  on  the  part  of  his  colleagues 
to  quarrel  amongst  themselves,  he  cleverly  fanned  the 
fire,  and  increased  the  incipient  strife. 

"  It  was  the  mode  adopted  by  my  maiden  Aunt,  QUEEN 
ELIZABETH,  and  it  succeeded  in  her  time.  Why  should 
the  passing  of  three  or  four  centuries  make  any  dif- 
ference ?  After  all,  human  nature  is — in  fact — human 
nature !  " 

And  so  the  dull  minutes  passed  away.  The  time  came 
for  luncheon.  Then  he  smiled  a  smile  full  of  mystic 
hospitality. 

It  will  put  the  bloodhounds  of  the  Press  off  the  scent 
if  I  ask  them  to  luncheon  with  me.  It  is  sure  to  be 
reported  in  the  papers,  and  who  will  imagine  that  I 
would  willingly  entertain  a  possible  opponent  to  the 
coming  Budget  ?  Moreover,  revenge  is  sweet ;  not  that 
I  would  take  it !  not  that  I  would  take  it !  " 

And  then  he  entreated  several  of  his  colleagues  to 
"crush  a  cup  with  him,"  using  a  phraseology  that  had 
found  favour  in  the  mouths  of  the  Crusaders. 

"  And  RpsEY,  will  not  you  come  ?  "  The  question  was  asked  with 
much  cordiality.  The  PREMIER  did  not  reply.  He  merely  smiled, 

and  the  smile  seemed  to  be  a  sufficient  answer. 

«»*»•* 

Shortly  afterwards  (as  subsequently  reported  in  the  newspapers) 
the  noble  Earl  took  luncheon  at  his  own  home. 
"I  wonder  what  wine  he  has  given  them?"    And  he  smiled'again. 


"BOYS  AND  GIRLS  COME  OUT  TO PANTOMIME!" 

SANTA  CLA  us,  the  afternoon  pantomime  at  the  Lyceum,  is  even  bet  ter 
than  Mr.  OSCAR  BARRETT'S  Cinderella  of  last  year.  There  is  plenty  of 
splendour  in  the  fairy  piece,  considered  merely  as  a  "  spectacle," 
enough,  indeed,  to  make  a  "  pair  of  spectacles,  and  to  cause  much 
speculation  as  to  how  they  manage  to  stow  away  all  the  tcenery, 
properties,  and  costumes  at  five  o'clock  every  afternoon,  in  order  to 
make  room  for  Xing  Arthur,  who,  on  the  temporary  abdication  of 
Santa  Clans  (a  part  admirably  acted  and  declaimed  by  Mr.  WILLIAM 
RIGNOLD),  reigns  at  the  Lyceum  from  eight  till  eleven.  But  besides 
the  dazzling  brilliancy  of  fairy  pantomime,  there  is  in  it  not  only  real 
fun  which  delights  tne  youngsters,  for  whom  the  entertainment  is 
primarily  intended,  but  also  a  touch  of  dramatic  pathos,  at  shown  in 
the  death  of  the  devoted  dog  Tatters,  a  dog  who  hag  his 
day  and  dies,  whose  cruel  fate  excites  the  ooropastion  of 
old  and  young  alike.  All  are  rejoiced  when  they  find  out 
that  clever  Mr.  CHARLES  LAI  HI,  of  whom  it  can  be 
complimentarily  said  that  "  he  is  a  perfect  b>ast,"  is  re- 
stored to  life,  and  that  the  Heavenly  Twins  are  happily 
revived. 

As  the  two  toy  soldiers  Messrs.  HARRY  and  FRED 
KITCHEN — the  front  and  back  kitchen— are  first-rate. 
But  where  all  are  so  good  it  is  impossible,  within  the 
limits  of  a  paragraph,  to  particularise.  Messrs.  BARRETT 
and  LENNAKD  are  to  be  congratulated,  and,  as  Hamlet 
says,  "  The  Pantomime 's  the  thing,"  and,  as  Shaks- 
peanan  readers  will  remember,  Hamlet »  father  went  to 
matinees,— wasn't  it  "his  custom  always  of  an  after- 
noon"?—only  there's  no  sleeping  here,  but  evtry- 
one  very  wide  awake,  and  all  "iroing  home  to  tea" 
thoroughly  satisfied  with  Santa  data.  Who  says  L» 
Roi  Pantomime  eit  mort,  when  the  Lyceum  is  crowded  for 
matinees,  and,  out«ide  the  doors  of  ('Id  Drury,  diily  and 
nightly  appear  the  placards,  "  House  Full "  't 


A  "Til  Err." — When  they  speak  of  some  one  of  the  Baby 
Baronets,  i.e.  the  recently  created  Baronets,  they  don't  say  he  is 
among  the  Old  'uns ;  but  He  is  among  the  New'nes." 
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'A  PENNY   PLAIN-  BUT 
OSCAR  COLOURED." 

(An 


Antagonistic 
to  Amusement.) 

SCENE  —  Anywhere.  Charac- 
ters diiitribtiteil  about  the 
Stage  in  more  or  lest  ad- 
mired confusion. 

Anybody.  So  we  are  living 
in  a  penny  romance.  And 
thi«  is  Society. 

(  'harlet  hit  Friend.  S(  ciety 
is  everything  but  sociable. 

Somebody.  But  why  should 
thePHiuE  MINISTKH  be  threat- 
ened by  a  professional  black- 
mailer ? 

Charles  his  Friend.  In  mat- 
tern  of  this  kind  the  PKKMIER 
is  the  dernier. 

Someone  Else.  But  surely 
the  same  sort  of  thine  has  been 
done  by  SAKDOU  in  Dora  f 

Charles  his  Friend.  Why 
not?  A  dramatist  has  only 
one  virtue,  he  never  invents  a 
drama. 

A  Casual  Visitor.  Then  we 
have  only  to  regard  the  Adelphi 
an  a  model,  and  take  the 
Wildest  license  with  the 
dialogue. 

Chnrles  his  Friend.  Quite 
BO.  After  all,  a  paradox  is 
merely  a  platitude. 

A  Caller.  But  do  great  men 
do  these  things  ? 

Charles  his  Friend.  The 
great  do  all  things  because 
they  are  little. 

A  Lady.  Surely  a  wife 
should  look  up  to  her  husband  '( 

Charles  his  Friend.  So  she 
does—  unless  she  wears  high 
heels. 

A  Person.  And  a  wife,  if 
«h»  found  her  husband  in 


INDUCTION. 

'Is  THIS  THB  NEW  BABY,  DADDY  ?"—"  YES,  DEAR," 
'WHY,  HE  's  GOT  NO  TEETH  I"— "No,  DEAR." 
'AKD  HE'S  GOT  NO  HAIR!"— "No.  DEAR." 
'  OH,  DADDY,  IT  MUST  BR  AN  OLD  BABY  I " 


trouble,  would  surely  cleave  to 
him? 

Charles  his  Friend.  So  she 
would,  if  >he  only  knew  where 
to  find  him. 

Another  Person.  That  re- 
minds me  that  a  play,  to  be 
successful,  must  have  the  plot 
of  a  shilling  shocker—  much 
diluted. 

Charles  his  Friend.  A 
shocker  shocks  no  one  save  its 
— publisher. 

A  Neiv  Comer.  Then  the 
blackmailer  was  defeated  in 
the  end — as  bad  people  inva- 
riably are  whi-n  vice  is  at  a  dis- 
count and  virtue  at  a  pre- 
mium. 

Charles  his  Friend.  Virtue 
never  is  at  a  premium,  save 
when  it  is  mistaken  f»r 
vice. 

A  blase  Man  of  the  World. 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  thi<,  1 
have  had  a  pleasant  evening. 

Charles  his  Frieml.  So  has 
an  author  when  he  is  laughing 
in  his  sletve  and  coiifuses 
black  with  white. 

Someone.  But  doe«  the 
author  never  know  the  differ- 
ence? 

Charles  his  Friend.  Wha« 
does  it  matter  ?  If  he  ihinks 
himself  right,  everybody  will 
know  that  he  is  wrong  ! 

The  Audience.  All  this  is 
very  clever  because  it  is  un- 
intelligible. 

The  Author.  So  I  believe. 
Only  I  stand  upon  my  irre- 
spons'bility.  But  is  anyone 
satisfied  with  anything  in  a 
playhouse  ? 

Charles   his   Friend.    Onlj 
with  the  fall  of  the  curtain ! 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  nothing 
in  particular. 


THE  REAL  NEW  WOMAN. 

I  OWN  there  are   heights   that  she  cannot 
attain. 

She  is  not  at  home  with  a  gun. 
In  pastimes  where  one  living  creature  is  slain 

She  cannot  perceive  any  fun  ; 
And  never  a  poor  feathered  songster  has  died 

Her  hat  or  her  bonnet  to  grace  ; 
And  after  the  honnds  it  were  torture  to  ride, 

Lest  Reynard  should  lose  in  the  race. 

And  much  she  ignores   that  New  Women 
should  learn, 

And  stilj  she  refuses  to  smoke  : 
One  wine  from  another  she  cannot  discern, 

But  she  's  splendid  at  seeing  a  joke. 
Her  love  and.  her  friendship  no  labour  can 
fret, 

No  jealousy  seems  to  alarm. 
In  1  1  utli,  not  a  mortal  oould  ever  forget 

Her  humour,  her  kindness,  her  charm. 

Thc.iigh  dozens  of  friends  of  her  fealty  boast, 
II.  ,  dMk  with  epistles  is  packed,    ' 

Her  very  own  relatives  love  her  the  most— 
A  somewhat  remarkable  fact  ! 

\\  itb  Wes  and  with  fools  she  ungrudgingly 
b- 


t-arp, 

A°Q  though  it  may  end  in  her  logs, 
ith  cabmen  she  never  can  wrangle  for  fares, 
UT  haggle  a  counter  across. 

Her  eyes,  that  are  loyal  and  fearless  and  kind 
At  wrong  or  injustice  will  flame, 


But  they  never  seem  anxious  a  failure  to  find, 

They  never  are  hasty  to  blame  ; 
And  well  she  is  loved  by  the  best  and  the 

worst, 

For  sympathy,  courage,  and  truth, 
For  friendship  unfailing  they  love  her,  the 

first  ; 
The  last,  for  her  infinite  ruth. 

Oh,  what  if  she  never  should  do  or  should 

dare 

In  regions  by  Woman  untrod  ? 
Yet,  when  her  step  passes,  men  turn  from 

despair, 

And  trust  in  the  world  and  in  God. 
Oh  what  if  no  "record"  she  cares  to  eclipse, 

Nor  manners  nor  morals  defies  ? 
But  pain  she  would  face  with  a  smile  on  her 

lips, 
And  death  with  a  light  in  her  eyes  ! 

"THE  GHIZEH  MUSEUM."—  A  question  has 
*£  T16'1  m  the  Time*  as  to  why  the  name 
™  pf°i«ssor  PETRIE  has  been  omitted  from 
the  Commission  for  the  Museum  of  Egyptian 
Antiquities.  The  answer,  whether  satisfac- 
tory or  not,  is  that  considering  the  over- 
whelming learning  on  this  special  subject  of 

e.  distinguished  Professor  it  is  probable 
that  the  energies  of  the  other  members  would 
be  Petne-fied." 


COLD   WEATHER.— 


s  the  Best." 


MRS.    BLOOMER. 

["The  news  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  BLOOMEK,  nt 
Council  BlurTg,  Iowa,  revives  many  memori.s  of  a 
distant  past  " — Daily  Graphic.] 

So  Mrs.  BLOOMER'S  gone  !  but  let  her  name 
Once  more  appear  in  Mr.  Punch's  pages. 
'Twas  long  ago,  almost  the  Middle  Age", 

That  LEECH'S  pencil  advertised  her  fame  ! 

Her  costume  was  unlovely— let  it  fade 
For  ever  from  the  ken  of  human  vision  ! 
Though  nowadays  'twould  (•caroe  provoke 
derision, 

If  worn  by  pretty  girls  and  tailor-made. 

For  by  the  lady-cyclist,  as  i-he  plies 
Her  pedal,  neatly  clad  in  knickeib'ukt-rs. 
See    Mn>.     BLOOMEK,    first    of     Grundj- 
sh<  ckers. 

Now  vindicated  in  Dame  Fashion's  eyes  ! 

But,  not  in  dress  alone  a  )  ioneer, 
She  edited  the  temp'rance  Wuter  Bucket. 
And  many  a  blow  'gain>t  drink  ^ith  pluck 
hit; 

Then  let  us  o'er  her  passing  i-hed  a  tt  ar ! 


AT  THE  EMPIBE.—  The  celebrated  chan- 
teuse  Mile.  MEALY  is  engaged.  We've  not 
yet  heard  her,  but  of  course  this  lady's  songs 
should  be  of  a  very  delicate  nature,  as  she 
herself  must  be  "  Menlv-Tnourhpd." 


JANUARY  26,  1895.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


37 


THE   COMYNS   AND   THE   GOIN'S    OF    ARTHUR. 


by  Macbeth- Mordred  (Mr.   FRANK  COOPER)  and  bis   be-witching 
mother  Lady  Macbeth- Morgan-le- Fay  (Miss  GEXEVIEVE  WARD). 

IT  was  a  pleasant  sight,  on  the  premitre  of  King  Arthur,  to  see  In  Act  Two,  while  EUen-Guinerere  and  girls  are  out  a-mayin?  in 
Mr.  COMYNS  CABR,  poet,  litterateur,  art-critic,  theatrical  manager,  one  of  the  most  lovely  of  "  As  You  Like  it"  woodland  scenes  (with  a 
orator,  journalist,  dramatist,  and  not  a  few  other  things  beside,  fool  in  the  forest,  too)  ever  beheld  on  any  stage,  Lady  Murbeth- 
gravely  bowing  his  acknowledgments  as  "  the  Arthur  of  the  piece"  Morgan  and  Macbeth- Mordred  overhear  the  love-making  of  Guinny 
at  the  Lyceum.  Beshrew  me,  and  by  my  halidome,  he  hath  done  his  and  Lancy ;  and  in  Act  Three  these  "  two  clever  ones,"  as  poor 
work  with  so  deft  and  cunning  a  hand  as  to  puzzle  not  a  little  those  Affery  was  wont  to  style  Flintwich  and  Mrt.  Clennam,  reveal  the 
who  have  their  GOETHE,  their  TENNYSON,  and  some  of  the  most  j  truth  to  Arthur-  Olhello,  who  has  taken  from  the  hand  of  the 
favourite  plays  of  WILLIAM  RHAKSPEARK  at  their  fingers'  ends,  and  |  t-uicided  Ophelia- Elaine  (Miss  LENA  ASHWELL)  a  note,  which  assists 
who  are  also  more,or'les8,'acquainttd  with  Wagnerian' trilogies. 

Weallknow  "  KETTLE 
began  it."  Well,  WAG- 
NER begins  this,  in  the 
Prologue,  with  spirits 
and  water,  i.e.,  mere 
spirits  getting  alone- 
swimmingly  in  a  kind 
of  Niebelungen  lake.- 
and-cavern  scene.  Not 
until  the  curtain  rose 
was  any  sort  of  atten- 
tion paid  to  the  music, 
which  might  have 
therefore  been  the  com- 
position of  NOAXES 
or  STOKES,  instead  of 
haying  been  exquisitely 
written  by  King  AR- 
TBUB  SULLIVAN. 

Enter  King  Arthur 
Irring  and  Merlin 
("Charles  his  friend"), 
suggestive  of  Macbeth 
and  Banquo,  to  seeWag- 
nerian  water  -  witches 
in  The  Colleen  Bawn's 
cave.  Wagnerian  water- 
witches,  disturbed  by 
the  approach  of  gentle- 
men, swim  away  to  re- 
gain, presumably,  their 
bathing-machines. 
Then  Charles-  his-f  riend 
Merlin  undertakes  the 
part  of  a  kind  of  balf- 
converted  Mephisto- 
pheles,  and  shows  the 
Faust- King- Arthur  a 
"  living  picture "  of 
Guinevere  as  Margue- 
rite in  a  vision.  After 
this  up  comes  a  hand 
put  of  the  water,  bear 
ing  a  magnificent!; 
jewelled  scabbard,  in 
which,  of  course,  is  that 
blade  of  the  very  first 
water,  "Excalibur." 

A  >  thur  accepts  the 
sword  with  thanks,  ob- 
serving that  "  if  neces- 
sary he  will  use  it  to 
make  any  cuts  the  piece 
may  require."  More 
chorus  of  water-sprites, 
and  end  of  prologue. 
Merlin,  or  a  spirit. 


C-m-nt  C-rr  (ruing  to  the  occasion  nut  of  the  myttie  mere).  "  Up  I  come  with  mjr  little  plot !  " 


ought  to  have  sung  "  Void  le  sabre."    This  chance  was  lost. 

The  next  scene  is  at  Camelot,  when  in  come  a  lot  of  knights  in 
armour,  and  the  story  begins  in  real  earnest.  Here  is  ELLEN  TERRY, 
sweet  and  majestic  as  the  Burne-Jonesian  Queen  Guinevere,  ana 
here,  too,  is  FORBES-ROLERTSON  as  Lancelot,  a  part  which  he  plays 
and  looks  to  perfection.  The  order  has  been  given  "All  wigs  abandon 
ye  who  enter  here,"  that  is  as  far  as  the  male  principals  are  con- 
cerned ;  so  they  all  "keep  their  hair  on,"  and  thus  HENBY  IRVING 
m  armour  looks  more  like  the  "  Knight  of  the  Woeful  Countenance," 
or  a  moustachioless  Dun  Quixote,  than  the  glorious  Chairman  of  the 
Goodly  Round  Table  Company. 

Sir  Lancelot  is  compelled  by  "circumstances  over  which  he  has 
no  control "  to  remain  behind  at  court,  all  through  the  selfishness  of 
A- '  «ff  Arthur  (so  unlike  him,  too,  for  once  ! ),  who  fancies  the  Round 
Table  will  be  a  trifle  dull  when  all  his  "  blooming  companions  have 


and  Excalibur,  a  notably  sharp  blade  on  occasion,  fails  him  now. 
Lancy  is  banished;  and  takes  it  very  quietly,  going  out  like  a 
lamb.  King  Arthur  and  aU  the  knights  go  off  to  the  wars,  leaving 
Guinevere  in  charge  of  Sir  Macbeth- Mordred  and  Mrs.  Morqan- 
le-Fay,  female  professor  of  necromancy,  table-turning-medium, 
"parties  attended,"  &o. 

In  Act  last  Guinerere  is  imprisoned  in  a  tower,  and  is  made  love  to 
by  that  awfully  Bad  Knight,  Sir  Mordred,  who  seizes  this  chance  of 
playing  Sir  Brian  de  Bois-Guilbert  to  Guinny' t  Rebecca,  only 
that  there  is  no  window  from  which  she  can  threaten  to  throw 
herself  :  and  so  the  wicked  wooing  comes  to  a  rather  tame  conclusion. 

In  the  last  scene  Mac- 
beth  -  Mordred  and 
Lady  Morgan- Macbeth 
are  now  King  and 
Queen,  and  poor  Rr- 
becca-Guinny  is  going 
to  be  burnt  a  la  Juice, 
when  the  herald's  chal- 
lenge is  answered  by  a 
very  Black  Knight, 
who  keeps  himself  aw- 
fnlly  dark,  and  who 
does  not  say,  "I  am 
RICHARD  CCETTR  D« 
LION,"  but  lifting  his 
steel  nose  -  protector 
(most  useful  except 
when  the  Knight  has 
a  bad  cold),  reveals 
"The  King!"  Then 
comes  the  fight— and 
ah,  would  that  here 
one  of  the  swords  could 
have  been  poisoned, 
and  that  Mordred, 
after  slaying  Arthur, 
should  himself  have 
been  stabbed  to  death 
by  his  own  weapon, 
while  at  the  same  time 
Mrs.  Morgan  -le  -  Fay 
might  have  shouted, 
"  See  the  Queen  drinks 
to  Arthur,"  and  then 
she  could  have  drained 
a  poisoned  cup,  and  so 
obtained  her  "coup  de 
gract." 

But  no !  COMYNS 
CARR  would  have  none 
of  thin.  The  wicked 
nourish.  Someone  said 
that  Sir  Lancelot  was 
killed  "without,"  but 


I  don't  believe  it.  My  private  opinion  is  that  the  sly  dog  Lancy 
sneaked  out  quietly,  waited  for  Guinerere,  and  then  they  both  went 
off  together,  to  Boulogne,  or  Monte  Carlo  maybe  ;  that  Morgan-l«- 
-Faytook  to  walking  in  her  sleep  and  warning  out  little  sanguinary 
spots  on  her  hand ;  and  that  Mordred  got  an  engagement  in  the 
provinces  to  play  logo ;  while  all  that  the  audience  know  of  King 
Arthur  is  that  he  went  off  with  three  Queens  of  the  Night  (perhaps 
signifying  that  he  ventured  on  a  water- party  with  only  three  sove- 
reigns) in  a  barge, — perhaps  "  the  craft  of  Merlin "  mentioned  by 
TENNYSON,— to  some  place  down  the  river,  where  he  was  said  to  be 
intern d,  and  at  whose  grave  kept  guard  the  well-known  "Water- 
bury  Watch."  However  all  this  is  but  surmise.  One  thing  IB  certain 
—that  King  Arthur  is  slill  alive,  very  much  alive,  and,  like  Lord 
ARTHUR  of  Pantomime  Rehearsal  fame,  "going  •*— — "  •*  «- 


Table  will  be  a  trifle  dull  when  all  his  "  blooming  companions  have  j  Lyceum,  for  very  many  Arthurian  nights  to  come, 
faded  and  gone."  and  so  the  unfortunate  young  knight  has  to  say  to   est  mart!     Vive  le  Rm  Arthur  '. 
the  Queen,  as  Mr.  CHEVALIER'S  Coster  sings  to  his  "lidy-love," 
'  I'm  bound  to  keep  on  lovin'  uur  !  fuer  'ear  f  "  and  he  is  watched 


strong."   at  the 
Le  Roi  Arthur 


Bravo,  COMYNS  !    Well  may  he  say  to  HENRY  IRVING,  "  Eh,  mon, 
and  he  is  watched  whar's  your  WDLLTE  SHAKSPEABE  noo  f  " 
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THE     SWORD     EXCALIBUR. 

(Scene  from  "King  Arthur"  up  to  date.) 

THB  SWORD 


THE   SWORD    INTO  THE   MERE  I '      WHY,  I   HAVEN'T  LOST  THE    SCABBARD 
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SOMETHING    LIKE 


CHARACTER. 


Huntsman  (on  being  introduced  to  future  Wife  of  M.  f.  H.).  "  PHOTO  TO  MAKE  TOUR  ACQUAINTANCE,  Miss  I     KNOWN  TH«  CAPTINO, 

MlSS,    FOR   NIGH    ON  TEN   SEASONS,    AND    NEVKR    HAW   'iM    TURN  *I8   'EAD     FROM     HAN  YTHINO    AS    WAS  JUHPABLI  I      KNOWS   A   '088  AND 
KNOWS  A   'OlTND  I      CAN    RIDE  ONE  AND  "UNT   T'OTHKR  ;    AMD    IF    THAT    AIN'T    AS    MUCH    AS  CAN    UK    LOOKED   FOR  IN   A   'UsBAND,    Ml.su, 

WHY,  I  'LL  BE  JIGGERED  I"  


THE  SWORD  EXCALIBUJL 

A  Very  Tapsy-turvicd  Arthurian  Legend 

Up-to-Date. 
DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


King  Arthur  (for  this  occasion) 
The  Bold  Sir  Bedivere  . 
Sir  Gawain  (Just  to  oblige)     . 
Mordred         .... 
Sir  Lancelot  .... 


SirW.H-RC-tJRT. 
Mr.  J-HN  M-RL-Y. 
L-rd  R-S-B-RY. 

Mr.  J  N.  K- DM-N i>. 
Mr.  G . 


THEN,  ere  that  last  weird  battle  'gainst  the 

Lords, 
There   came    on  Aimii'it,   sleeping,   in  his 

chair, 

At  Malwood — muring,  hy  his  own  fireside, 
After  much  totting  up  or  Trade  Returns, 
And  Navy  Estimates-^a  whisper  blown 
Along  a  wandering  wind,  andin  his  ear 
Went  shrilling,  "  Hollow !  hollow  !  Forfar 

Brigg! 

Our  Bmafl  majority  shall  pass  away 
Farewell!    There  is  thine   Hampshire  rest 

for  thee, 

But  I  am  blown  about  a  wandering  wind, 
Aad    'Follow!    follow!    follow!"  day   and 

night, 

The  fighting  factions  of  our  army  cry 
To  me— their  '  Leader ! '    And  I  cannot  face 
Five  ways  at  once,  and  it 's  a  beastly  bore ! 
And  if  I  could,  how  can  I  get  a  Bill 
Passed  by  the  Lords?" 

And  ARTHUR  woke,  and  called. 
"  Who  spake  ?    A  dream !    0  light  upon  the 
.  wind,  ['  cries ' 

Thjne,  GAWAIN,  was  the  voice — are  these  poor 
Thine?  Ordoth  that  same  army,  growing  wild, 
Mourn,  wishing  it  had  gone  along  with  Me  ?  " 

This  heard  the  bold  Sir  BEDIVERE,  and  spake : 
"  0  me,  my  Chief  I  to  pass  whatever  Bill, 
Upstairs,    seems    hopeless.      Tory    glamour 

clings 


To  all  high  places  like  a  darkening  cloud 
For  ever.    Is  it  your  intent  to  '  pass ' 
(In   Tennysonian    sense),    since    your    Bills 
won't?" 

And  AJSTHUR  said:    "Sir   BEDIYERE,  blue 

funk 

Sits  ill  upon  a  knight.    GAWAIN  is  light- 
No  one  at  least  can  say  the  same  of  me .' " 
(BEDIVERE    murmured,    "  No,   by  —  Behe- 
moth ! ") 

"  I  hear  the  steps  of  MORDRED  in  the  West, 
And  with  him  many  of  the  people  by  rights, 
And   thine,  whom   thou   hast   served,  un- 
grateful grown , 
The  idiots! — splitting  up  their  ranks — and 

ours! 

But '  pass,'  in  Tennysonian  sense  ?    No  fear ! 
I  shall  arise  and  smash  'em  as  of  old  !  " 

Then  to  King  ARTHUR  spoke  Sir  BEDIVERE  : 
"  Far  other  is  this  battle,  our  great  test, 
Whereto  we  move,  than  when  great  LASCE- 

LOT 

(Now  far  cavorting  in  the  snow  at  Cannes) 
Thrust  his  great  rival  from  St.  Stephen's  seats, 
And  shook  him  thro'  the  North.    Ill  doom  is 

ours 

To  war  against  our  rivals,  and  each  other. 
The  chief  who  fights  old   followers   fights 

himself. 
And  they,  old  friends  who  loved  us  once,  the 

stroke 

We  strike  at  them  is  a  back-stroke  to  us. 
Nay,  even  the  stroke  of  your  Exoalibur 
Hath  scarcely  its  old  swashing  force.    Men  say 
It  shall  not  strike  again, — men  whisper  so ! — 
That  she,  the  Lady  of  the  Hibernian  Lake, 
Awaiteth  its  return.    Ah !  you  unsheath  it ! 
Say,  must  I  take  it — take  Excalibur, 
And  fling  it  far  into  the  middle  mere, 
Mark  what  occurs,   and  lightly  bring  you 

word  y  " 


Then  spake  King  ARTHUR  to  Sir  BEDIVERE  :— 
"  0  sombre  Little-faith,  miscalled  the  Boldl 
Not  if  I  knotc  it  !    'Tis  a  beauteous  blade — 
Broad,  and  bejewelled,  and  but  lately  gript 
By  my  long-waiting  hand.    I  have  it  now, 
And  if  indeed  I  cast  the  brand  away, 
Surely  a  craven  donkey  I  shall  be ! 
What  good  should  follow  this,  if  this  were 

done? 
What  harm  undone  ?    By  George !  Sir  BKDI- 

VERE, 

'Twixt  frivolling  GAWAIN  and  too  doleful  you, 
I  have  a  pretty  pair  of  knightly  pals, — 
Nay,  I  mean  pali ry'd  knights !— to  back  me  up. 
Is  this  the  loyalty  of  the  Table  Round  ? 
Were  MORDRED  a  worse  traitor  ?  or  e'en  he, 
The  Midland  Knight,  who  pushes  for  my 

place 

As  he  did  for  Sir  LANCELOT'S  ?    Oh.  get  out ! 
What  should  my  dauntless  Derby  henchmen 

say  [white 

Should  I,  on  Wednesday,  show  the  feather 
And  say  I  'd  chucked  the  sword  Excalibur 
Away,  unchallenged,  in  a  fit  of  funk  ? 
I  lose  the  sword?     I've  not  yet  lott  the 

scabbard .' 

Nay,  I  shall  Hash  it  naming  in  their  sight, 
And   brandish   it,     and    promise    swashing 

blows 

Of  the  keen  blade,  as  ofttimes  heretofore. 
I  '11  outshine  TBHNTSON,  out-hero  iRvnre ! 
Trust  me  'tis  not  yet  time  for  that  weird  arm, 
'  Clothed  in  white  eamite,  mystic,  wonderful,' 
To  emerge  from  out  the  misty  middle-mere 
And  snatch  from  Me  the  Sword  Excalibur ! " 
[Freeze*  on  to  it. 

CERTAIN.— Mr.  KATO,  the  new  Japanese 
Minister  to  Great  Britain,  is  expected  to  be  a 
success.  On  hearing  his  arguments,  the  ob- 
servation that  will  spring  to  Lord  ROSKBERY'S 
lips  will  be,  "  KATO,  thou  reasonest  well" 
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A    FRIENDLY   WARNING. 

first  Tramp.  "I  WADNA  ADVISE  YE  TAB  GANG  UP  THERE  I" 
Second  Tramp.  "WHAT  WYE?  Is  THERE  A  MUCKLE  Douof 
First  Tramp.  "  No  ;  BUT  THERE  's  A  DAKOKR  o1  WARK  I " 


THAT  PRECIOUS  DONKEY ! 

(An  Episode  in  the  Life  of  A.  Briefless,  Junior,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law, 
in  Three  Parts.) 

PART  III.— The  Apotheosis  tjthe  Picture. 
THORK  who  have  done  me  the  distinguished  honour  of  reading  the 
«tory  of  my  And  of  a  genuine  VON  Booiz  (in  my  agitation  last  week 
1  referred  erroneously  to  the  great  master  as  Old  BOOTS)  will  re- 


•**»*/       w      vuv      p,  i  i   tiL       iiid. -^i.f   i        ti,-i      \_/m      JJLIU1.D  J       Will      Ft— 

member  that  I  had  got  to  the  point  where  the  picture  I  now  so  deeply 
been  removed  by  the  handy-man  to  be  sold,  no  doubt,  at 

iflnriHpp         \Vh«>n   nut  in  if  faa  oil  .,1..  4'..<*,,~.j..    1,~ \    T     ... 


a  crushing  sacrifice.  When  put  to  it  (as  all  my  friends'  know)  I  am 
a  man  of  an  iron  will  and  a  steel  determination.  There  is  no  sacrifice 
I  will  not  make  to  carry  a  fixed  plan  into  execution.  It  was  this  iron 
will  and  steel  determination  that  enabled  me  (somewhat  late  in  life) 
to  conquer  the  apparently  adamant  intention  of  the  Examiners  at 
Lincoln  s  Inn  and  get  called  to  the  Bar.  At  this  crisis  in  my  life's 
history  the  reserve  forces  of  my  nature  came  to  my  assistance,  and  in- 
1  me  to  hurry  without  a  moment's  delay  to  the  dwelling-place  of 

Btfore  discovering  that  the  VON  BOOTZ  had  been  removed  I  had 
assumed  (as  it  is  mv  wont  after  returning  from  Pump-Handle 
0  my  slippers.    Without  waiting  to  amend  my  costume  without 
lingering  to  recover  mv  umbrella  (now  reclining  in  its  stand    seem- 
iBly  exchanging  confidences  with  my  walking-stick),  I  started  for 
Panorama  Place,  Nine  Sisters  Road,  Rixton  Rise.    The  lady  who  has 
ired  me  by  accepting  my  name  had  furnished  me  with  this 
-the  abodepf  the  unconsciously-fugitive  WILKINS.    Without 
aiiraent  s  hesitation  I  hailed  and  entered  a  four-wheeler 

Panorama  Place,  Nine  Sisters  Road,  Rixton  Rise,"  I  said  in  the 
Guards  atWateri  WELLINGTON  ordering  the  advance  of  the 

The  cabman  shook  his i  head^  then  seemingly  pondered,  then  looked 
GreeD  '" 


I  have  always  considered  Mr.  WILKINS  a  model  of  sobriety.  But 
then  I  have  only  known  him  in  the  hours  devoted  to  duty,  to  the 
sweeping  of  kitchen  chimneys,  to  the  re-building  of  wash-houses, 
:o  the  re-papering  of  studies,  to  the  removal  of  grand  pianos  from 
sasement  to  attic,  and  other  little  domestic  offices.  In  his  moments 
of  relaxation  he  may  he  a  genial  rivrur,  and  in  this  character 
was  more  likely  than  not  to  live  in  close  proximity  to  the  no  doubt 
hospitable  tavern  to  which  the  driver  had  referred.  So  I  answered 
mv  Jehu  that  I  thought  it  exceedingly  possible  that  Mr.  WILKINS 
did  dwell  near  the  "Green  Compasses."  We  started,  and  after  a 
drive  for  which  I  was  charged  (and  in  my  opinion  rightly  charged) 
ive-and-sixpenee,  arrived  safely  at  Panorama  Place,  Nine  Sisters 
Uoad,  Rixton  Rise. 

The  shadow  of  anxiety  that  had  followed  me  through  what  I  may  be 
permitted  o  term  my  hackney  peregrinations  had  passed  away, 
lad  feared  that  when  I  had  successfully  tracked  out  Mr.  WILKINS  to 
lis  suburban  nest  I  should  find  him  flown.  But  no,  the  eagle  had 
not  lost  the  child,  the  handy  man  was  still  the  possessor  of  my 
pictorial  treasure.  At  least  so  I  presumed,  as  he  smiled  when  I  put 
to  him  the  all-important  question,  "  Where  is  my  VON  BOOTZ  ? ' 

"  This  is  what  I  have  done  with  him,  Sir,"  said  my  house- 
renovator,  leading  me  gently  into  what  I  take  must  have  been  his 
study.  The  apartment  was  furnished  with  two  spades,  a  saw,  two 
Hammers,  a  pot  of  glue,  a  model  of  a  fire-engine,  a  couple  of  stools, 
and  a  sideboard. 

"  Look  at  this  little  lot,  Sir,"  cried  Mr.  WILKINS,  whipping  oft  a 
cloth,  and  exposing  to  view  two  earthenware  flower-vases,  and  a 
small  model  (in  chalk)  of  an  easily  illuminated  (there  was  a  recep- 
acle  in  the  interior  large  enough  to  contain  a  taper)  cathedral. 

"  What  are  these  ?  "  I  demanded,  in  a  voice  more  or  less  suggestive 
of  thunder.  , 

"That's  what  he  gave  me  for  the  picture,  and,  asking  your 
pardon,  Sir,  I  think  I  have  done  well  with  him.  It  was  one  of  those 
Italian  image-men,  who  took  a  fancy  to  it.  He  offered  at  first  only 
those  vases.  Then  he  sprang  to  a  statuette  of  GABIBALDI.  But, 
alter  a  deal  of  discussion,  I  got  him  to  chuck  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  Sir,  which,  as  you  see,  can  be  lighted  up  magnificent." 

For  a  moment  I  was  struck  speechless  with  sorrow  and  indigna- 
ion.  No  doubt  the  foreign  hawker,  having  received  an  art  educa- 
ion  in  Italy  (the  renowned  dwelling-place  of  the  Muses),  had 

recognised  the  value  of  my  picture,  and  had .    I  paused  in  my 

train  of  thought,  and  jumped  from  despair  to  joy.  There,  resting  on  a 
iewly-renovated  perambulator,  was  my  Old  Master.  I  almost  wept 
as  I  recognised  my  nearly  lost  VON  BOOTZ. 

"  But  thero  it  is !  "  I  hoarsely  whispered,  pointing  to  the  picture. 

"The  canvas,  yes  Sir — the  Italian  chap  only  wanted  the  frame. 
He  called  the  donkey  lot  rubbish." 

Again  my  iron  will  and  steel  determination  came  to  the  front.  To 
secure  the  canvas,  charter  another  four-wheeler,  and  deposit  myself 
and  my  prize  within  the  cab's  depths  was  the  work  of  not  more  than 
tive-and-twenty  minutes.  I  drove  as  hurriedly  as  the  congested 
traffic  would  permit  to  the  house  of  a  well-known  connoisseur.  I 
sent  up  my  card,  and  was  immediately  admitted.  The  celebrated 
critic  was  a  perfect  stranger  to  me. 

"This  must  serve  as  an  introduction,"  I  said,  and  exposed  my 
VON  BOOTZ  to  view.  The  connoisseur  inspected  the  canvas,  the 
leaden  sky,  and  the  villagers  with  languid  interest.  At  last  his 
gaze  fell  upon  the  presentment  of  the  donkey.  His  eyes  sparkled, 
his  cheeks  flushed  with  excitement ;  and  although  he  was  evidently 
attempting  to  master  his  emotion,  he  almost  shouted  "  Magnificent ! " 

"  Are  not  the  ears  splendid  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Splendid  If    Glorious!     Immortal!" 

"  Have  you  seen  anything  to  equal  the  mane  ?" 

"  Never  I    Emphatically,  never !  " 

And  then  the  art  connoisseur  shook  me  by  both  hands.  Then  we 
once  more  inspected  the  donkey's  ears,  and  in  our  delight  nearly 
rose  and  floated  from  the  floor  in  a  sort  of  medieval  saint-like 
ecstasy. 

"  You  see  it  has  one  fault,"  my  conscience  made  me  say ;  "  it  has 
no  signature." 

"  A  proof  that  it  is  a  genuine  VON  BOOTZ.  The  grand  old  forger 
never  rigned  anything  except  copies.  As  you  know,  he  was  scarcely 
ever  sober,  and  in  his  drunken  moods  used  to  write  bis  name  on  any 
kind  of  canvas  at  the  rate  of  a  tumbler  of  port  a  signature." 

"  And  it  is  only  right  to  add,"  I  continued,  in  my  character  of 
Devil's  Advocate,  and  using  a  piece  of  information  I  had  picked  up 
from  APPLKBLOSSOM,  Q.C.,  "that  it  is  not  in  the  least  like  a  print 
which  is  supposed  to  be  a  contemporaneous  engraving." 

"  The  best  possible  proof  that  it  is  an  original.  Old  VON  BOOTZ 
— glorious  old  scoundrel — never  painted  anything  that  was  really  re- 
produced. He  preferred  to  betray  his  public  by  signing  the  works  of 
subordinates.  That's  the  reason  why  he  is  so  scarce.  Oh,  those 
ears ! " 

And  the  art  connoisseur  and  I  returned  to  our  medieval  saint-like 
ecstasy.  I  am  almost  certain  that,  carried  away  by  our  enthusiasm, 
we  floated  from  the  carpet.  After  a  while  I  thought  it  time  to  return 


JANUARY  26,  1895.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


PAST   AND    PRESENT. 

Serious  and  much-Married  Man.   "MY  DEAR  FEIBND,  I   WAS  ASTONISHED  TO  HEAR  OF  YOVK  DININO  AT  MADAME  TflOistTOiLES  I  . 
— A  'WOMAN  WITH  A  PAST,'  YOU  KNOW!" 

The  Friend  (Bachelor  "  unattached").    "WELL,  Tou  SEE,  OLD  MAN,  SHE'S  GOT  A  FIRST-BATE  Gasf,  so  IT  ISN'T  HIE  'PAST,    BUT 

HKR    'KE-PAST'   THAT  /  CARE   ABOUT." 


to  what  the  Philistine  (by  the  way,  all  things  considered,  a  very 
reasonable  fellow)  would  call  "  business."  I  suggested  that  it  was 
fur  sale. 

"  No,  my  dear  Sir,"  corrected  the  critic ;  "  not  for  sale.  The  Vow 
BOOTZ  must  be  mine.  You  will  not  be  so  cruel  as  to  deny  me.  I  am 
the  master  of  tens  of  thousands— nay,  I  might  say  without  exaggera- 
tion— hundreds  of  thousands.  If  you  will  leave  yourself  in  my 
hands,  I  think  you  will  find  that  I  am  a  man  of  honour." 

He  sat  down  at  a  desk  which  I  now  noticed  was  made  of  ebony  and 
decorated  with  old  gold  and  diamonds,  and  other  precious  stones. 
He  drew  a  cheque.  Then  he  rose  to  give  it  to  me.  But  as  he 
passed  the  picture  it  once  more  attracted  his  attention.  He  resumed 
his  medieval  saint-like  ecstasy  for  a  second,  and  then  returned  to  his 


"  I  mu«,t  be  honest,"  he  murmured  as  he  filled  in  the  figures  of 
another  cheque.  Then  he  turned  to  me.  "  You  must  pardon  me  for 
giving  you  t  ne  purchase-money  in  two  drafts ;  but  my  first  cheque 
exhausted  my  account  at  one  bank,  and  I  had  to  draw  upon  my 
balance  at  another  to  supply  the  necestary  residue." 

J  nearly  fainted  when  1  read  the  amounts. 

"  Not  a  word,"  said  the  art  connoisseur  as  he  shook  me  by  the 
hand.  "  Although  you  have,  1  confess,  half  my  fortune,  I  am  richer 
than  I  was  when  I  met  you.  The  VON  BOOT/— my  VON  BOOTZ— is 
bimplv  of  priceless  value." 

And  so  the  picture  that  had  been  sent  to  the  box-room  and  nar- 
rowly escaped  the  uncultured  clutch  of  the  Italian  image-man,  had 
raised  me  from  comparative  poverty  to  superlative  affluence.  I  paid 
in  the  cheques  at  my  bankers,  and  a  murmur  went  up  from  the 
clerks,  and  the  manager  waylaid  me  at  the  door  to  press  my  hand. 
Then  I  drove  to  my  favourite  stores  and  purchased  a  trifle  in 
diamonds  to  present  to  my  wife.  Fortunately,  I  had  my  cheque- 
book with  me,  or  otherwise  my  deposit  account  would  have  been  over- 
drawn by  a  thousand.  < 

"  To-morrow,"  1  said  to  my  better  (from  a  spiritual,  not  a  financial 


point  of  view)  seven-eights,  "  we  will  acquire  the  nine- hundred-ton 
j  aeht,  the  best  part  of  Norway,  and  the  Palace  at  Venice.  The  latter 
will  cost  a  few  more  thousands  than  I  care  to  spend.  But  I  suppose 
the  foreign  dukedom  that  comes  with  it  in  itself  is  almost  worth  the  five 
figures.  To-morrow  I  must  see  if  I  cannot  secure  that  Colonelcy  of 
Yeomanry.  Then,  if  you  like  dear,  we  will  take  the  six  centre 
boxes  in  the  grand  tier  at  Covent  Warden  for  the  season,  and " 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  happy !  "  almost  wept  the  partner  of  my  joys  and 
sorrows ;  "  and  to  think  that  we  should  have  sent  the  mine  of  all  this 
prosperity  into  the  box-room ! " 

"  Yes  dear,"  I  replied.  "  It  was  you,  dear,  who  always  wanted  to 
be  free  of  it." 

"I  told  you,  sweet  one,"  was  the  triumphant  response,  "to  get 
rid  of  it,  and  are  you  not  now  pleased  that  you  took  my  advice  ?  " 

And  I  admitted  I  was. 

IN  PRAISE  OF  PENTONVILLE. 
["  The  healthiest  place  in  England  is  Pentonyille  Prison."— Daily  Orapkie.] 


Is  it  sadey  ye  're  falin'  an'  pale, 

me  bhoy, 
Loike  a  sprat  that  has  swallered 

a  whale,  me  bhoy  ? 
The  best  thing  Oi  know 
Is  a  sixer  or  so 
On  skilly  an'  wather  in  jail,  me 

bhoy. 
Ye  're    free   from    all  koinds  o' 

temptations,  lad, 
Ye  can't  overate  on  thim  rations, 

lad, 

There 's  so  much  a-head 
0'  skilly  an'  bread 
Accordin'  to  jail  regulations,  lad. 


They  trate  ye  wid  fatherly  care, 

me  bhoy, 
They  tell  ye  o'  what  to  beware, 

me  bhoy, 

They  tache  ye  to  be 
Teetotal,  ye  see, 

For  'tis  nothin'   but   wather   is 

there,  me  bhoy.      [me  lad, 

So,  whin  ye  're  beginnin'  to  fale, 

That  ye'vedhrunk  enough  whisky 

an'  ale,  me  lad, 
The  best  of  all  ways 
To  lengthen  your  days 
Is  to  spind  a  few  wakes  in  the 
jail,  me  lad! 
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A   TOAST. 

Uamma.  " TO-DAY 's  ODE  WEDDINO-DAY,  TOMMY.     YOTT  SHOULD  STAND  UP  ANO  DRINK  ALL  OUR  HEALTHS." 
Tommy  (rising  to  the  occasion).  "  CERTAINLY.    FATHER— MOTHER— AND  "—(pointing  to  himself)—"  THE  RESULT  !  " 


THE  UNTAMED  SHREW; 
OR,  WANTED  A  PBTRUCHIO. 

(A  Shakspearian  Foreshadowing  of  the  Situation 
in  France. ) 

PROPHETIC  Swan !    To  picture  in  advance 
The  future's  pageantry  of  personage 
And  scene  was  thine  unique  prerogative  ; 
So  easily  thy  creations  take  the  mould 
Of  aftertimes  and  characters  unborn. 
Paris  to-day  seems  Padua,  thy  fair  shrew, 
The  tricksy  termagant,  "curst  Katharine" 
The  Paduan  Xantippe,  prickly,  perverse, 
Yet  fascinating  vixen,  dons  to-day 
A  Gallic  guise,  and  fumes  in  French,  and 

flounces 
In  skirts  a  la  Republique. 

What  said  Gremio  ? 
"  Your  gifts  are  to  good,  here's  none  will 

Hold  you.'" 

And  who  may  hold  the  fair  Lutetian  shrew  ? 
No  man,  "  I  wis,"  is  "  half-way  to  her  heart 
But  if  he  were,  doubt  not  her  care  should  be 
To  comb  his  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  stool. 
And  paint  his  face,  and  use  him  like  a  fool." 
Here's  Katharine— hut  where'i  Petruchio  t 

"  What  !    shall  I  be  appointed  hours,   as 

though,  belike 
I  knew   not    what    to    take,   and   what  to 

leave,  ha  !  " 
There  speaks  the   sweet-faced  shrew,  and 

takes  to-day 
What  she  will  leave  to-morrow.    Yet  she 

shines 

In  the  description  of  Hortensio, 
"  With    wealth    enough,   and   young,    and 

beauteous  : 

Brought  up  as  best  becomes  a  gentlewoman  ; 
Her  only  fault  (and  that  is  faults  enough) 
Is,  that  she  is  intolerably  curst, 
And  shrewd,  and  f reward:   so   beyond  all 

measure, 

That,  were  my  state  far  worter  than  it  is, 
1  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold." 
And  yet  there  be  good  fellows  in  the  world, 


An  a  man  could  hut  haply  light  on  them, 
Would  take  the  veriest   vixen    "with   all 

faults." 

And  many  a  one  hath  Baid,  or  seemed  to  say, 
"  For  I  will  board  her,  though  she  chide 

as  loud 
As  thunder,   when    the    clouds    in   autumn 

crack." 

But  with  what  issue  ?    Like  Hortensio, 
His  head  is  broken  by  the  vixen's  lute, 
Ere  he  hath  time  to  teach  her  government 
Of  frets  or  stops,  or  skilful  fingering. 
How  many,  with  Hortensio,  might  say, 
When  asked  if  he  could  break  her  to  the 

lute,— 

"  Why,  no  ;  fur  she  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her,  she  mistook  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering ; 
When  with  a  most  impatient  devilish  spirit. 
'Frets,  call  you  these  P'    quoth  she:    'I'll 

fume  with  them  : ' 

And  with  that  word,  she  struck  meonthehead, 
And  through  the  instrument  my  pate  made 

way ; 

And  there  I  stood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute  : 
While  she  did  call  me,  rascal  fiddler, 
And  twangling  Jack ;  with  twenty  such  vile 

terms. 
As  she  had  studied  to  misuse  me  so. 

Her  masters  have  not  learned  true  mastery, 
And  he,  her  latest  would-be  teacher,  turns 
Too  prompt  and  pusillanimous  a  back 
Upon  his  wilful  pupil,  beaten  off 
Quicker  than  buffeted  Hortensio 
In  poor,  poltroonish,  post-deserting  flight ; 
Leaving  the  lute  whose  harmonies  his  hand 
Should  have   bowed   hers    to,    broken   and 

unstrung, 

In  the  shrew's  angry  and  outrageous  grasp : 
See  how  the  Gallic  Katharine  in  her  fume, 
Flouting  all  mastery,  flouncing  uncontrolled 
In  furious  anger,  flings  the  shattered  lute, 
Unstrung,  aside,  as  did  the  Paduan  shrew, 
Spuming    all    government— till    Petruchio 

came! 


"  Come,  come  you  wasp  ;  »'  faith  you  are  too 
angry  !  "  [friends. 

So,     in    Petruchio's    words,    say     France's 
Whilst  foes  and  half-allies  look  doubtful  on, 
From  the  chill  Eastward  or  more  genial  North, 
Wondering  what  stable  faith,  in  love  or  hate, 
May  rest  upon  such  shifting  shrewishness. 
Where  waits  Petruchio,  and  will  he  come 
In  purple  velvet,  or  in  soldier  steel. 
Or  simple,  civic,  hero-covering  cloth, 
To  tame  this  Katharine  of  the  Phrygian  cap, 
And  smiling,  in  the  mocking  calm  of  power, 
Say  of  the  shrew,  like  him  of  Padua  :  — 
"  Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  f 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lion's  roar  f 
Have  I  not  heard  the  sea,  puff'd  up  with 

winds, 

Rage  like  an  angry  boar  chafed  with  sweat  f 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field, 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  steeds,  and  trumpets' 

clang  ? 

And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue  ; 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  th'  ear 
As  will  a  chestnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  t 
Tush  .'  tush  .'  fear  boys  with  bugbears.  — 

I  fear  none    " 

THE  UNVEILING  OF  ISIS. 

THESE  was  a  Vice-President,  JUDGE, 
Who  proved  a  big  fraud  a  la  Sludge  : 

But  good  Mrs.  BESANT 

Sighed  "  Let  's  keep  things  pleasant  !  " 
And  Punch,  a  la  Burchett,  cried  "  Fudge  1  " 
"My     dear     ANNIE     BESAJTT  —  or     is     it 


Theosophy's  trick,  superstition  and  cant." 
To  lift  IBIS'S  veil  was  a  difficult  task, 

But  BLAVATSKY'S  fox-nose 

Is  not  hard  to  expose, 
For  that  vulgar  Isis  wore  only  —  a  mask  ! 


SHAKSPEARE  FOE  THE  CURTAIN- LECTURED. 
—"The  rest  is  silence!" 


PUNCH,   OR  THE    LONDON   CHARIVARI.— JANUARY  26,  1895. 


THE  UNTAMED  SHREW;  OR,  WANTED  A  PETRUCHIO. 

"  HER  ONLY  FAULT  (AND  THAT  IS  FAULTS  ENOUGH) 
IS,  THAT  SHE  IS  INTOLERABLY"  CURST, 
AND   SHREWD,  AND  FROWARD."—  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  Act  I.,  Scene  2. 
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TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

I.— THE  HNK  HIPPO  1'OTAMTJS.    (CONTINUED.) 


profundity  of  design  and  daring  of  execution,  she  M  give  a  man- 
eating  tiger  two  stone  and  a  handsome  beating  over  any  course  you 
care  to  name.     But  I  am  resolved  to  be  avenged.     Never  shall  it  be 
said  that  the  descendant  »f  a  thousand  kings  had  the  oomether  put  on 
SHORTLY  after  the  great  victory  of  the  Dead  Marshes,  the  British   *»">  by  a  cinder-faced  old  omadhaun  like  that.    See  here  now,"  he 
Army,  under  the  command  of  Sir  BONAMT  BATTLF.IIORN,  took  pos-   continued,  drawing  me  closer  to  him    while  he  glanced  furtively 
session  of  Balmuggur,  the  capital  of  the  country,  known  far  and   round  and  sank  his  voice  to  a  whisper      it  s  yourself  I  m  talking  to. 
wide  as  the  Diamond  City  of  the  Ranee.    There  was  a  faint  show  of   Hast  heard  of  the  Pink  Hippopotamus  ? 

resistance,  but  after  I  had  defeated   in  single  combat  six  picked       "What!"  I  replied ;  'the  snored  animal  of  the  Seringapatamese 
mullahs  of  the  K.iyal  Guard,  the  disheartened  garrison  laid  down  its   the  dweller  in  the  inaccessible  mountain  fastness  of  Jamlirnova,  the 
arms,  and  the  place  surrendered  at  discretion.    We  had  brought  deathless  guardian  of  the  royal  race  of  this  island  ? " 
HADJ IT  THAB  MEEBHOY  with  us,  although,  in  his  perforated  oondi-       "  The  same,"  he  answered  calmly ;  "  no  mortal  f;>ot,  save  those  of 
tion,  it  was  a  matter  of  some  difficulty  to  transport  him.    Still  it   his  priests,  has  ever  yet  approached  him.    The  perils  are  manifold, 
would  have  been   barbarous  to  leave  him  behind  to    " 
mercies  of  the  neighbouring  peasantry,  and  we  resolved 
his  conveyance  to  Balmuggur.     Fortunately  we  succeeded 

our  most  sanguine  hopes.     I  was  able  to  render  him  some  olieht   when  they  tell  her  her  bloomin'   hippo's  got 
services  on  the  march,  and,  after  the  city  had  fallen,  I  paid  him    wouldn't." 

daily  visits,  during  which  I  conceived  a  sincere  and  lasting  friend-       "  But  how  shall  I  set  about  it,  what  steps  ought  I  to  take  ?  " 
ship  for  the  gallant  fellow  whose  only  fault,  after  all,  had  been  the       "  Is  it  steps  you  mane  ?  What  in  thunder  is  the  man  wanting  ?  Here, 


notion  that  he  could  defeat  one  who 
has  never  yet  given  way  an  inch 
before  the  hottest  attack  even  of 
overwhelming  numbers.  It  was 
quite  touching  to  see  his  swarthy 
lace  brighten  into  a  smile  when  I 
entered  the  room.  He  looked  for- 
ward eagerly  to  my  daily  visit,  and 
often  told  me  that  the  simple  tales 
of  my  courage  and  daring  with 
which  I  entertained  him  were  of 
more  use  to  him  than  all  the  oint- 
ments and  bandages  and  medicines 
with  which  dear  old  TOBY  O'GuABT 
used  to  treat  his  wound.  On  his 
side  the  MEEBHOY,  too,  was  confi- 
dential. Many  an  hour  have  I 
spent  with  him  listening  to  his 
stories  of  court  plot  and  palace 
intrigue  in  Balmuggur,  dark  epi- 
sodes of  passion  and  crime  and 
sudden  death. 

One  morning  I  was  sitting  as 
usual  by  the  MEKBHOY'S  bedside.  I 
had  just  related  to  him  my  adven- 
ture with  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin, 
whom,  as  readers  of  contemporary 
journals  will  remember,  I  had  been 
compelled  to  chastise  for  the  un- 
pardonable affront  of  calling  me  by 
my  Christian  name  at  a  public 
meeting,  by  kicking  him  bodily 
from  end  to  end  of  the  Rotunda, 
breaking  three  chandeliers  as  he 
spun  through  the  air,  and  imprint- 
ing the  shape  of  his  back  on  the 
opposite  wall,  where  it  may  still  be 
observed  by  the  curious.  This  ad- 
venture, and  the  story  of  my  sub- 
sequent escape  from  the  dungeons 


"  I  perceived  the  Kanee's  Chamberlain." 
of  the  Dublin  Mansion  House,  have  rarely  failed  to  extort  applause 


from  those  to  whom  I  have  narrated  them.  But  on  this  occasion  the 
MEEBHOY  was  talent  and  distrait.  He  lay  for  some  time  drumming 
in  an  absent-minded  way  with  his  fingers  on  the  front  aluminium 
door  of  his  wound  (the  famous  operation  had  by  this  time  been  suc- 
cessfully performed),  and  made  no  comment  whatever  on  the  tale 
I  had  related  to  him.  Then  suddenly  he  turned,  looked  me  full  in 
the  face,  and  addressed  me.  "  Harkye,  Sirrah,"  he  observed,  "  your 
story  has  interested  me  strangely ;  but  there  is  that  in  my  mind 
which  demands  an  exit.  Methinks  that  they  who  hold  governance 
here  mistake  me  strangely.  Because  I  am  all  but  corpsed,  they 
think  they  can  neglect  this  JOHNNY.  The  Ranee  has  but  once  sent 
a  stable-helper  to  inquire  after  me.  Grammercy,  but  such  treat- 
ment is  scurvy,  and  1  mean  to  show  the  old  witch  that  HADJU  THAR 
knows  what's  what,  and,  by  Jingo,  he's  going  to  have  it  all  the 
time.  That's  HO."  I  have  forgotten,  I  think,  to  mention  that  my 
friend  had  learnt  his  English  in  Seringapatam  from  such  examples 
as  lie  could  lay  hi*  hands  on  in  that  remote  island,  and  the  result 
was  a  certain  patchiness  of  style,  which  did  not.  however,  by  any 
means,  interfere  with  the  vigour  and  fluency  of  his  diction. 

"Do  you  suppose,"  I  said,  "that  this  slight  is  intentional? 
Really,  1  cannot  believe  that  the  Ranee  would  willingly  neglect  so 
gallant  and  devoted  a  servant." 

"  That  shows  me  you  little  know  the  Queen  of  the  Diamond  City. 
Why,  blow  me  tight,  she 's  as  artful  as  a  cartload  of  monkeys,  and  in 


boy,  take  these  papers.  I  have  set 
down  in  them  clearly  how  the 
matter  may  best  be  undertaken. 
Peruse  them  and  learn  them  well. 
If  you  have  resource,  courage  and 
prudence,  within  a  week  the  prize 
shall  be  yours,  and  the  insult  offered 
to  me  shall  be  expiated." 

With  that  he  pressed  a  bundle  of 
papers  into  my  hand,  and  bade  me 
leave  him. 

As  I  left  the  tent  I  heard  a 
scuffling  of  feet.  I  darted  in*  the 
direction  in  which  I  thought  they 
had  gone,  and  there  sure  enough, 
running  as  if  he  wanted  to  break 
a  hundred  yards  record,  I  per- 
ceived the  Ranee's  Chamberlain.  I 
set  off  after  him,  nothing  loth  to 
give  an  example  of  my  speed.  Be- 
sides, if  the  old  fellow  had  over- 
heard us  our  doom  was  sealed ;  it 
was  necessary  to  capture  and  silence 
him.  In  ten  strides  I  was  close  up 
to  him.  In  another  moment  I  w*s 
near  enough  to  seize  him.  I  stretched 
out  my  hand  to  do  so,  when  sud- 
denly he  gave  two  short  yells, 
turned  round  in  a  swift  pirouette, 
and,  before  I  had  realised  what 
had  happened,  landed  me  a  tre- 
mendous kick  full  on  the  chest. 
The  force  of  the  blow  was  terrible, 
and  only  my  iron  bones  could  have 
withstood  it.  Seeing  that  I  still 
advanced  he  made  at  me  again. 
This  time,  however,  I  _was  too 
quick  for  him.  I  seized  him  by  his 
uplifted  ankle,  and,  regardless  of 
his  appeal  for  mercy,  whirled  him 
three  times  round  my  head  and  flung  him  from  me.  His  shoe  remained 


in  my  hand,  but  beyond  that  no  trace  of  the  miserable  Chamberlain 
has  ever  been  discovered.  He  simply  vanished  from  human  knowledge 
as  completely  as  though  his  body  had  been  resolved  into  its  elements. 
It  is  true  that  Professor  SPOOKS  of  the  University  of  Caffraria 
declared  that  a  new  meteor  had  on  that  very  day  appeared  in  South 
Africa  travelling  eastwards.  His  discovery  was  scoffed  at  by  the 
scientific,  but  for  my  own  part  I  have  sometimes  thought  that,  with  a 
telescope  of  sufficient  power,  the  learned  Professor  might  have  been 
able  to  establish  an  identity  between  his  supposed  comet  and  the  lost 
Chamberlain  of  the  Ranee. 

Having  thus  dispatched  my  foe,  I  returned  to  my  own  quarters  to 
study  the  papers  of  the  ME>BHOY. 

As  I  entered  my  room  a  terrible  sight  met  my  eyes. 
(To  be  continued.) 


The  Great  Trott-ing  Match. 

[ALBERT  TKOTT,  in  the  latest  representatire  cricket  match  between  Mr. 
STODDART'S  Eleven  and  All  Australia,  scored  two  "  not  out"  innings  of  38 
and  72,  and  took  eight  wickeU  for  43  runs.] 

GIFFEN'S  boys  were  this  time,  we  may  say  without  banter, 

Eleven  too  many  for  stout  "  STODDABT'S  Lot "  ; 
We  oft  read  of  matches  as  "  won  in  a  canter," 
But  this  one  was  won,  it  would  stem,  by  A.  TBOTT  ! 
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AN   APPLIED    PROVERB. 

Cabby.  "  'Bun,  I  SAT  I    ONLY  A  BOB  ?    WOT  's  THIS  I  " 

footman.  "  WHY,  YOU  'AVEN'T  DROVE  THE  YOUNG  LADY  ACKOSS  THE  SQUARE  I 

Cabby.  "  THAT  MAY  BE.     BUT  IF  '  A  Miss  is  AS  GOOD  AS  A  MILE,'  SHE'S  EQUAL  TO  THREE  MILES,  AND  OUGHT  TO  PAY  i 

DOUBLE  FAEE  !  "  


LETTEE  TO  A  DEBUTANTE. 

DEAREST  GLADYS, — I  have  been  compiling  a  sort  of  dictionary  tor 
you,  with  a  view  to  your  second  season.  I  send  you  a  few  selections 
from  it— with  notes  of  advice. 

Art.  A  subject  of  discussion;  mild  at  tea-time,  often  heated  after 
dinner.  [Note. — Do  not  take  sides.  Mention  that  WHISTLER  has  a 
picture  in  the  Luxembourg,  or  say — with  a  smile  or  not,  as  the 
occasion  may  suggest — that  Sir  FREDERIC  is  the  President  of  the 
Academy.] 

Altruism.    Boring  some  people  about  other  people.    [Note. — Never 
encourage  VIEWS.    They  take  up  too  much  valuable  time.] 
Beauty.    An  expensive  luxury. 

Buy.  If  "dear,"  any  effective  man  under  forty.  If  "horrid," 
ab  >ut  twelve,  and  to  be  propitiated  with  nuts,  knives  and  ships. 
[Note. — Do  not  offend  him.] 

Blasphemy.  Any  discussion  on  religion.  [Note. — Look  shocked, 
but  not  bored.] 

Coquetry.    A  manner  sometimes  assumed  by  elderly  ladies  and 
very  young  gentlemen. 
Cynicism.    Truthfulness. 

Duty.    Referred  to  by  relations  who  wish  to  be 
[Note. — Change  the  subject.] 

Divorce.    The  occasional  result  of  friendship.    [Note. — But  you 
must  not  know  anything  about  it.    Read  only  the  leading  articles.] 
Eccentricity.    Talent. 
Etiquette.    Provincialism. 

Flirtation.  Once  a  favourite  amusement,  now  dying  out;  bu 
still  surviving  at  Clapham  tennis-parties  and  Kensington  subscrip 
tion  balls. 

Foreigners.    Of  ton  decorative ;  generally  dangerous. 
Friendship.    The  mutual  dislike  of  people  on  intimate  terms.    Or 
a  euphuism  for  love. 

Failure.    An  entertainment  to  which  one  has  not  been  invited. 
Goodness.    The  conduct  of  one's  mother. 
Hygiene.    Never  bothering  about  one's  health. 


Idiocy.    The  opinions  of  those  who  differ  from  one. 
Justice.    Enthusiastic  praise  of  oneself. 
Kleptomania.    Stealing  things  one  doesn't  want. 
J.oi-e.    A  subject  not  without  interest. 
Moonlight.    Depends  on  the  other  person. 

Marriage.    The  avowed  and  justifiable  object  m  Me  ot   young 
girls.    The  avowed  and  justifiable  terror  of  bachelors. 

Nature.    It  has  gone  out  of  fashion,  except  in  novels  you  must  not 
say  you  have  read. 

Obviousness.    To  be  guarded  against. 
Philosophy.    An  innocent  amusement. 
Palmistry.    Only  if  he  is  really  very  nice. 
Quarrel.    A  proof  of  love,  or  of  detestation. 
Quixotism.    Defending  the  ab«ent-minded. 

Romance.    Friendship  in  London.    [Note.— Do  not  be  so  absurdly 
credulous  as  to  believe  there  is  no  such  thing  as  Platonic  affection. 
It  is  extremely  prevalent ;  in  fact,  there  is  hardly  anything  else.J 
Sincerity.     Rudeness. 

Toleration.     Culture.     [Note.— You   may  as  well  begin  to    be 
tolerant  at  once,  and  save  trouble.    It  is  sure  to  come  in  tame.] 
Ugliness.    Rather  fashionable. 

Lntidiness.    The  picturesque  way  in  which  the  other  girl  does  her 
hair 

Vanity.    Self-knowledge. 
Wilfulnets.    A  desire  to  give  pleasure  to  others. 
Youth.    Appreciated  in  middle-age. 

Zoological  Gardens.    Of  course  not.    Nobody  goes  there   now. 
Besides,  you  never  know  whom  you  may  meet. 

There,  GLADYS,  dear !    Write  soon,  and  let  me  know  when  you 
are  coming  back  to  London.    Sleeves  are  larger  than  ever,   and 

chinchilla But  I  daresay  you  have  heard. 

Ever  your  affectionate  friend,  MABJORIE. 


"MY  OLD  DUTCH!"— See  Exhibition  of  Old  Masters'  Works, 
Burlington  House. 
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A  .RENCONTRE. 

(For  tnvtttigation  by  the  Pnyetiical 
Society.) 

THE  way  was  long,  the  train  was 

slow, 

As  local  trains  are  wont  to  go, 
A  feeble  ray  of  glimmering  light 
Strove  vainly  with  the  darkling 

night, 

And  scarce  enabled  me  to  see 
The  features  of  my  ris-d-ris. 
Pale  was  his  brow:  no  paler  grow 
The  snowdropslurkinginthesnow; 
Hollow  his  cheeks,  and  sunk  his 

eyes 

Thatgazedonmeinmournfu  wise. 
So  strange  a  man  I  ne'er  had  seen, 
So  wan  a  look,  so  weird  a  mien. 
And,  as  I  eyed  him,  I  confess 
A  feeling  of  uncanniness 
Crept  slowly  over  me  and  stole 
Into  the  marrow  of  my  soul. 
Awhile  we  sped,  nor  spake  a 

word; 
Nought  hut  the  droning  wheels 

was  heard ; 
But  as  we  journeyed  on  together, 

By  tentative  degrees  we  fell 
From  observations  on  the  weather 
To  talk  of  other  things  as  well. 
"  I  had  a  few  hours  off,"  said  he  ; 
"  So  I  just  ran  across  to  see 

The  last  inventions 1  refer 

To  Kensington  Museum,  Sir. 
You  know  it  ?    What  a  grand  dis- 
play! 

A  splendid  exhibition,  eh  ? 
I  never  saw  so  fine  a  show 
Of  coffins  anywhere,  you  know  I 
And  there  is  one  that's  simply 

sweet, 
With  handles,  knobs,  and  plate 

complete !  " 

"  A  coffin  !  "-Cold  a  shudder  ran 
Adown  me  as  I  eyed  the  man. 


AT    LITTLE    PEDLINGTON. 

Jones.  "Do  YOU  us«  GAS?" 

Village  Operator.   "YES,  SIR,     Bur  I  MUCH  PREFER  DATLIOBT!' 


"  Aye,  to  be  imre.    What  else  ?  " 

he  said. 

"Theonethat'sjust  been  patented. 
Why,  my  good  Sir,  I  will  engage 
It  is  the  marvel  of  the  age ; 
For,  mark  yon,  they  no  longer  nse 
Your  clumsy,  antiquated  screws, 
But  just  a  simple  catch  and  pin 
That  may  be  managed  from  with- 
in .' " 
He  ceased,  for  we  had  reached 

a  station 

That  chanced  to  be  his  destination. 
"  My  home ! "  he  murmured,  with 

a  sigh. 
"Home — home!    Sweet  home! — 

Good-night !— Good-bye ! " 
"  Good-night ! "  I  answered ;  and 

my  heart 

Leaped  when  I  sawhisform  depart. 
But  as  we  slowly  glided  past 
The  spot  where  I  had  seen  him  last, 
Upon    the    station    lamps,    me- 

thought, 

The  letters  of  a  name  I  caught. 
I  looked  again. — My  hair  uprose, 
The  very  soul  within  me  froze, 
For  lo !  upon  the  lamps  was  seen 
The   curdling   legend  —  KENSAL 

GREEN! 


SUGGESTIONS  TO  TUB  NlAGABA 
REAL  ICE  SKATING  HALL  MANA- 
OEB.  —  The  floor  is  perfect  for 
skating,  but,  as  there  are  many 
who  do  not  skate,  why  not  have  a 
"sliding  roof  "  P  and  visitors  to 
the  latter  not  to  be  charged  full 
price,  but  admitted  on  a  sliding 
scale.  Nice  to  see  Mr.  EDWABD 
SOLOMON,  who,  as  conductor  of 
the  band,  cuts  a  very  pretty 
figure.  Dangerous,  though,  to 
the  real  ice,  to  have  "Sol  so 
close  to  it ;  that  is,  if  there  could 
be  "  melting  moments." 


THE  LAUREATE  SOCIETY. 

THE  annual  general  meeting  of  the  Amalgamated  British  Society 
for  the  Supply  of  Laureates  to  the  public  was  held  yesterday.  There 
was  a  numerous  attendance  of  authors  and  reviewers  with  a  sprink- 
ling of  publishers.  Mr.  GBANT  ALLEN  was  moved  to  the  chair.  The 
Chairman  in  presenting  the  report  of  the  Directors  regretted  that  he 
was  unable  to  congratulate  the  Society  on  having  accomplished  the 
primary  object  of  its  existence,  the  filling  up  of  the  vacant  laureate- 
thip.  He  himself,  he  said,  had  done  his  best.  He  had  discovered  a 
new  sun  in  the  firmament  of  poetry  at  least  once  a  month,  and  had 
never  hesitated  to  publish  the  name  of  his  selection  in  one  of  the  re- 
views. He  was  still  willing  to  take  seven  to  four  about  Mr.  JOHN 
DAVIDSON  and  Mr.  FBANCIS  THOMPSON,  Mr.  WILLIAM  WATSON 
barred.  The  balance-sheet  of  the  Society  did  not  show  a  very 
flourishing  state  of  affairs.  As  assets  they  could  enter  fifteen 
sonnets,  twelve  irregularly  rhymed  odes  (one  by  Mr.  RTCHABD  LE 
GALLIENNE).  twenty-four  volumes  of  a  strictly  limited  edition  issued 
from  the  Bodley  Head,  four  tons  of  the  Yellow  Book,  and  an  unpub- 
lished selection  of  manuscript  poems  written  by  a  victim  to  delirium 
tremens  whose  name  he  was  not  at  liberty  to  mention.  On  the  other 
side,  however,  they  had  to  face  the  fact  that  their  expenses  had  been 
heavy.  It  was  becoming  more  and  more  costly  and  difficult  to  feed 
the  public  on  geniuses,  and  he  was  inclined  to  advise  the  discontinu- 
ance of  this  branch  of  the  Society's  operations. 

At  this  point  some  commotion  was  caused  by  Mr.  LE  GALLTENNE 
and  Mr.  AHTHUB  WAUGH,  who  rose  simultaneously  to  protest  against 
the  Chairman's  remarks.  Mr.  LE  GALLIENNE  was  so  far  carried 
away  by  his  agitation  as  to  hurl  a  pamphlet  at  Mr.  GBANT  ALLEN'S 
head.  In  the  uproar  which  ensued,  Mr.  LE  GALLIENNE  could  be 
heard  ejaculating  "beautiful  phrases,"  "richly-coloured  musical 
sentences,"  "  ideal  and  transcendental,"  "  nothing  finer  since  LAMB," 
"all  for  eighteenpence,"  and  "  a  genius  who  sleeps  below  the  wood- 
pigeons."  The  pamphlet  thus  discharged  provea  to  be  by  a  Mr. 
JOHN  EGLDITON,  and  Mr.  LE  GALLIENNE  was  removed  in  the 
custody  of  a  police-inspector,  who  was  described  by  Mr.  WAUGH  as  a 
Philistine. 
y.'When  calm  had  been  'restored,  Mr.  ALFBED  AUSTIN  asked  where 


he  came  in.  He  had  never  allowed  a  birth,  a  wedding,  or  a  death, 
in  the  upper  circles  of  Royalty  to  pass  unsung ;  and  though  he  had 
been  a  constant  subscriber  to  the  Society  it  didn't  seem  to  have  done 
him  any  good.  Besides,  be  had  discovered  Ireland  last  year.  Mr. 
LEWIS  MORRIS  and  Mr.  ERIC  MAC  KAY  made  similar  complaints. 
The  latter  offered  to  write  patriotic  poems  with  plenty  of  rhymes  in 
them  against  any  other  living  man.  Would  the  meeting  allow  him 

to  recite ? 

At  this  point  the  Chairman  interposed,  and  said  that  the  Directors 
had  decided  against  recitations— a  statement  which  provoked  loud 
murmurs  of  dissatisfaction.  Eventually,  Mr.  LK  GALLIENME  (who 
had  returned,  disguised  in  proof-sheets),  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks 
to  Mr.  JOHN  DAVIDSON,  who  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks  to  Mr.  GRANT 
ALLEN,  who  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks  to  Mr.  FBANCIS  THOMPSON, 
who  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks  to  Mr.  ABTHUB  WAUGH,  who  pro- 
posed a  vote  of  thanks  to  Mr.  JOHN  LANE,  who  proposed  a  vote  of 
thanks  to  Mr.  LE  GALLIENNE.  All  these  having  been  unanimously 
passed,  the  meeting  broke  up. 

QUEER  QUERIES.— WAB  OF  WOBDS.— 2  propoi  of  Mr.  PLOW- 
DBN'sdecision  in  the  "  Flannelette  case,"  can  that  worthy  magistrate 
have  foreseen  some  of  its  effects  ?  For  instance,  wanting  to  buy  a 
sideboard,  I  went  to  a  furniture-dealer's,  and  saw  one,  apparently 
made  of  the  best  mahogany,  which  took  my  fancy  greatly.  I  casually 
asked  of  what  wood  it  was  composed  and  was  astonished  to  have 
the  answer  given  me,  "  Mahoganette,"  by  the  shop-walker.  So  I 
walked  out  of  the  shop.  When  I  if  ant  painted  deal  I  can  inquire 
for  that  article.  Again,  I  have  noticed  during  the  last  few  days  a 
great  falling-off  in  my  butter  (though  not  in  its  price).  On  my 
remonstrating,  the  seller  frankly  admitted  that  the  article  was 
" butterette,"  not  butter.  "What  does  'ette'  mean?'  I  asked 
him.  He  said  it  meant  "  little,"  adding,  with  a  wink,  that  I  should 
find  "precious  little  butter,  too."  And  this  was  the  case.  What 
are  we  coming  to  ? — INDIGNANT. 

"  OTSTEH  EARS."—  The  prohibitive  price  of  natives  and  the  typhoid 
scarp. 
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ANIMAL   SPIRITS. 

No.  I.— FOOTBALL.     "THK  ZAMBESI  SCORCHERS. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

THE  anonymous  author  of  "Spot,"  an  Au- 
nbiography  (HoTJLSTON   AND  .SONS.   Pater- 
noster Square),  whoever  he  may  be,  has  a  re- 
markable insight  into  dog-nature,  to  far,  that 
s,  as  one  who  is  not  a  dog,  but  a  mere  lover 
of  dogs,  can  judge.     Spot  tells  his  own  story 
in  a  straightforward,   honest,   doggy  style, 
which  must  commend  him  at  once  to  the 
learts  of  his  readers.    His  reflections,  from 
the  canine  point  of  view,  are  admirably  just. 
He  never  cared  for  flowers.     "  How  vapid," 
tie  says,  "  is  the  scent  of  a  rose,  for  instance, 
compared    with    that    of    an    old   seasoned 
bone."     The  force  of  the  remark  must  be 
appreciated  by  anyone  who  has  watched  a  dog 
exhuming  with  furtive  labour  a  bone  he  had 
buried  a  week  before.    A  firm  foe  to  cats,  he 
yet  makes  an   exception  in   favour  of  his 
house-cat,  as  all  civilised  cat-destroying  dogs 
do.    The  bull-dog's  greeting  to  him  is,  in 
itself,  a  revelation  of  character.     "  Cheer  up, 
youngster!    Any  good  smells  hereabouts r" 
says    that  redoubtable    animal;    whereupon 
they  saunter  together  round  by  the  back  oi 
the  house,  "passing  few  smells  of  any  im- 
portance until  we  arrived  at  the  ashpit.' 
But  I  cannot  here  quote  at  greater  length 
from  his  wise  remarks.    I  can  honestly  advise 
all  lovers  of  dogs  (boys  especiall v)  to  read  this 
wholesome,  pleasant,  clever  little  book. 

THE  BARON  DE  BOOK-WORMS. 


SLIGHT  IMPROVEMENT. — France  has  "  comi 
to  the  Faure."  That's  good  to  begin  with 
From  a  Republican  to  a  "  Bourgeois  "  Minis 
trv  is  not  much  of  a  step,  but  still  it  is  a  step 
Faiire-wards,  or  rather  upwards,  as  a  consci 
entious.  self-respecting  Bourgeois  can  never  be 
an  anarchist.  Louis  PHIIIPPK  was  a  "  hour 
geois  king,"  and,  after  him,  France  "  wen 
Nap"  and  returned  to  Imperialism.  Bu 
where's  the  Imperialist  ruler  now?  Is  the 
latest  betting  Faure  to  one  on  the  Republic  '< 


BLACK  MAGIC. 

WE  'd  done  the  latest  picture- shows, 

Had  honoured  some  with  our  approval, 
Sxpressed  a  cultured  scorn  for  those 
That  merited  a  prompt  removal. 
Lnd  then,  to  pass  the  time  away, 

Disliking  melodramas  tragic. 
We  chanced  to  go-  oh,  hapless  day  !— 
To  see  some  "  feats  of  modern  magic." 

don't  deny  the  tricks  were  good. 

Nor  could  you  easily  see  through  them, 
And  few  of  those  who  "  understood 

Exactly  how  they  're  done,"  could  do  them, 
Jut  when  the  wizard  said  he  'd  try 

To  pass  a  watch  to  any  distance, 
And  find  it  in  the  audience—  why 

Did  I  afford  him  my  assistance  ? 

[  thought  to  spoil  the  trick  he  'd  planned, 

Nor  did  I  even  feel  embittered 
When  made  before  the  crowd  to  stand, 

Although  my  fair  companions  tittered, 
But  then  the  scoundrel  in  their  view 

Remarked,  "  Is  this  your  usual  habit  ?  " 
And  from  my  pocket  calmly  drew 

The  watch—  suspended  from  a  rabbit  ! 

The  foolish  people  laughed  and  cheered, 

And  as  I  fled  in  hasty  fashion, 
My  cousins  even  gaily  jeered 

Instead  of  showing  me  compassion ! 
1  'd  grant  them  almost  any  boon, 

But  though  they  ask  it,  never  that  form 
Will  grace,  as  on  this  afternoon, 

A  vulgar  necromancer's  platform 


RUMOUR. — As  ruler  of  the  domain  where 
stands  onr  great  theatre  and  our  opera  house 
Sir  DRURIOLANTJS,  it  is  reported,  is  to  receive 
the  special  distinction  of  K.C.G.,  which,  in 
his  case,  is  the  Knight  of  Covent  Garden 
Bene  meruit. 


VIEWING  A  HARE. 

(And  the  Prospect  of  a  Good  Hun.) 

THE  Dramatic  Arthurs  Society  is  having 
nice  time  of  it  just  now  with  ARTHUR 
?IR:ERO,  ARTHUR  JONES,  ARTHUR  LAW, 
ARTHUR  ROBERTS,  King  Arthur,  at  the 
Lyceum,  and  ABTHVR  A  BECKETT  at  the 
Sarrick  Theatre,  where  Faded  Flowers, 
revived,  are  once  again  blooming.  It  is  a 
pretty  piece,  well  played  by  Mr.  ARTHUR 
BOUKCHIEK — encore  un  Arthur—  and  Mrs. 
BOURCHIEH,  known  to  the  public  as  Miss 
VIOLET  VANBHUGH.  A  little  TERHY  boy,  aged 
nine,  is  in  it,  and  MB.  BUIST  does  his  very 
Buist,  or  best.  The  occasion  of  the  revival 
was  the  resuscitation  of  A  Pair  of  Spectacles, 
in  which  Mr.  JOHN  HARE  is  better  than  ever ; 
and,  indeed,  he  has  made  it  one  of  his  very 
hest  eccentric  comedy  parts.  Again  Mr. 
GBOVES  delights  us  with  his  hardwareish  im- 
personation of  "the  man  from  Sheffield,"  a 
very  happy  thought  on  the  part  of  the 
author-adapter,  Mr.  GRUNDY. 

The  occasion  ot  the  revival,  too,  was  also 
noteworthy  as  being  the  debut  of  another  of 
the  TERRY  family,  the  ingenue  of  the  comedy 
being  played  bv  Miss  MABEL  TERRY  LEWIS, 
who  certainly  inherits  no  small  share  of  the 
TERRY  Talent.  Mr.  GERALD  DU  MAUKIER,  too. 
is  excellent  in  a  marvellously  made-up  unall 
character  part ;  and  BERTIE  HARE— the  heir 
of  HARE — is  very  good  as  the  youngster.  Mr. 
HARE  has  fitted  on  this  "  pair  of  spectacles" 
just  in  time  ;  not  to  have  doue  so  would  have 
been  shortsighted  policy  ;  and  through  them 
no  doubt  he  sees  his  way  to  a  long  and  highly 
satisfactory  run.  These  two  revivals  Mr. 
HAKE  may  consider  not  as  "  a  pair  of  specs," 
but  as  "  a  couple  of  certainties." 

PETER  PROSIT. 


WHY  IS  THE   MODEBN   FlCTIONIST    LIKE    A 

DOG-FANCIER?— Btcaube   he   is  so  fond  of 
short  tails. 
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TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  man  Short  Story-teller. 
I.— THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS.     (COKTINUED.) 

ON  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  with  his  hrave  old  back  against 
the  wall,  stood  ray  dear  father,  his  arms  tightly  bound  to  his  sides, 
and  a  cummerbund  tied  firmly  over  that  mouth  which  had  never, 
save  in  moments  of  thoughtless,  but  pardonable  anger,  spoken  any 
but  words  of  kindness  to  his  son.  In  front  of  him  was  coached  a 
huge  man-eating  tiger — I  recognised  his  hominiyorous  propensities  at 
once  by  the  peculiar  striping  of  his  left 
shoulder,  an  infallible  sign  to  a  sports- 
man's eye — licking  his  chops  in  joyous 
anticipation  of  the  unresisting  feast 
which  Providence  had  thus  thrown  in 
his  way.  I  could  see  the  great  red 
tongue  darting  out  now  on  one  side  of 
his  mouth,  now  on  the  other,  while  his 
immense  tail  lathed  the  floor  in  dazzling 
curves.  This  spectacle  would  have  been 
sufficient  to  shake  the  nerves  of  an  or- 
dinarily courageous  man — but  this  was 
not  all.  On  one  side  of  1  he  gigantic  cat  lay  coiled  an  immense  python, 
of  the  deadliest  kind,  and  on  the  other  one  of  the  tallest  and  most 
powerful  elephants  I  have  ever  seen  was  squatting  on  its  haunches, 
blinking  at  my  poor  father  with  its  wicked  little  eyes.  I  knew  at 
once  what  had  happened.  My  father's  only  weakness  was  a  fondness 
amounting  to  mania  for  conjuring  tricks  of  all  kind*.  The  latest  mail 
had  broueht  us  some  English  papers  containing  descriptions  of  the 
Cabinet  Trick  of  the  DAVENPOBT  Brothers,  who  were  at  that  time 
(this  may  help  to  fix  the  date,  a  point  on  which  I  have  never  cared 
t'>  trouble  myself)  astounding  all  London  bv  their  dexterity  in  un- 
tying themselves  from  ropes  lashed  securely  round  them.  As  soon 
as  he  had  read  the  accounts  my  father  determined  that  he  would 

Rractise  the  trick,  and  for  a  week  past  he  had  spent  hours  in  our 
ttle  room  with  coils  of  rope  wonnd  round  every  part  of  his  body 
in  the  effort,  which  had  hitherto  proved  vain,  to  release  himself. 
Every  day  the  heroic  old  fellow,  still  panting  from  his  intolerable 
exertions,  had  murmured  "I  am  all  but  undone,"  hut  never— if 
the  expression  may  be  pardoned  -had  he  been  so  near  his  utter  un- 
doing as  he  was  at.  this  awful  moment.  Of  course  I  knew  what  had 
happened.  The  dastardly  Chamberlain,  whose  discomfiture  I  have 
already  narrated,  must  have  got  wind  of  my  father's  daily  practice, 
and,  taking  advantage  of  his  state  of  bondage,  must  have  intro- 
duced into  our  room  its  present  horrible  occupants.  The  room  was 
not  a  large  one,  and  the  stairs  leading  to  it  were  steep,  and  I  have 
never  yet  been  able  to  explain  to  myself  satisfactorily  by  what 
masterpiece  of  diabolical  ingenuity  the  scoundrel  was  able  to  carry 
out  his  stratagem. 

However,  this  was  no  moment  for  discovering  explanation".  The 
situation  required  instant  action.  Fortunately,  my  father's  eyes 
were  unbandaged,  and  for  the  space  of  half-an-hour,  as  it  afterwards 
turned  out,  he  had  been  able  to  control  his  zoological  invaders  by  the 
mere  magnetism  of  his  unwavering  glance.  One  wink,  however,  was 
bound  to  prove  fatal,  and  I  saw  from  the  beads  of  perspiration  stand- 
ing upon  the  old  man's  rugged  forehead  that  he  must  be  very  near 
the  limit  of  his  power  of  keeping  both  eyes  open.  If  a  drop  of 
perspiration  should  happen  to  roll  into  one  of  his  eyes  there  could  be, 
I  knew,  but  one  end  to  the  business. 

As  good  luck  would  have  it,  the  animals  had  not  noticed  my 
entrance.  I  immediately  decided  what  to  do.  Addressing  my  father 
silently  in  the  deaf  and  dumb  language,  of  which  I  am  a  master,  I 
adjured  him  to  stand  firm  for  another  moment  or  two.  I  could  see 
from  the  expression  of  trustful  thankfulness,  which  stealing  over  his 
face,  robbed  it  of  every  vestige  of  anxiety,  that  he  had  understood  my 
appeal.  Then  creeping  cautiously  to  a  cupboard,  I  opened  it  with- 
out the  slightest  noise  and  found,  as  I  expected,  a  small  coil  of  rope 
and  a  dish  of  Sallims,  a  very  tasty  kind  of  native  cake.  Taking  two 
of  these,  I  tied  one  to  each  end  of  the  rope,  and  threw  it  deftly  so  that 
one  cake  dropped  under  the  elephant's  trunk,  while  the  other,  by  a 
stroke  of  good  fortune,  fell  right  into  the  wide  open  jaws  of  the  python. 
The  slack,  as  I  intend^,  alighted  gently  in  a  running  noose  round 
the  tiger's  throat.  What  I  anticipated  happened.  The  snake,  with- 
out troubling  itself  to  discover  whence  the  gift  had  come,  swallowed 
the  Sallun  with  which  fate  had  so  unexpectedly  provided  it.  In 
doing  so  it  pulled  the  dainty  at  the  other  end  slightly  away  from  the 
mammoth,  who,  teeing  it  moving  from  him,  lost  no  time  in  seizing  it 
with  his  trunk  and  placing  it,  as  is  the  wont  of  these  animals,  in  nis 
mouth.  The  rope  was  immediately  pulled  taut,  and  began  to  choke 
the  tiger.  His  mars  were  awful  but  unavailing.  Neither  elephant 
nor  python  would  release  his  hold,  and  in  just  seventy-four  seconds 
— I  took  the  time  by  my  stop-watch — the  beautiful  striped  brute  was 
a  corpse.  This,  however,  was  not  all.  So  hard  did  the  two  living 
beasts  struggle  in  their  fearful  tug  of  war  that  the  tiger's  head 
gradually  became  detached  from  his  body  and  rolled  away  to  my  im- 


moveable  father's  feet.  What  would  be  the  result  of  the  contest  P 
The  agony  of  watching  was  frightful.  In  my  suspense  I  tried  to 
breathe  a  prayer,  but  at  the  time  all  I  could  remember  was  the  fifth 
proposition  of  the  first  book  of  Euclid,  which  I  repeated  twice  over 
without  a  single  mistake.  Meanwhile,  the  two  combatants,  as  the 
Sallims  went  further  and  further  down  their  throats  and  into  their 
stomachs,  approached  closer  and  closer  to  one  another.  At  last  only 
a  yard,  then  a  foot,  then  six  inches,  then  an  inch  separated  them, 
until  at  last-  Great  heaven !  my  hair,  even  as  I  write,  stands  on  end 
with  unutterable  horror — I  saw  the  python  open  its  enormous  jaws  to 
their  fullest  extent  and  swallow,  yes,  literally  swallow  the  trunk, 
the  tusks,  and  the  vast  head  of  the  elephant.  Slowly  the  immense 
pachyderm  disappeared.  I  heard  his  great  bones  crack  and  shiver 
as  inch  after  inch  of  him  was  remorselessly  engulfed  until,  after  three 
minutes  and  fourteen  seconds,  all  that  visibly  remained  of  him  was  a 
little  tail,  which  for  a  space  waggled  feebly  out  of  the  snake's  month. 
Then  this,  too,  was  still.  Another  gulp  and  it  was  gone,  and  all  was  over. 
To  dispatch  the  python  in  its  distended  condition  was  the  work  of 
a  moment.  I  at  once  released  the  old  man  who  had  been  the 
delighted  spectator  of  my  successful  cunning.  His  joy,  as  may  be 
imagined,  was  great,  but  his  pride  in  his  son  was  even  greater  than 
his  joy.  I  exacted  from  him  a  promise  (which,  I  regret  to  say,  he  broke 
only  a  few  days  afterward")  never  again  to  practise  the  Cabinet  Trick. 
Then,  having  rung  the  hell  and  ordered  my  servant  to  carry  away  the 
remains  of  the  three  beasts,  I  proceeded  to  make  my  preparations  for 
starting  without  delay  in  quest  of  the  Pink  Hippopotamus. 
(To  be  continued.) 


A  REVISED  CODE. 

[ "  The  Ladies'  Football  Club  have  been  defeated— we  make  haste  to  add  by 
the  weather.  They  are  said  to  have  shown  of  late  a  disinclination,  with 
which  it  is  easy  to  sympathise,  to  practice  in  the  cold,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
mud.  ...  A  wit  has  suggested  that  football  matches  should  be  settled  "  by 
arbitration." — Daily  Graphic.} 

Ki'LF.s  OP  THE  L.  F.  C. 

1.  ONLY  the  Association  game  shall 
be   permitted,    with    the   following 
modifications. 

2.  Matches  shall  under  no  circum- 
stances be  played  between  the  months 
of  September  and  May. 

3.  The  sides  shall  consist  of  any 
number  of  >  oung  ladies  (not "  new  "), 
good-looking,  and  well-dressed,  to  be 
captained  by  a  good  hostess. 

4.  These  are  not  to  run,  walk,  or 
scuffle  about  with,  after,  or  away  from, 
any  ball  whatever,  nor  to  tumble  about 
under  any  pretence,  nor  to  perform 
any  evolution  which  may  be  calcu- 
lated to  disarrange  their  toilet. 

5.  The  play  shall  be  conducted  by 
the  umpires,  who  are  to  be  of  the 
male  sex. 

6.  There  shall  be  eleven  umpires  on  each  side. 

7.  In  all  cases  where  possible,  the  match  shall  be  settled  without  re- 
sorting to  brute  force,  or  needless  waste  of  time  and  breath,  by  appeal- 
ing immediately  before  "  kick-off  "  to  the  arbitration  of  the  referee. 

8.  The  referee  shall  he  the  most  intelligent  and  elderly  foreign 
count   whose    services  are  obtainable,  or,  failing  that,  the  least 
athletic  cabinet  minister  or  archbishop  in  the  neighbourhood. 

9.  The  goals  shall  consist  of  two  large  marquees,  in  which  the 
respective  captains,  assisted  by  the  other  lady-members,  shall  preside 
over  afternoon  tea  and  ices. 

10.  In  the  event  of  the  ball  travelling  anywhere  near  the  goals,  or 
in  any  way  endangering  the  tea-things,  the  referee  shall  at  once  stop 
all  further  play. 

11.  It  shall  be  permissible,  and.  indeed,  recommended,  that  any,  or 
all,  the  umpires  shall  leave  the  football  alone  at  any  stage  of  the 
game,  and  attend  to  the  lady-players,  and  no  umpire  shall  be  ruled 
' '  off-side  "  for  so  doing. 

12.  No  cry  of  "  hands  "  or  other  invidious  comment  shall  be  raised 
v  hen  any  umpire  is  caught  asking  any  lady-player  for  her  hand,  or 
else  what  would  be  the  blessed  good  of  the  club's  existence  ? 

13.  As  many  "  corners  "  as  possible  shall  be  allowed.    These  are 
to  be  in  shady  parts  of  the  field  or  in  the  marquees,  and  are  to  be 
used  solely  for  flirtation. 

14.  A  "  free  kick"  shall  be  given  to  any  umpire  who  fools  about 
after  the  hall,  when  he  ought  to  be  in  the  marquee. 

15.  If  there  be  insufficient  space,  the  game  may  be  omitted  en- 
tirely, and  tea  given  in  the  nearest  and  best-laid-out  private  gardens, 
where  there  are  shrubberies  and  summer-houses  ;  or  the  match  may 
be  converted,  in  the  event  of  doubtful  weather,  into  a  dance. 

16.  No  match  shall  be  declared  "off"  after  the  banns  have  been  read. 


vol.  cvm. 
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PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


ONE    TOO    MANY 


Sportsinan  (showing  hit  horses  to  friend  who  has  riddtn  tver  U>  see  him). 

IN   MV   LIKE — OBLIOED  TO   SELL  HBR  THOUGH — GOT  TOO   MANY."      (/MMf 

Friend.  "By  JOVE  I     WHY   THAT'S    THE    MARK    CRASHER   SOLD  TO 
BOLTER  MUST  HA'  HAD  TOO  MANY  AND  SOLD  HER  TO  YOU  I " 


ALL    ROUND. 

Now  THAT'S  THB  CLEVEREST  LITTLE  BEGGAR  I  EVEB  HAD 

"BY  THE  WAY,  SHE  WOULD  CABRY  YOU  I" 

BOLTER—HAD  TOO   MANY,  I   REMEMBER— ODD,   AIN'T  IT  f 


THE  INTERESTING  INVALID. 

An  Alice-in-  Wonderlandish  Sea-Dream. 

[ "  An  inquiry  into  the  circumstances  under 
which  the  cultivation  and  storage  of  oysters  and 
other  shell-fish  around  our  coast  art  carried  out, 
which  it  is  stated  Mr.  BRYCB  is  about  to  institute, 
will  serve  a  useful  purpose,  especially  in  the  case 
of  '  other  shell-fish/"— Daily  ChrtnicU.} 

'TWAS  the  voice    of  the  Lobster,  I  heard   him 

declare, 

"  Doctors  frighten  our  Dandcs,  and  that  isn't  fair. 
'  Inquiry  on  Shell-fish  '  P  Oh  !  blow  Mr.  BRYCB  ! 
You  will  soon  be  all  right  if  you  take  my  advice  !" 

"Well,  I  hope  so,  I'm  sure,"  said  the 
Walrus  to  the  Carpenter. 

"  Or  else  what  is  to  become  of  our  pleasant 
little  picnics  on  the  sea-shore  ? "  said  the 
Carpenter  to  the  Walrus. 

The  Walrus  and  the  Carpenter 
Were  hovering  round  the  bed 

They  wept'like  anything  to  see 
Each  Oyster  hang  his  head 

"  If  they  go  on  like  this,"  they  cried, 
"  They  '11  very  soon  be  dead ! " 

"Drat  'em!"  grumbled  Nurse  Crab. 
"  They 've  been  taking  a  drain  too  much,  I 
feel  sewer." 

"You're  another,  Mrs.  Gamp"  mur- 
mured a  Native,  lifting  his  head  limply  from 
his  brown-sand  bolster,  and  dropping  it  back 
again  with  a  disconsolate  dab. 

"  If  you  make  bad  puns  to  'em  in  their 
present  low  state  I  won  t  answer  for  the  con- 
sequences," said  Dr.  Lobster,  pulling  Nurse 
Crab's  shelly  apron^  kin  professional  re- 
monstrance. 


Nurse  Crab  squared  her  claws  like  Ama- 
zonian elbows,  and  rolled  her  protuberant 
eyes  scornfully. 

"Feel  their  pulses,"  suggested  the  Car- 
penter. 

"They  haven't  got  any,"  snapped  Dr. 
Lobster.  "  Besides  my  claws  are  not  suited 
for  pulse-feeling." 

"Make  'em  put  their  tongues  out,"  hinted 
the  Walrus. 

"Tongues?"  sneered  Dr.  Lobster,  de- 
risively. "Don't  you  know  that,  like 
CHARLES  READE'S  nigger,  oysters  are  '  darned 
anomalies,' — 

'  Because  they  have  beards  without  any  chin, 
And  get  out  of  bed  to  be  tucked  in." ' 

"Old  riddles  are  more  painful  than  bad 
puns,"  protested  the  bed-ridden  bivalve. 
f '  Tucked  in,  indeed.  Well,  /  shall  never  get 
out  of  bed  again,  that's  one  thing,"  he  con- 
tinued, with  a  spitefully  triumphant  look  at 
the  Walrus  and  the  Carpenter. 

"  Oh,  don't  say  that ! "  said  the  Carpenter, 
tearfully. 

The  Artful  Oyster  looked  at  him, 

But  no  word  more  he  said ; 
The  Artful  Oyster  winked  his  eye, 

And  shook  his  fevered  head  ; 
As  who  should  say  "  "Tis  not  for  you, 

I  '11  leave  the  oyster-bed." 
"  Silence  in  the  sick-room,  or  I  '11  turn  you 
all  out  of  it,"  snapped  Dr.  Lobster,  making 
his  olaws  click  like  infuriated  castanets  in  the 
Walrus's  ears. 

As  a  duck  in  a  thunderstorm,  quite  thunder-struck, 
Each  sixpenny  bivale  looks  "  down  on  his  luck." 
Fancy  six  bob  a  dozen !     You  ought  to  be  nice, 
You  dear  little  darlings,  nuat  dear — at  the  price 


What  h*ve  you  been  doing  to  make  yourself  sick 
Like  a  lot  of  slum-dwellers  ?    Come,  answer  me 
quick ! 

"'Spect  they're  shamming,"  said  Nurse 
Crab,  crabbily. 

"I'd  like  to  poison  the  lot  of  you!" 
muttered  the  irascible  invalid. 

"  Just  what  you  've  been  trying  to  do,  you 
murderous  mossels !  "  retorted  Nurse  Crab. 

"  Mussels  f  No!  Come  now!  we're  not 
as  bad  as  they  are,"  protested  the  better-class 
bivalve,  indignantly.  "  Mussels,  indeed  ! 
Mussels  are  low  tnings,  cheap  and  nasty 
shams,  sold  by  costers  at  a  penny  a  plateful, 
and  eaten  by  the  ravenous  rabble  with  black 
pepper  and  their  fingers  !  Engh ! "  The 
superior  mollusk's  soul-shaking,  upper-class, 
high-toned  shudder  shook  it  into  a  sharp 
attack  of  sTnoope,  from  which  it  was  with  difh- 
oulty  that  Dr.  Lobster'sministrations  ralliedit. 

"Call  yourself  a  nurte  t"  said  the  Doctor 
to  Mrs.  Crab.  "  You  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  yourself.  How  would  you  like  to  be  com- 
pared to  a  whelk  or  a  winkle  ?  You  and 
your  mussels!  Consider  the  gentleman's 
feelings !  " 

"I  didn't    say  musie/f—I  said  mottelt" 
muttered  Nurse  Crab,  sullenly. 
"Well,  well,"  quoth  the  Lobster.     "You   take 
my  advice, 

And    I  fancy  we'll  do  without    HUILBY    or 
BRYCE. 

Mere  mussels  or  mackerel,  lower-class  grub, 

That  flounder  in  baskets,  or  flop  in  a  tub, 

At  six  for  a  shilling,  or  tuppence  a  pound, 

May  go  sick  if  they  like,  but  we  mutt  bring  you 
round ! " 

[And  Mr.  PUNCH  hopes  they  mil. 
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LITTLE    MOPSEMAN. 

(The  very  tuieest  Dramatic  Allegory  Jrom  Norway.) 

PERSONS. 

ALFRED  FRUTSKCK  (Man  of  Letters). 
Mrs.  SPRETA  FRUYSECK  (his  wife).  . 

Little    MOPSEMAN    (their   Piideldachs,  six  years  ana  nine 

months  old). 

MOPSA  BROVIK  (a  little  less  than  km  to  ALFRED). 
Sanitary  Engineer  BLOCHDRAHS. 
The  VARMINT-BLOK. 

TRANSLATOR'S  NOTE.— The  word  "  tttk,"  like  the  analogous  Norwegian 
"yeyitr,"  implies  merely  an  individual— not  necessarily  a  Bhady  one. 
ELEN  and  CHEVALIER,  pairim. 

THE  FIRST  ACT. 

A  richly-upholstered   garden-room,   full   of  art-pots    and   other 
furniture.      Mrs.  SPRKTA  FRUYSECK  stands  beside  the  table, 


unpacking  the  traditional  bag.  Shortly  after,  Miss  MOPSA 
BBOVIK  enters  by  the  door :  she  carries  a  pink  parasol  and  a 
rather  portly  portfolio  with  a  patent  lock. 

Mopsa  (as  she  enters).  Good 
moraine,  my  dear  SPRETA  ! 
(Sees  the  bag.)  Why,  you  are 
unpacking  a  travelling-bag  on 
the  drawing-room  table !  Then 
ALFRED  has  actually  come 
home  ?  [  Takes  off  her  t  hinas. 

Spreta  (turns  and  nods  with 
a  teasing  smile).  As  if  you 
didn't  know !  When  you 
have  never  been  down  in  these 
parts  all  the  time  he  has  been 
away!  (Unpacking  a  flannel 
vest  and  a  respirator.)  Yes. 
He  turned  up  last  night,  quite 
unexpectedly. 

Mopsa.  Then  it  was"Ma< 
that  drew  me  out  here !  I 
felt  I  must.  Mv  poor  dear 
mother,  KAIA, — she  that  was 
a  Miss  FOSLI,  you  know,— was 
like  that.  She  always  felt  she 
must.  It 's  heredity.  Surely 
you  can  understand  that  t 

Spreta  (takes  out  a  bottle  of 
cough  mixture,  and  closes  the 
bag  with  a  sr.ap).  I  am  not 
Htute  a  fool,  my  dear.  But 
really,  when  you  have  such  a 
firm  admirer  in  Mr.  BLOCH- 
DRAIIN ! 

Mopsa.  He  is  such  a  mere 
bachelor.  I  never  could  feel 
really  attracted  to  any  un- 
married man.  All  that  seems 
to  me  so  utterly  nnmaidenly. 
(Changing  the  subject.)  How 
M  dear  ALFRED  ? 

Spreta.  Dear  ALFRED  is 
tired,  but  perfectly  trans- 
figured by  his  trip.  He  has 
never  once  been  away  from  me 
all  these  years.  Only  think ! 


looking  quite  splendid !  And  how  have  you  got  on  with  your  won- 
derful large  book,  ALFRED  ?  I  felt  so  sure  it  would  go  so  easily  when 
once  you  had  got  awav  from  dear  SPRETA. 

Alfred  (shrugaing  his  shoulders).  It  did— wonderfully  easily.  The 
truth  is  my  thick  fat  book  on  Canine  Idiosyncrasy — h'm— has  gone 
—  entirely  out  of  my  head.  I  have  been  trying  thinking  for  a 
change.  It's  easier  than  writing. 

Spreta.  Yes,  ALFRED,  I  can  understand  that.  And  then,  when 
yon  had  never  really  got  farther  than  the  title t 

Alfred  (smiling  at  her).  No  farther  than  that.  Somehow,  none  of 
the  FRUYSECKS  ever  do.  My  family  is  a  thing  apart.  And  now  I 
have  determined  to  devote  my  whole  time  to  Little  MOPSEMAN.  I 
'*"  J  am  going  to  foster  all  the  noble  germs  in  him,  create  a  conscious 
happiness  in  his  mind.  ( With  enthusiasm.)  That  is  my  true  voca- 
tion 

Spreta.  You  shouldn't  have  dressed  the  poor  dog  up  like  that.  It 
does  make  him  look  so  utterly  ridiculous  I 

Alfred  (speaking  lower  and  seriously).  Only  in  the  eyes  of  the 


"He  backs  out  cringingly.  .  . .  Mopseman  slips  out  after  him." 


Philistines  who  couldn't  see  any  pithos  in  poor  Mrs.  SOLNESS  and  her 
nine  dolls.  The  tiulv  reverent  have  no  sense  whatever  of  the  ridi- 
culous. Still,  it  would  certainly  be  better  in  future  to  keep  Little 

MOPSEMANN  indoors,  oecause 
if  the  dogs  in  the  streets  saw 
him  in  those  clothes — (clench- 
ing his  hands) — and  after  he 
has  had  that  unfortunate 
accident  to  his  tail,  too ! 

Spreta.  ALFRED,  I  won't 
have  you  bringing  up  that 
again !  There  's  someone 
knocking.  Come  in. 

The  Varmint- Sliik  (enters 
softly  and  noiselessly.  He  is 
a  slouching,  sinister  figure,  in 
a  fur  cap  and  a  flowered 
comforter.  He  has  a  large 
green  gingham  in  one  hand, 
and  in  the  other  a  bag  which 
writhes  unpleasantly).  Hum- 
bly beg  pardon,  your  wor- 
ships, but  you  don't  happen 
to  feel  in  the  humour  to  see 
how  this  little  wounded  war- 
rior here  (points  to  MOPSE- 
MAN) would  polish  off  the 
lovely  little  ratikins,  do  you  ? 
Alfred  (with  suppressed  in- 
dignation]. We  most  certainly 
do  not.  He  is  intended  for 
higher  things.  Get  out,  you 
have  frightened  him  under 
the  sofa. 

The  Varm.-B.  He'll  come 
round  right  enough. . . .  There, 
didn't  I  tell  you !  See  how  he 
sniffs  at  my  legs.  It's  won- 
derful what  a  fancy  dawgs  do 
seem  to  take  to  me — follow  me 
anywhere,  they  will.  (  With 
a  chuckling  laugh.)  Seems  as 
if  they  'd  got  to. 

Spreta.  There  is  certainly 


Mopsa.  That  would  account  for  it  certainlv.  And  I  really  think 
he  deserved  some  little  outing,  j  If  ~ith  an  outburst  of  joy.)  Why,  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  he  has  positively  finished  his  great  big  book 
while  he  has  been  away ! 

Spreta  (with  a  half  smile).  Shouldn't  you  ?  /  should.  But  he  has 
not  mentioned  it— perhaps  he  was  too  tired.  And  he  has  been  trying 
to  teach  that  miserable  Little  MOPSEMAN  tricks  ever  since  he  came 
back.  I  never  did  care  about  dogs  myself,  and  really  ALFRED  is  so 
perfectly  absurd  about  him.  Oh,  here  he  is. 

ALFRED  FBUTSECK  enters,  followed  by  Little  MOPSEMAN  on  his  hind 
legs.  ALFRED  t«  a  weedy,  thin-haired  man  of  about  thirty-fire 
(«r  thirty-lie)  with  tinted  spectacles  and  limp  side-whiskers. 
MowtEMAJf  wears  a  military  tunic  and  a  shako  very  much  over 
one  eye,  and  u  shouldering  a  small  toy  musket.  He  is  bandy- 
legged, with  a  broad  black  snout  and  beautiful  intelligent  eyes. 
Hu  tail  is  drooping  and  has  lost  all  its  hair. 

Alfred  (beaming).  Just  see  what  really  wonderful  progress  Little 
MOPSEMAH  has  made  already  with  his  drill.  Why,  my  dearest 
MOPSA  !  (Goes  up  and  kisses  her  with  marked  pleasure.)  You  have 
come  here  the  very  morning  after  my  return  ?  Fancy  that. 

Mopsa  (gazes  fixedly  at  him).  I  couldn't  keep  away.    You  f 


The  Varm.-B.  (with  glittering 
sweet  little  creatures,  lady.    I  'ui  very 


no  accounting And  what 

becomes  of  them  when  they  do  Y 
eyes).  Oh,  they  're  safe  enough,  the 

...-,,  in  1 1,  virouuica,  i.Mi> .     j.  in  very  kind  to  em.    And  if  I  could 
only  induce  you  to  let  your  lovely  poodlekin  tackle  a  dozen  rats, 

which  'ud  be  a  holiday  to  a  game  little  spnrtin'  dawg  like  him Not, 

thismoruin'  ?  then  here's  a  loving  good-day  to  you  all,  and  thank 
ye  kindly  for  nothing. 

[He  backs  out  cringingly,  as  SPBF.TA  retires  to  the  rerandah,  fanning 

herself  elegantly  with  her  pocket-handkerchief;  MoPSEHAN  flips 

out  after  him,  unnoticed  by  all.    ALFRED  sees  MOPSA'S  portfolio. 

Alfred  (to  MOPSA).  And  have  you  positively  lugged  this  thing  all 

the  way  out  here.     Wasn't  it  heavy  ? 

Mopsa  (nods).  It  had  to  be.  It  contains  all  the  letters  written  to 
my  poor  dear  Mother— by  Master-builder  SOLNESS,  you  know.  My 
Mother  had  such  a  rich,  beautiful  past.  [  thought,  ALFRED,  we 
might  look  them  through  together  quietly  some  evening,  when 
SPRETA  is  out  of  the  way.  [Looks  attentirely  at  him. 

Alfred  (uneasily,  to  himself).  Oh,  my  good  gracious !  '  (Aloud.) 

It  would  certainly  hare  to  be  some  evening  when But  on  the 

whole,  perhaps,  I— I  really  almost  think  we  had  better It  isn't 

as  if  you  were  really  my  second  cousin  ! 

Spreta  (re-entering  from  rerandah).  Has  that  horrible  person 
with  the  rats  gone  ?  He  has  given  me  almost  a  kind  of  turn. 


FSBBUARY  2,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


53 


Alfred.  He  is  a  sort  of  itinerant  Trope,  I  suppose.  Talking  of 
turns,  did  I  tell  you  that  I,  too,  have  experienced  a  kind  of  inward 
revolution  away  up  there  among  the  peaks  ?  .  .  .  I  hare. 

Spreta.  Oh,  heavens  I  ALFRED,  was  it  the  cookery  at  those  high 
mountain  hotels  ? 

Alfred  (soothingly,  patting  her  head).  Not  altogether—  be  very 
sure  of  that.  But  it  is  rather  a  long  story.  I  should  recommend  you 
to  sit  down.  (  They  sit  down  expectantly.)  I  will  try  to  tell  you. 
(Gazing  straight  before  him.)  When  I  look  back  into  the  vague 
mists  that  enshroud  my  earliest  infancy,  I  seem  almost  to  — 

Spreta  (flaps  him).  Oh,  for  goodness'  sake,  ALFRED,  do  skip  the 
introduction  ! 

Alfred  (disappointed).  It  was  the  most  interesting  part  !  But  the 
long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  I  have  resolved  to  renounce  writing 
my  wonderful  work  on  Canine  Idiosyncracy  .'  I  am  going  to  act  it 
out  instead  —  on  Little  MOPSEMAN.  (  With  shining  eyes.)  I  intend 
to  perfect  the  rich  possibilities  that  lie  hidden  in  that  rather  unpre- 
possessing poodle.  There  .' 

Spreta  (holding  aloof  from  him).  And  is  that  allf 

Alfred.  H'm,  yes,  that  's  all.  But  you  never  did  properly  appre- 
ciate poor  Little  MOPSEMAN  ! 

Mopsa  (pressing  his  hand).  She  never  did,  ALFRED.  But  /  do. 
And  we  wfll  teach  him  the  loveliest  new  tricks  together.  (  Fixes  her 
eyes  on  him.)  Just  you  and  I. 

Spreta.  ALFRED,  I  won't  have  the  dog  taught  any  tomfoolery. 
You  shall  not  divide  yourself  up  like  that.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Sanitary  Engineer  Blochdrcihn  (enters  by  door).  Aha,  so  you've 

t  your  husband  thoroughly  in  hand,  as  usual,  eh,  Mrs.  FRUYSECK  ? 
To  the  others.)  I  bring  glorious  news.  I  have  just  been  called  in 
to  see  to  the  Schoolhouse  drains  again  !  I  only  laid  them  last 
Autumn  ;  but  there  seems  to  be  a  leakage  somewhere.  Quite  a  big 
piece  of  new  work,  really  ! 

Mopsa.  And  you  are  beaming  with  joy  over  that  f 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  I  am  indeed,  And  afterwards  I  have  several 
important  drains  to  disconnect  at  the  great  new  hotel  in  Christiania, 
and  the  most  tremendous  scientific  safeguards  to  grapple  with  and 
overthrow.  What  a  glorious  thing  it  is  to  be  a  plumber  and  make  a 
little  extra  work  for  oneself  in  the  world  1  Miss  MOPSA,  can  I  per- 
suade you  to  take  a  little  turn  in  the  garden  ?  Do  !  [Offers  his  arm. 

Mopsa  (takes  it).  Oh,  I  don't  mind  —  provided  you  don't  talk  either 
shop  or  sentiment.  [  T  hey  go  out  together. 

Spreta  (looks  after  them).  What  a  pity  it  is  that  MOPSA  can't  take 
more  to  that  Mr.  BLOCHDRAHN,  isn't  it,  ALFRED  P 

[Looks  searchingly  at  him. 

Alfred  (wriggles).  Oh  —  er—  I  don't  know.  For  then  we  should 
see  so  much  less  of  her. 

Spreta  (vehemently).  Oh,  come  !  So  much  the  better  !  (Clutching 
him  round  the  neck.)  I  want  you  all  to  myself,  ALFRED.  I 


go 
(T 


love  vou  so  much  I  could  throttle  you.  I've  a  good  mind  to,  as 
it  is! 

Alfred  (choking).  You  art!  My  loyal,  proud,  true-hearted 
SPRETA,  d-don't!  [Gently  rebates  himself. 

Spreta.  You  have  ceased  to  care  for  me.    Don't  deny  it,  ALFRED  ! 

[Bursts  into  convulsive  weeping. 

Alfred.  I  will  frankly  admit  that,  like  most  married  Norwegians, 
I  am— h'm — subject  to  the  Law  of  Change. 

Spreta  (with  increasing  ejrcitement).  1  saw  that  so  plainly  last 
night.  1  sent  out  for  some  champagne,  ALFRED,  expressly  for  .'you. 
And  you  didn't  drink  a  drop  of  it  i  [Looks  bitterly  aflhim. 

Alfred.  I  knew  the  brand.  (  With  a  gesture  of  repulsion.)  Goose- 
berry,  my  dear,  gooseberry ! 

Spreta.  You  never  even  kissed  me,  either.  But  you  can  kiss  MOPSA! 
ALFKF.D,  if  you  imagine  7am  the  kind  of  person  to  play  gooseberry 

Alfred.  Need  dramatic  dialogue  descend  to  these  sordid  details  'f 
Really  this  is  verging  on  a  mere  vulgar  row !  And  when  you  know, 
too,  how  I  have  always  regarded  MOPSA  almost  as  a  sort  of  sister ! 

Spreta.  I  know  that  sort  of  sister,  ALFRED.  She  comes  from  Nor- 
way !  But  I  am  none  of  your  fish-blooded  Mrs.  SOI.N K.SSK.S.  or  half- 
witted BEATA  ROSMKRS,  and  I  'm  not  going  to  stand  it !  I  decline  to 
share  you  with  anything  or  anybody — whether  it 's  a  thick  fat  book 
that  never  gets  even  begun,  or  a  designing  minx  that  helps  you  in 
your  precious  "  vocation,"  or  a  gorging  little  mongrel,  with  his  evil 
red  and  green  eyes,  that  I  'm  often  tempted  to  wish  at  the  bottom  of 
the  fiord  !  [Confused  cries  and  bark*  are  heard  outside. 

Alfred  (shocked).  SPRETA!  When  I  am  going  to  bring  all  his 
desires  into  harmony  with  his  digestion !  How  unkind  of  you ! 
(Looks  out  for  a  moment.)  What  in  the  world  are  all  the  dogs 
barking  at  down  there  ? 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  (re-entering  with  MOPSA,  by  glass  door).  Only 
some  organ-grinder's  monkey.  They  have  just  frightened  it  into  the 
fiord.  Such  fun  I 

Alfred  (in  an  agony  of  dread).  Can  it  be  our  Little ?    But  he 

is  burying  bones  in  the  back  garden.  And  he  is  not  a  monkey, 
either.  And  if  he  were,  monkeys  can  all  swim.  . .  .  What  are  they 
saying  now  P  .  .  .  Hush ! 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  (leans  over  verandah  railings).  They  say,  "  He 
is  still  shouldering  the  little  musket !  " 

Alfred^   (almost  paralysed).  The  little it  is  MOPSEMAN  !     I 

taught  him  to  do  it  so  thoroughly !  (  With  outstretched  arms.)  He 
cannot  shoulder  a  musket  and  swim  too!  (Glancing  darkly  at 
SPRETA.)  Woman,  you  have  your  wish !  Henceforth  my  life  will 
be  one  long  rankle  of  remorse !  [Sinks  down  in  the  armchair. 

Mopsa  (with  an  affectionate  expression  in  her  eyes).  Not  alone, 
ALFRED  !  We  will  rankle  together — just  you  and  I. 

Alfred  (rises,  half  distracted).  Oh,  my  gracious  goodness! 

[//«  rushes  down  into  the  garden 


THE  BATTLE  OF  EVESHAM. 
WHO  WON  rrt 

DEAR  SFR, — The  answer  to  this  question  is 
simplicity  itself — my  League  did  it.  We  got 
the  Labourers  AUotments.and.we  gained  our 
quid  pro  quo  (this 
phrase  has  kindly 
been  supplied  by  a 
distinguished  patron 
of  ours)  in  votes.  All 
efforts  to  prove  that 
IMPEY'S  the  friend, 
not  LONG,  were  in 
vain.  But  the  credit 
that  it  was  not  so 
i  sours. — THESECRE- 
TABY  OF  THE  TRULY 
RURAL  LABOURERS' 
LEAGUE. 

DEAR  SIR, — From 
careful  inquiries 
made  in  London,  I  'm 
convinced  that  the 
principles  underly- 
ing our  League  resulted  in  Colonel  LONG'S 
return.  Englishmen  are,  after  all,  sports- 
men ;  and  Worcestershire  is  an  integral  por- 
tion of  England.  If  more  proof  is  wanted, 
I  need  only  mention  that  only  one  day  before 
the  polling  we  received  an  application  from 
Evesham  for  the  formation  of  a  local  branch. 
THE  SEC.  OF  THE  SPORTIVE  LEAGUE. 

DEAB  SIR,—  We  did  the  trick.   We  had  five 
canvassers  per  man  in  the  division,  and  during 


the  contest  we  paid  53,219  visits,  leaving 
2,159,549  leaflets.  We've  learnt  our  tactics 
from  organ-grinders  who  are  paid  to  go  into 
the  next  street.  Rather  than  keep  us  with 
them,  the  electors  promise  us  their  votes. 
Next  please !  THE  SECRETARY  OF  THE 
IRISH  ULSTKRICAL  BRIGADE. 

DEAR  SIB, — I  believe  some  were  foolish 
enough  to  imagine  that  South  Worcestershire 
men  were  going  to  abandon  their  COLLINGS  to 
follow  Home  Rule.  But,  as  1  knew,  it  could 
not  be,  and  it  was  not.  The  agricultural 
labourer  knows  his  friend  when  he  sees  him  ; 
and  Colonel  LONG  is  M.P.  to-day  because  of 
the  unceasing  efforts  of  the  Labourers' 
Friend,  J-SSE  C-LL-NOS. 

DEAR  SIR, — It  is  very  good  of  you  to  ask 
me  my  opinion.  I  think  that  the  Evesham 
contest  ended  in  the  way  it  did  because  of 
(a)  the  Register,  (6)  the  Floods,  (c)  the  Out 
Voters,  and  (d)  the  Independent  Labour  Party. 
The  connection  with  the  last  named  may  not 
be  obvious.  In  point  of  fact,  it  isn't.  But, 
as  a  true  Liberal,  I  feel  bound  to  allege  it. 
THE  MAW  WHO  DID  NOT  GET  IN. 

DEAR  SIR, — I  gladly  find  time  to  answer  the 
question, — "How  did  I  win  EveshamP"  I 
won  it  because,  whilst  my  opponent  got  only 
3,585  votes,  I  polled  4,760.  As  3,585  is,  even 
to  the  naked  eye,  distinctly  less  than  4,760,  I 
was  declared  elected.  In  my  humble  judg- 
ment— though  I  freelv  admit  that  I  am  an 
interested  party — the  Returning  Officer  took 
the  only  course  that  was  open  to  him. 

THE  MAN  WHO  DID  GET  IN. 


DERBY    AND    JOAN. 

MODERN  MIDLAND  VERSION. 
(As  Sung  by  Sir  W-U-am  H-rc-urt.) 

DERBY,  dear,  I  am  old  and  grey, 
Fifteen  years  since  our  wedding  day  I 

Shadow  and  shine  for  every  one, 

As  the  years  roll  on. 
DERBY,  dear,  'tis  in  vain  they  try 
To  chill  your  heart,  or  to  lure  your  eye. 
Ah !  dear,  we  stick,  now  as  then. 
The  tenderest  wife  to  the  best  of  men. 

Always  the  same,  DERBY  my  own. 

Always  the  same  to  your  old  Wife  JOAN  ! 

DERBY,  dear,  but  I  did  feel  riled 
When  the  Party  on  PRIMROSE  smiled 

Until  men  whispered,  the  young  Scotch 
Has  he  greatly  scored  ?  [lord, 

DERBY,  dear,  I  to  Malwood  went, 
My  ain  fireside,  with  a  heart  content. 
Ah  !  dear !  though  the  Cause  look  queer, 
I  feel  so  much  better  when  you  I  'm  near. 
Always  the  same,  DERBY  my  own, 
Always  the  same  to  your  old  Wife,  JOAN  ! 

Hand-in-hand  we  still  go  to-day, 
Hand-in-hand,  spite  what  JOE  can  say. 

There  comes  a  chance  for  every  one, 

As  the  years  roll  on. 

Hand-in-hand,  though  the  Times  may  sneer. 
(Once  to  its  columns  my  pen  .was  dear.) 
Ah!  dear!  I 'm  sure  of  you,  [blue. 

Though  Scots  go  wrong,  or  the  Welsh  look 

Always  the  same,  DERBY  my  own, 

AVways  the  same  to  your  old  Wife,  JOAN! 

Always  the  same  to  devoted  JOAN  ! 
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A  HOME  TRUTH. 

'out  (solto  wee).  "  Is  THIS  THE  BEST  CLARET,  MART  t"  Mary  (audibly).  "  IT  's  THE  BEST  YOU  'VE  OOT,  SIR  I  " 


"MEAT!  MEAT!" 

f"  We  do  not  profess  to  assault  every  fortress 
ana  monopoly  at  the  same  moment.    If  we  did  we  i 
should  get  well  thrathed  for  our  pains.    We  take 
them  one  by  one.  ...  It  mutt  be  left  to  those  , 
who  have  the  responsibility  of  determining  what 
U  to  be  done,  when  it  is  to  be  done,  and  how  it  is 
to  be  done."— Sir  William  Hartourt  at  Derby.} 

Much-worried  Cat't-meat  Merchant 
loquitur : — 

CONFOUND   the   oats   and   drat   the    dogs ! 

Sc-a-a-t.  Mungo!    Down,  Grimalkin  !   \ 
Ye  jest  earn  t  be  all  sarved  at  onst,  aa'  so 

'taint  no  use  talk  in'. 
I  'ye  lot«  o'  stuff,  ah !  quite  enough  to  give 

ye  all  yer  dinners, 
If  ye  '11  but  kindly  bide  yer  time,  ye  scurry- 

f  unging  sinners ! 
But  not  a  mite!    It's  bark,  yelp,  bite;  it's  | 

Hurry,  scurry,  worry. 
Carn't  use  my  knife  upon  my  life !    Where  's 

yer  infarnal 'urry  ? 
At  the  big  lump  ye  'd  like  to  jump,  each  one 

o'  ye,  full  gobble. 
If  ye  don't  stop  I  'U  shut  up  shop,  and  leave 

ye  in  a  'obble ! 

No  time,  I  'm  sure  to  slice  and  skewer.  Ye  're 

greedy,  tierce,  and  narrer. 
Each  wants  fust  glut,   and   the  best   cut. 

Who  'd  keep  a  cat's-meat  barrer  ? 
Bah !  cat  or  dog,  they  're  all  agog,  a-squabble 

and  a-quiver 
For  the  best  paunch,  fast  cut  of  haunch,  or 

slice  of  shin  or  liver. 
Ye  greedy  brutes,  beware  my  boots!    Your 

yelping  and  your  yow-ing, 
You  scrub-haired  pup,  won't  hurry  me  up ; 

nor  yetyour  shrill  mol-rowing, 
You  wild  Welsh  cat.    What  are  you  at,  you 

lurcher  ?    Think  you  Labour 
Will  benefit  when  you  have  bit  or  worried 

every  neighbour  ? 


Bless  my  old  bones !  your  snarling  tones,  my 

angry  Irish  tarrier, 
Between  you  and  the  grub  you'd  grab  will 

only  raise  a  barrier. 
Your  quarrelsome  temper  is  your  cuss,  if  you 

could  only  know  it. 
You  snap  all  round  like  some  mad  'ound. 

Bite  your  own  tail — ah  !  g»  it ! 
All  ctt-and-dog  arter  the  prog,  all  savage, 

snappy,  yappy, 
Upset  the  lot,  and  then  I  'ope  you  '11  all  be 


>eauties  are  many  :  their  faults  very  few,  and 
when  these  are  pointed  out  to  the  Anglo- 
American  artist,  he  gaily  replies,  "What's 
the  odds  as  long  as  I  'm  Abbey  ! '  Which  is 

;rue ;  as  none  but  himself  can  be  his  parallel. 


bloomin'  'appy ! 


Your 


Yah!   bust  the  pack  o'   ye,  I  says. 

shindy  gives  me  dizziness. 
I'm  arf  inclined  to  chuck  my  "round,"  or 

elee  retire  from  bizziness. 
It 's  aggrawacious,  that  it  is,  arter  such  long 

years  sarving  ye, 
Picking  ye  out  the  chicest  lumps,  the  primest 

slices  carving  ye, 
To  be  a-chiwied  like  this  here !     Here 's  lot 

o'  fust-rate  wittles, 
And  with  your  chance  of  a  blow-out  you  're 

jest  a-playing  skittles. 
Won't  even  give  me  time  to  carve,  much  less 

a  chance  to  skewer. 
More  'aste  less  speed !    You  will  not  find  a 

maxim  wot 's  much  truer. 
For  dog,  or  cat.    JACK,  SANDY,  PAT,  or  TAFFY 

— whose  first  turn  it  is 
To-day  by  rights-yyonr  spitfire  fights  may 

go  on  for  eternities, 
And  bring  no  good,  nor  yet  no  food.     Wait, 

and  ye  '11  all  'ave  suthink, 
But  if  you  will  not  take  your  turns,  you'll 

none  o'  you  get  nothink ! 


"ABBEY  THOUGHT!"— "The  Quest  of  the 
Holy  Grail."  These  pictures  are  being  ex- 
hibited just  at  the  right  time,  when  the 
Arthurian  legend  is  attracting  at  the  Lyceum 
Mr.  EDWIN  A.  ABBEY  has  been  five  years  a' 
work  upon  this  most  striking  series.  Their 


A  WILDE  "IDEAL  HUSBAND." 
MR.  OSCAR  WILDE'S  Ideal  Husband,  at  the 
Haymarket,  is  an  interesting  play  up  to  the 
end  of  the  Third  Act ;  and  if  this  c'imax  had 
3een  contrived  more  artistically,  and  less  con- 
ventionally, the  situation  at  the  fall  of  the 
curtain  in  this  act  would  have  been  a  very 
powerful  one.  As  it  is  it  is  fritterr d  away  in 
ionventional  dialogue,  and  the  Fourth  Act  is 
decidedly  weak.  It  is  throughout  excellently 
slayed  by  Miss  JULIA  NEILSON  and  Mr.  WAL- 
LER in  the  two  principal  characters.  Mr.  H  AR- 
TERY'S performance,  in  spite  of  his  curious 
labit  of  raising  his  voice  to  such  a  pitch  as  to 
suggest  his  playing  to  the  cab-rank  outside, 
.s  admirable.  There  are  here  and  there  sharp 
bits  of  dialogue  in  it,  though  scarcely  a  line 
in  the  lighter  vein  that  rises  above  farcical 
comedy. 

Mr.  BISHOP'S  Earl  of  Caversham  is  a 
thoroughly  natural  piece  of  acting,  and 
Mr.  BROOKFIELD'S  Phipps,  the  Butler,  a  bit 
of  character  so  perfectly  rendered  that,  like 
Sam  Wetter' s  Valentine,  it  makes  you  "  wish 
as  there  was  moreof  it."  Miss  FANNY  BBOUGH, 
having  plenty  to  say,  but  not  much  worth 
listening  to,  does  her  best  with  a  poor  part. 
Miss  MAUDE  MILLETT  is  nice,  and  Miss  FLO- 
RENCE WEST  as  unsympathetic  as  her  part 
was  intended  to  be.  That  when  Sir  Robert 
Chiltern  proposed  to  retire  from  Parlia- 
mentary life  no  one  suggested  to  him  that 
he  should  take  "the  Chiltern  Hundreds"  is 
evidently  an  oversight  of  the  author's,  which 
no  doubt  he  now  deeply  regrets.  The  play, 
though  in  sharp  dialogue  not  up  to  Mr. 
WILDE'S  high  spirits-and- water  mark,  is  an 
unmistakable  success. 


PUNCH    OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI.— FEBRUARY  2,  1895. 
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WEAT!    MEAT!' 

'.NOW  LOOK  'ERE-YOU  JUST  WAIT  YOUR  TURNS-OR  YOU  'LL  NONE  OF  YOU  GET  NOTH1NK !  " 
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COY    CLIENTS. 

In  the  new  Commercial  Court.  A  thin 
sprinkling  of  Juniors,  one  or  two  Q.  C.'i, 
Ushers,  and  the  usual  contingent  of 
people  from  the  street  who  are  glad  of 
shelter  and  a  seat,  anil  who  do  not  eren 
pretend  to  take  any  interest  in  the  pro- 
ceedings. 


The  Judge. 
Odd,  that  the 
mercantile  com- 
munity does  not 
even  now  seem 
attracted  to  this 
Court.  You  are 
sure,  Mr.  REDBAGGK,  that  the  inducements 
which  we  offer  to  litigants  are  widely  known  ? 
Mr.  Redbagge,  Q.C.  The  officer  of  the 
Court  tells  me,  m'lud,  that  he  has  sent 
round  circulars  to  every  mercantile  establish- 
ment in  the  City. 

The  Judge.  Our  scale  of  commissions  is 
surely  generous  enough!  By  the  new  Rules 
of  Court  which  I  have  made,  a  bonus  of  £500 
is  offered  to  any  merchant  who  swears,  on 
affidavit,  that  he  was  about  to  resort  to  arbi- 
tration but  decided  to  come  here  instead. 
Then  I  think  the  plan  of  giving  his  head  clerk 
one  year's  rent  of  his  dwelling  and  a  fret 
fortnight  at  Yarmouth  for  himself  and  bin 
family,  as  a  reward  for  influencing  his  prin 
cipal  to  resort  to  us,  was  rather  adroit — eh, 
Mr.  REDBADGK  '( 

Mr.  Redbagge,  Q.  C.  Excellent !  And  the 
boxes  of  ch'icolate  to  his  door-keeper,  and 
free  tickets  to  the  mucio-halls  for  other  sub- 
ordinate members  of  his  establishment,  ought, 
to  have  brought  a  plethora  of  business  to  this 
court. 

The  Judge.  Quite  so.  Not  to  mention  the 
fact  that  we  pay  counsel's  and  solicitor's 
fees  9ut  of  public  funds,  instead  of  looking  to 
the  litigants  themselves  to  provide  them.  If 
that  isn't  cheap  justice,  I  should  be  glad  to 
know  what  in. 

Mr.  Redbngge  (deferentially).  And  the 
mercantile  classes  must  surelj  be  aware  that 
no  Judge  on  the  Bench  has  a  greater  know- 
It  dge  of  the  law  than  your  luds-hip. 

The  Judge  (ignoring  the  flattery).  Unfor- 
tunately the  mercantile  classes  seem  also  to 
have  a  knowledge  of  th«  law,  and  not  to  like 
what  they  know  of  it.  So  they  resort  to  the 
ruinous — I  repeat,  the  thoroughly  ruinous — 
practice  of  arbitration. 

Mr.  Redbagge.  It  is  really  a  serious  state 
of  things,  ru'lud—  for  us,  not  for  yourludship. 
"  Those  who  live  to  pl^ad,  mu-.t  plead  to  live" 
— and  it's  a  little  difficult  to  plead  when — 
(breaking  down) — there  are  no  clients. 

The  Judge  (soothingly).  We  must  think 
of  some  other  plan  of  attracting  them,  I  sup- 
pope.  How  would  it  be  if,  instead  of  troubling 
them  to  onme  here,  the  Court  offered  to  go 
to  their  offices  and  sit  there '/  Or  perhaps  a 
few  baronetcies  scattered  about  among  them 
might  have  the  desired  effect.  Well  (rising) 
as  there  are  no  cases  on  our  list,  and  no 
prospect  of  any,  the  Court  is  forced  to 
adjourn !  [Does  so. 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 

ON  THE  ICE. 

WHEN  the  sun  was  shining  brightly, 
When  the  world  was  gleaming  whitely, 
And  Jack  Frost  held  Nature  tightly 

In  a  vice, 

It  wa«  joy  supreme,  though  fleeting, 
Fair  AMANDA  to  be  greeting, 
When  the  country  side  was  meeting 

On  the  ice ! 

Happy  he  whom  smile  the  Fates  on, 
Whom  they  shower  tfte-d-tetes  on, 
How  I  used  to  whip  her  skates  on 

In  a  trice ! 

And,  as  off  we  '<!  *kim  cross-handed. 
Leaving  all  my  rivals  stranded, 
1  was  glad,  to  be  quite  candid, 

On  the  ice ! 

How  we  gave  evasive  answers, 
When  they  praistd  our  skill  as  dancers, 
And  to  skate  a  set  of  lancers 

Would  entice ; 

How  we  thought  them  crude  and  "  crocky  " 
Loving  pairs  to  try  and  jockey 
Into  wild  delights  of  hockey 

On  the  ice ! 

To  the  figure-skating  shilling 

Snog  inolosure  we  were  willing 

To  subscribe — 'twas  cheap  but  thrilling 

At  the  price : 

Yet  the  busy  scandal-riggers 
NVi'h  sarcastic  little  sniggers 
Talked  of  people  "  cutting  figures" 

On  the  ice ! 


All  my  hcartj  as  I  would  hold  her 
Little  hands  in  mine,  a-Mii  >n  Mi-i  — 
'Twas  a  fact  I  nearly  told  her 

Once  or  twice : 

But,  each  time,  what  put  a  stopper 
On  my  declaration  proper 
Was  a  sweet  and  timely  cropper 

On  the  ice ! 

Then  the  thaw  came.    Oh,  the  bother ! 
Oh,  the  words  we  had  to  smother ! 
Ne'  er  again  we  '11  find  each  other 

Half  so  nice : 

Now  AMANDA  '»  always  seizing 
Opportunities  of  teasing ; 
Oh,  the  wasn't  half  so  "  freezing  " 

On  the  ice ! 


MBS.   R.  wants  to  know  where  that  old 
quotation  conies  from,  so  applicable  now — 
"  And  Freedom  shrieked  when  PAUBKEWSKI 
played!" 

Of  course  Freedom  went  into  the  free  seats 
(if  any)  and  shrieked  with  delight. 


ROBERT  ON   COUNTY  COUNSELLERS. 

ME  and  BROWN,  and  sum  two  or  three  of 
our  most  intimet  f  rends,  has  had  a  most  liberal 
offer  made  to  us,  rite  in  the  weirj  art  of  Sent 
Pancras,  to  go  ovit  a  canwansing  for  the 
County  Counsellors  when  the  elections  begins 
shortly. 

I  need  scarcely  ray  as  they  havent  made 
much  effect  upon  me, 
as  I  knows  era  too  well 
from  what  I  hear  about 
em  at  our  own  Gildall 
and  the  M  anshun  House, 
but  the  terrems  is  sut- 
teuly  werry  liberal,  both 
in  refreshments  and  in 
premisses,  but  they  all 
depends  upon  their  suck  - 
cess,  and  from  what  I 
hears  that  aint  likely 
to  be  werrv  great.  Of 
course  in  the  grand  old 
Citty  that  wont  be  not 
nothink,  but  ewen  in 
Sent  Pancras  I  hears 
as  it  wont  be  anythink 
werry  grate.  I  've  bin 
up  to  their  own  Gildoll 
at  Charing  Cross  again,  but  they  does  make 
bitch  dredful  long  speeches  that  they  quite 
tires  me  out,  and  they  are  all  about  such 
dredful  tiresome  subject  that  I  soon  gits 
weary  on  em. 

I  was  told  down  at  Oildall  that  one  of  our 
most  poplar  aldermen  had  quite  made  up  his 
mind  to  try  and  turn  out  the  Prime  Minister, 
Lord  KOSKHKK  i;  Y,  I  think  his  name  is,  from 
representing  a  County  Council,  but  there  must 
have  been  sum  mistake  sum  where,  for  Prime 
Ministers  aint  exactly  the  sort  of  gents  as  is 
ginerally  selected  to  represent  her  most 
gracious  Majesty  the  QUBBN.  as  I  spose  as 
the  PBIME  MINISTER  does,  and  to  be  a  County 
Counsellor  as  well.  No,  no,  them  sort  of 
things  dont  exaoly  go  together.  Our  Oildall 
peeple  dont  seem  werry  much  alarmed  about 
the  fuss  has  has  been  made  about  their 
Unyfecation,  as  I  think  they  calls  it,  which  is 
supposed  to  mean  that  they  are  all  to  be 
turned  out  of  Oildall,  and  all  London  to  be 
created  into  one  great  body  of  Common 
Counselmen  I  And  what  is  to  become  of  all 
our  numerous  Aldermen  and  Deppertys,  and 
settera,  not  none  of  us  knows  a  bit  I  But  of 
course  that's  all  nothink  but  mere  nonsence, 
that  helps  to  keep  onr  reel  gentlemen  in 
good  hum rr.  They  dont  seem  in  werry  bad 
sperrits.  for  sum  of  the  mo^t  importentest 
of  em  all  had  a  grand  meeting  on  Tuesday 
last,  and  laid  the  werry  fust  stone  of.  a 
butiful  new  Man  shun,  werry  close  to  Gildall, 
which  I  am  told  is  to  cost  about  thirty-five 
thowsand  pounds,  and  will  take  a  hole  year 
to  bild,  so  that  didn't  look  as  if  they  were 
quite  fritened  out  of  their  wits  ;  and  just  to 
snow  the  principle  gents  among  em  as 
there  wasn't  not  uothink  to  fear,  the  nobel 
Oent  as  took  the  chair  inwited  amost  a 
hundred  of  em  to  dine  with  him  in  the 
most  scrumpsheous  way  possible,  and  drunk 
their  lit  It  hs  all  round  I  There  was  only 
just  about  harf  a  doze'n  of  County  Counselors 
present,  and  they  was  ju.-t  about  is  quiet  as 
they  ginerally  is  when  reel  gents  is  with  em. 

BROWN  tells  me  as  how  as  he  hears  that 
the  Prince  of  WALKS  is  most  strongly  oposed 
to  the  Old  Citty  being  interfered  with,  and 
that  am»st  all  the  great  House  of  Lords 
agrees  with  him,  so  there  aint  much  fear  of 
much  being  done,  after  all.  ROBEBT. 


Aw  APPROPRIATE  QUOTATION  TO  BB  PLACED 

ON   THB    URN   OF   THK    AsilK.S    OF    ONE    CtJt- 

MATED.—"  Well  done!" 
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FROM    THE    QUEER    AND   YELLOW    BOOK. 

I.— 1894. 
(By  Max  Mereboom.) 

"  Linger  longer,  LUCY, 
Linger  longer,  Loo. 
How  I  M  like  to  linger  longer, 

Linger  longer,  Loo  !  "—Old  Ballad. 

I  SUPPOSE  there  is  no  one  that  has  not  wished,  from  Time  to  Time 
that  someone  else  had  lived  in  another  A?e  than  has  own     I  myseli 
have  often  felt  that  it  would  have  been  nice  to  live  in  1894 ;  to  have 
seen  the  "  Liring  Picture*  "  at  the  old  Empire,  to  have  strained  my 
Eyes  for  a  glimpse  of  Mrs.  Patrick  Campbell,  broken  my  Cane 
applauding  May  Yohf,  aud  listened  to  the  Slue  Hungarians  while 
(lining,  on  a  Sunday,  at  that  quaint  old  Tavern  theSaroy..  At  that 
tim«  the  Beauties  from  New  York  had  not  quite  lost  their  Vogue. 
CHRISTOPHEB  COLUMBUS,  who  discovered  the  United  States,  leu  it  t 
the  Prince  of  WALKS  to  invent  their  inhabitants :  personally,  1  am 


Perhaps  in  my  Study  I  have  fallen  so  deeply  beneath  the  Spell  of 
the  Age,  that  I  have  tended  to  underrate  its  unimportance.     I  fancy 
'it  was  a  Sketch  of  a  Lady  with  a  Mask  on,  playing  the  piano  in ^a 
Cornfield,  in  a  low  dress,  with  two  lighted  Candles    and  signed 
"  Aubrey  Weirdsley,"  that  first  impelled  me  to  research. 

But  to  give  an  accurate  account  of  the  Period  would  need  a  tar 
less  brilliant  Pen  than  mine  ;  and  I  look  to  JEHOME  K.  JEHOME  and 
to  Mr.  CLEMENT  SCOTT. 

II.— TOORALOORA.    A  FRAGMENT. 

(By  Charing  Croat.) 

...  •  * 

' '  MY  hair  ?  "  she  said.     "  It  touches  the  ground." 
As  she  spoke,  she  seized  her  fringe  by  the  roots  and  flung  it  on  the 

"•"'A  marvellous  feat  for  a  European,"  I  murmured  with  some 
difficulty.     "  Will  you  have  another  drink '(" 

"  Yes,"  said  Tooraloora  ;  "  I  make  it  a  rule  always  to  get  in- 
toxicated in  a  public-house." 


n     1-1     n 


The  Yellow  Book 


London:  The  Bogey  Head, 
Vigo  Street. 

Rubbish  may  be 
£hot  here1: 


Picture  by  Our  Own  Yellow-Sooky  Daubaway  Weirdsley,  intended  as  a  Puzzle  Picture  to  preface  of  Juvenile  Poems,  or  as  nothing  in  particular. 


more  implected  with  their  Botany  ;  and  am,  indeed,  at  this  moment, 
engaged  in  a  study  of  the  Trees  in  America.  Much  of  this  remote 
Period  must  remain  mobled  in  the  Mists  of  Antiquity,  but  we  know 
that  about  then  flourished  the  Sect  that  was  to  win  for  itself  the 
Title  of  the  "Decadents."  What  exactly  this  Title  signified  I  sup- 
pose no  two  entomologists  will  agree.  But  we  may  learn  from  the 
Caricatures  of  the  day  what  the  Decadents  were  in  outward  sem- 
blance ;  from  the  Lampoons  what  was  their  mode  of  life.  Nightly 
they  gathered  at  any  of  the  Theatres  where  the  plays  of  Mr.  WILDE 
were  being  given.  Nightly,  the  stalls  were  fulfilled  by  Row  upon 
Row  of  neatly-curled  Fringes  surmounting  Button-holes  of  monstrous 
size.  The  contrasts  in  the  social  Condition  of  the  time  fascinate  me. 


I  did  not  offer  her  a  chair,  I  flung  one  at  her  head.  That  impulse 
towards  some  physical  demonstration,  that  craving  for  physical  con- 
tact which  attacks  us  so  suddenly  with  its  terrific  impulse,  and 
chokes  and  stifles  us,  ourselves,  beneath  it,  blinding  us  to  all  except 
itself,  rushed  upon  Tooraloora  then .  and  she  landed  me  one  in  the 
eye.  Now,  this  was  the  moment  I  had  been  expecting  and  dreading, 
practically,  ever  since  her  hand  had  left  my  ear  the  night  before— 
this  moment  when  it  should  strike  me  again.  I  do  not  mean  con- 
ciously,  but  there  are  a  million  slight,  vague,  physical  experiences 
and  sensations  within  us  of  which  the  mind  remains  almost  uncon- 
scious ;  and  I  have  no  pretensions  to  physical  courage.  For  a  second 
I  felt  the  colour  rise  to  my  face.  Every  expletive  that  should  have 


Art  Club. 

Camellia 

Moore,  the  romanticist:  Charles  Hawtr*y,  mo  uagcuiau,  uu 

another  good  fellow.    The  period  of  1894  must  have  been  delicious. 


There  was  Crotchet,  the  young  Author  of  the  Mauve  the  station  I  flung'myself  upon  the  floor,  leaning  my  head  upon  my 
there  were  Walter  Sickert,  the  veteran  R.A. ;  George  hand,  the  white  pawder  upon  my  coat  still  lingered.  I  seemed 
*"*"°"*;™°*  •  ,  the  tragedian,  and  many  to  hear  Tooraloora  murmur,  "  'E  don't  know  where  'E  are  " 
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AT  THE  OLD  MASTEB8. 

THE  following  selections  may 
assist  the  Art-student  visiting 
Burlington  House : — 

No.  3.  By  OBOEBE  ROMNEY. 
Not  so  much  a  "  Rum  Knee"  as 
a  queer  left  arm.  Gout  appa- 
rently, skilfully  depicted. 

No.  5.  By  Sir  HKNHY  RAE- 
BTJRN,  R.A.  Lorenzo  and  Jes- 
sica, at  50  and  40  respectively. 

No.  9.  By  Sir  JOSHUA  REY- 
NOLDS, P.  R.A.  Selected  from 
Reynold 's'  Miscellany.  Portrait 
of  a  gentleman  in  full  uniform, 
out  for  a  walk,  on  a  stormy  day, 
on  the  sea-shore.  He  is  evidently 
saying,  "  Here 's  a  nice  predica- 
ment!  I  've  powder  on  my  hair, 
no  hat,  and  it's  coming  on  to 
pour  cats  and  dogs." 

No.  13.  By  Sir  JOSHUA  REY- 
NOLDS. A  Portrait  of  The  Mar- 
quis of  Qranby.  Presented,  of 
course,  by  Mr.  WELLER,  Senior. 
Probably  the  original  sign  of  the 
inn  of  which  Mr.  W.  was  pro- 
prietor. 

No.  16.  By  GEORGE  ROMNEY. 
Portrait  of  Mrs.  Farrer. 
Charming.  Might  go  Farrer 
and  fare  worse. 

No.  24.  By  GEOBGEI  .  .  . 
ROMNEY.  Portrait  of  Lady 
Hamilton.  "  Unfinished"  — 
but  perfect. 

No.  38.  "A  Constable"— who 
arrests  our  attention.  This,  you 
may  depend  upon  it,  is  a  Con- 
stable with  a  warrant. 

No.  50.    By  REMBRANDT.  Man 


DE    GUSTIBUS. 

LitUt  Sinks.  "I  ONLY  CABB  TO  TALK  TO  WOMKN  WHO  LBT  MB  MABE 

LOVK  TO   THEM." 

Big  Soundtrson.    '2  ONLY  CAJBB  TO  TALK  TO  WOMEN  WHO  MAKB  Lov« 
TO  Ms!" 


guarding  a  hawk.  Very  grace- 
ful, bat  a  Hawk-ward  sort  of 
person. 

No.  51.    By  GERARD  TERBDHO. 

A  lady,  after  taking  something 
which  has  disagreed  with  her. 
"  Prithee,  why  so  pale  P  " 

No.  68.  By  VAN  DER  HELOT. 
It  la  called  a  "  Family  Group," 
— probably  in  consequence  of 
the  wife  being  shown  an  pre- 
senting her  husband  with  a 
hare. 

No.  73.  By  DICK  HALS.  Re- 
gard the  wondrous  collars.  It  is 
fl  Collar  Dav."  Mast  have  been 
the  work  of  two  artists,  ai  this 
could  have  been  painted  by  no 
oneHALB(!l) 

No.  94.  By  Sir  THOMAS  LAU- 
RENCE, P. R.A.  "  The  bells  are 
a  ringmgfor  Sarah."  Curtain 
rises  and  SARAH  steps  forward 
to  sing. 

No.  122.  By  JACOB  JORBAKRS. 
Splendid.  "  Try  our  stout, 
JANE ! " 

No.  126.  By  J.M.W.  TURNER, 
R.A.  "  Snowstorm."  Wonder- 
ful !  I  Bat  where  was  the  artist 
when  he  took  it  P 

Do  not  leave  without  closely 
examining  No.  181,  by  FRAN- 
COIS CLOUET,  "  Portrait  of  a 
Princess."  And  do  not  neglect 
the  "gems  of  the  collection" 
in  the  Water-colour  Room. 
This  is  full  of  "  interesting  and 
remarkable  cases"  which  have 
been  fully  reported  in  all  the 
papers.  The  exhibition  is  open 
till  March  16.  Don't  miss  it. 


f orir  |Unbalp|r  Cjwrrjrill. 

BORV,  FEBRUARY  13,  1849. 
DIBD,  JANUARY  24,  1895. 

GONE  ! — like  a  meteor  whelmed  in  night, 

Who  should  have  shone  as  fame's  fixed  star ! 
Unwelcome  loss,  when  sons  of  light 

So  few  and  so  infrequent  are. 
To  flare  athwart  the  startled  sky, 

A  prodigy  portentous,  fills 
The  vision  of  the  vulgar  eye, 

The  common  soul  with  wonder  thrills. 
And  much  of  meteoric  glare 

Seemed  herald  of  that  steadier  course, 
Which,  drawing  less  the  general  stare, 

Spoke  to  the  wise  of  light  and  force. 
Now  all's  extinct  in  early  gloom, 

Eclipsed  in  shadow  premature. 
A  brilliant  soul,  a  bitter  doom ! 

And  who  shall  read  with  judgment  sure 
The  secret  of  the  light  that  failed, 

The  mystery  of  the  fallen  star '( 
Though  whilom  worshippers  have  railed, 

Though  clingers  to  the  conqueror's  car 
Reviled  a  vanquished  victor's  name, 

The  brightness  of  that  brief  career 
Defies  the  dullards  who  defame, 

Confounds  the  incompetents  who  sneer. 
But  yesterday,  in  sooth  it  seems, 

The  promise  of  the  platform's  pride 
Inspired  a  Party's  youthful  dreams, 

And  filled  to  flood  their  hope's  high  tide. 
Now  all  is  hushed, — save  the  sad  voice 

Of  admiration  and  regret, 
Which,  spite  of  faction's  spleenful  noise, 

Ne'er  failed  stout  son  of  England  yet ! 


H*  took  a  house  in  Hampshire.  Why  ?  Be- 
oause'he>iid  he  liked  to  visit  his  old  Hants. 


A  FEELING  PROTEST. 

SIR, — I  have  recently  seen  letters  and  para- 
graphs in  various  newspapers  instigating 
travellers  going  abroad  to  choose  the  Folke- 
stone and  Boulogne  route  instead  of  going 
rid  Dover  and  Calais.  I  forget  what  particu- 
lar reasons  are  given  for  advocating  this 
substitution,  nor  do  I  care  whit  they  are  or 
what  they  may  be.  WhyP  Because,  first, 
undeniably  rid  Dover  to  Calais  is  the  shortest 
route,  and  to  those  of  BRITANNIA'S  eons  and 
daughters— gallant  islanders  all— who  detest 
the  sea  as  much  as  does  the  humble  individual 
who  now  addresses  you,  the  saving  of  twenty 
minutes  or  half  an  hour,  or  in  some  instances 
it  may  be  even  more,  of  the  sen-passage  would 
be  well  worth  any  extra  expense  (if  extra  ex- 
pense there  be,  which,  an'  I  remember 
rightly,  is  not  the  case),  especially  when  aboard 
such  steam- vessels  as  are  now  provided; 
though,  be  the  steam-vessels  what  they  may, 
there  is  still  in  one  and  all  of  them  that 
peculiar  flavour  and  motion  about  which  I 
would  rather  not  sneak,  or  even  think,  lest  I 
should  be  unable  to  finish  this  important  letter. 

But  there  is  yet  another  reason  why  the 
Dover  and  Calais  route  is  the  best  of  all  ways 
to  the  Continent,  and  that  is  on  account  of 
the  excellent  drjeunei — still,  as  I  believe, 
unequalled  at  any  port  or  at  any  station  in 
Europe— served  to  the  many  poor  hungry 
and  thirsty  travellers  quickly,  hotly,  and  as 
comfortably  as  the  confounded  bustling  cir- 
cumstances of  travel  will  permit.  Why  the 
railway  company  which  takes  us  to  Paris 
cannot  give  us  three  quarters  of  an  hour  for 
our  very  necessary  toilette  (after  the  sea 
passage)  and  our  food,  and  then  do  the 
journey  in  double  quick  time,  or  in  the  same 
time  as  now  for  the  matter  of  that  (for  what 
does  it  matter  to  the  accomplished  traveller 


who  "does  know  where  he  are"  and  where 
he  will  be,  and  has  pre-ordered  everything 
wisely  and  well !-),  and  so  get  up  to  Paris  in 
time  for  a  little  late  supper  and  an  early  bed? 

For  those  who  value  their  digestions,  and 
who  love  good  food  and  drink,  even  when 
they  have  but  a  short  time  for  refreshment, 
there  is  but  one  route  to  Paris  from  London, 
and  that  is  via  Calais,  i.e.  rid  the  buffet. 
Only,  cher  messieurs  les  directetirs  de  la  ligne 
du  Xord,  cannot  you  possibly  manage  to  ex- 
tend our  luncheon- time  at  Calais  to  just 
three  quarters  of  an  hour,  instead  of  giving 
us  only  a  beggarly  twenty-five  minutes  at 
best,  and  do  the  thing  well  while  you  are 
about  itP  As  to  the  Boulogne  route,  well, 
one  goes  to  Boulogne  to  stay,  and  so  the 
buffet,  en  passant,  is  of  small  importance. 

May  this  reach  the  eyes  ana  touch  the 
hearts  of  all  in  authority,  for  it  is  a  cri  da 
cceur  from  AN  INCONSTANT  TRAVELLER. 


TO   ATALANTA. 

AH,  ATALANTA  !  timely  wise, 
When  the  disdain  within  your  eyes 

That  wondrous  vision  daunted, 
The  golden  apples,  they  whose  spell 
Both  gods  and  mortals  knew  right  well, 

Eternally  enchanted, 
You  instantly  the  race  forbore, 
You  made  your  choice  for  evermore 

And  gathered  up  the  burden ! 
The  ancient  spall  had  conquered  you, 
The  distant  goal  you  did  not  rue, 

You  won  a  dearer  guerdon ! 
Oh,  modern  ATALANTA,  stay, 
When  with  HIPPOMENES  to-day 

You  arduously  grapple ! 
An  instant  ponder  on  your  case 
If  you  should  ever  lose  the  race. 

And  likewise  lose  the  apple  . 
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ANIMAL   SPIRITS. 

No.  II.— SKATING. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

DELIGHTFUL  reminiscences  are  these  of  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA'S, 

•Id  in  his  own  peculiar   rattling-off,  running-on,  one-anecdote- 

-.own-l'other-come-on  style.  Of  all  '  people  he  has  met"  he  has  plenty 

»  say,  but  nit  n<si  bonum  ;  all  writ  with  a  magnum-b  >num  pen. 

Once  he  was  a  "  Gipsy  King, 
ha !  ha !  "  hut,  long  ago,  as 
he  tells  us,  he  renounced  all 
claims  to  the  throne  of  Bo- 
hemia, abdicated,  retired, 
and,  no  more  a  Had,  has  led 
a  Eeformed  Club  life.  Who 
wrote  the  burlesque  Eugene 
Aram  verses,  ending  with, — 

'  And     GF.OBGE     AUGUSTUS 

walked  before, 
With  gyres  upon  his  wrist "  ? 

All  the  notabilities  of  his 
earlier  days  were  mentioned 
in  that  poem,  at  least  so  1 
believe,  for  does  it  not  belon  g 
to  a  date  when  the  Baron 
had  not  come  within  measur- 
able distance  of  his  title 
when  he  watched  the  grfat 
when  he  saw  them  in  the  Cyder 


hugely — it  is  GEOEGE  AUGUSTUS'S  righteous  denunciation  of  "  the 
unjust  and    iniquitous   income-tax."    The  Baron    says   ditto    to 
Mr.  G.  A.  S.  at  p.  310,  vol.  ii.     Inter  alia,  the  autobiographist  is 
correct  in  saying  that  MADISON  MORTON'S  Box  and  Cox  was  con- 
cocted   from    Une   Chambre   a   Deux   Lits   "and  another   French 
farce,"  of  which,  as  he  doesn't  give  the  name,  the  Baron  will  here 
take  the  liberty  of  mentioning  it.    It  was  a  farce  with  music,  that 
is  to  say  a  comedie-vauderille  en  un  acte,  written  by  Messrs.  LA- 
BICHE  and  LEFBANC,  and  produced  at  the  Palais-Royal  in  1846.    Its 
lame  was  Frisette.     Box  and  Cox  was  produced  in  1847  at  the 
jyceum.    Very  little  furniture  for  the  English  farce  was  taken  from 
'jne  Chambre  d  Deux  Lits,  but  packages  of  dialogue  were  handed 
n  to  Box  and  Cox  from  Frisette.  THE  BARON  DE  B.-W. 


In  the  Baron's  Good  Books. 


guns   from  afar  with   awe 

Cellars  and  at  Evans's,  both  of  which  night  resorts  he,  having 
been  first  taken  there  by  a  kindly  but  injudicious  man-about-town, 
subsequently   patronised,   on    such    holidays   as   were   offered    to 
him  by  the  jovial  nights  after  the  Eton  and  Harrow  matches  at 
Lord's,  and  on  the  eve  of  such  a  festival  as  the  University  Boat 
Race.    The  Baron  in  those  happy  days  and  nights  was  attired  in 
the  costume  in  which  RICHARD  DOYLE  has  dressed  young  CKve 
Xewcome  when  he  accompanied  his  father,  the  Colonel,  on  that  ever 
memorable  evening  to  The  Cave  of  Harmony,  and  heard  the  song 
that  made  him  so  wrathful.    There  are  no  Cyder  Cellars,  Coal  Holes, 
and  Evans's  nowadays,  which  owlish  resorts  were  strictly  restricted 
to  the  use  of  the  male  sex,  young  and  old.    But  even  if  a  kind 
considerate  legislature  does  insist  on  extinguishing  the  lights,  and 
turning  us  out  in  the  streets  at  12. 30  precisely,  are  morality  and  health 
«o  very  much  benefited  by  the  process  ?  Isn't  it  cheerful  to  read  of  the 
pleasantly  convivial  late  hours  in  the  Georgian  Augustan  Era  ?    The 
celebrities  at  home  and  abroad  that  he  knew  were  legion,  and  I  '1 
be  bound  (as  the  Book  said)  that  he  hasn't  emptied  his  memory 
stores  by  many  a  cupboard  full.     There  is  one  sentiment  which 
appeals  to  the  Baron's  head,  heart,  and  pocket,  and  delighteth  him 


A  GOD  IN  THE  OS-CAR. 

["  Amongst  the  candidates  for  the  Regius  Professorship  of  History  at 
Cambridge  is  Mr.  OSCAB  BROWNING." — Daily  Faper.] 

But  should  Lord  R.  o'erlook  his 

claim. 

Oh !  will  0.  B.  be  wildly  riled. 
In  fact,  will  OSCAK  BROWNING 

then 
Develop  into  OSCAH  WILDE  ? 


THE  History  Professorship — 
Who  '11  from  the  PREMIEE  get 

the  post? 

Here's  Mr.  OSCAB  BEOWXING,  one 
Whose  name  is  chosen  from  the 
host. 


QUEER  QUERIES. — COSTLY  COLOUBS.—  Could  some  reader  inform 
me  whether  it  would  be  of  any  use  to  request  the  Works  Committee 
of  the  London  County  Council  to  paint  my  back  door  for  me  ?    It  has 
become  a  little  discoloured  through  age,  and  a  local  carpenter  has 
offered  to  put  on  "  two  coats  of  good  sage-green  enamel  paint "  for 
five-and-sixpence.    But    as  I  see  that  the  Works  Committee  onl; 
spent  £2,186  over  the  painting  of  Hammersmith  Bridge,   I  fane; 
that  it  would  be  cheaper  to  employ  them,  if  I  could.     It  is  pleasan 
to  think  what  exceptionally  fair  wages  they  must  have  paid  over  thi 
job  (using  the  word  in  its  natural  meaning),  and  how  much  time  the 
poor  men  engaged  in  it  must  have  been  able  to  give  to  their  f  amil; 
circles.    This  is  as  it  should  be. — TKUE  PROGEESSIVE. 


NIAGABA  HALL. — They  say  the  sham  ice  here  is  almost  perfect 
very  nearly  as  good  as  the  real  ice,  in  fact  so  little  is  the  differenc 
between  the  real  and  sham  that  a  skater,  unless  he  had  tried  it 
would  hardly  real-ice  it!  The  band  plays,  "  Hwfa  (Williams)  o 
thee  I'm  fondly  dreaming!  "  as  the  patineurs  and  patineuses  wh 
have  paid  their  three  or  five  shillings  glide  about  at  the  rate  of  eithe 
eighteenpenee  or  two-and-sixpence  a  foot. 
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TO  LUCENDA. 

(  WTu>  had  made  "  Copy  "  of  Me.) 

THE  bright  September  when  we 

met 
My  prospects  were  not  over 

healthy, 

Though  you  were,  I  do  not  forget, 
'Extremely  wealthy. 

I  know  not  why  it  chanced  to  he, 
But    this     I    recollect    most 

clearly — 

It  never  once  occurred  to  me 
To  love  you  dearly. 

'Twas  not'your  fault,  so  do  not 

vex 
Yourself,  for  I  admired  your 

beauty, 
Since  admiration  of  your  sex 

Is  Man's  Whole  Duty. 

And  thus  it  name  to  be  our  lot 

To  part  wit  hout  a  si  gnor  token ; 
I  went  upon  my  way,  but  not 
The  least  heart-broken. 

Mv  "fatal  pride"  does  not  object 
At  your  fair  hands  to  be  made 

verse  on ; 

But  p'raps  next  time  you  will 
select — 
Some  other  person ! 


UNANSWERABLE.  —  The  Arch- 
bishop of  CANTERBURY,  speaking 
at  Folkestone  last  week,  said  that 
"  The  Disestablishment  Bill  does 
not  need  any  answering  :  it  an- 
swers itself."  An'  it  please  your 
Grace,  if  it  does  "  answer,"  and 
answers  its  purpose,  what  more 
can  be  required  of  this  Bill  or  any 
other  ? 


—  It  never  rains  —  but  it  snows  ! 


BRAVE 

Millicent  ( from  the  country).   ' '  Ko  W, 


GIRL 

MABEL  !  LET  's  MAKE  A  DASH  I ' ' 


QUEER  QUERIES. 

FREEZING  THE  VERTEBRAE. — 
I  am  in  the  last  stage  of  bron- 
chitis, complicated  with  pneu- 
monia, influenza,  and  asthma, 
and  a  friend  has  advised  me  to 
try  the  new  French  cure  of 
appl}  ing  ice  to  the  spine.  Will 
some  obliging  physician  tell  me 
whether  he  considers  such  a 
course  safe  ?  None  but  a  recog- 
nised specialist  need  trouble  to 
reply ;  and  if  be  does  so,  I  shall 
have  the  satisfaction  of  feeling 
that  I  have  sav<d  his  fee,  as 
well  as  my  own  life.  My  boy 
advises  me  to  go  skating,  and 
"  I  shall  be  sure  then  to  have 
my  back  applied  to  the  ice," 
which  he  says  is  the  same  thing 
as  applying  ice  to  my  back. 
But  is  it  P  A  nephew  who  is 
staging  in  the  house  also  kindly 
offers  to  "shy  hard  snow- halls 
at  my  i-pine,"  if  that  would  help 
me  in  any  way.  It  is  a  pit? 
that  the  newspaper  (from  which 
I  derived  this  medical  hint)  was 
not  cli  ar  as  to  details ;  for 
instance,  when  I  hare  applied 
the  ice,  what  is  to  prevent  its 
melting  and  trickling  all  over 
me?— NOH-PAYIKG  PATIENT. 


Meteorological  Moralising. 

'Tis  an  ill-wind  which    blows 

nobody  good, 
And  one  man's  meat  another's 

poison  is.  [mood, 

What  is  disaster  to  one  man  or 

Is!  to   another   mood  or  man 

"good  biz." 
What  to  your  dramatist,  means 

love's  labour  's  lost, 
Your  would-be  skater  craves — 

"  a  perfect  frost !  " 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

BY  the  publication  of  The  Play  Actress 
(S.  R.  CROCKETT)  Mr.  FISHER  UN  WIN  fully 
maintains  the  success  attained  by  his  Auto- 
nym  Library.  Mv  Baronite  is  least  attracttd 
by  the  scenes  which  possibly  pleased  the 
anth<>r  most— those  in  which  he  describes  life 
in  the  purlieus  of  London  theatres.  Mr. 
CROCKETT  is  much  more  at  home  in  Galloway, 
and  with  the  people  who  sparsely  populate  it. 
The  opening  chapter,  describing  Sabbath  day 
in  the  Kirk  of  the  Hill  is  in  his  best  style, 
as  are  others  describing  the  Great  Preacher's 
tender  caring  for  his  little  grand-daughter. 
The  Play  Actress  is  just  the  sort  of  thing 
to  buy  at  a  bookstall  on  starting  for  a  jour- 
ney. It  will  be  felt  to  be  a  matter  of  regret 
if  the  journey  isn't  quite  long  enough  to 
finish  it  at  a  sitting. 

In  The  Worst  Woman  in  London  ("  and 
other  stories,"  a  subtitle-  craftily  suppressed 
on  the  outside  of  the  book  by  F.  C.  PHILIPS) 
the  author  gives  us  a  number  of  capital 
detached  stories  of  a  most  irritating  abrupt- 
ness. Almost  every  one  of  these  stories  is  a 
novel  thrown  away  ;  that  is,  every  story  is  in 
itself  the  germ  of  what  might  have  been  a 
good  novel.  They  are  little  more  than  "jot- 
tings for  plottings."  Yet,  to  be  read  with  a 
pipe  or  small  cigar,  they  just  suffice  to  wile 
awav  time  and  obviate  conversation.  They 
are  dedicated  to  Mr.  WALTER  HEKRIES  POL- 
LOCK, who  has  on  more  than  one  occasion 
shown  himself  an  adept  at  real  good  short 
stories— not  merely  as  plots,  but  genuinely 


complete  in  themselves  and  full  of  humour — 
and  from  whom  the  Baron  expects  something 
more  in  the  same  line,  or,  rather,  on  the 
same  lines.  THE  BARON  DE  B.-W. 


A  MODERN  ECLOGUE. 

SCENE— A  Crowded  Thoroughfare.  Enter 
STREPHON  and  PHYLLIS  on  bicycles,  at 
the  rate  of  fifteen  miles  an  hour. 

Strepkon. 
WE  care  not,  PHYLLIS,  my  own,  to-day, 

For  walking  in  Kensington  Park, 
To  flirt  in  the  old  conventional  way, 

And  saunter  home  in  the  dark. 
Nay,  pleasant  IT  far  it  is  to  "  scorch" — 

To  hear  your  silvery  bell, 
While  the  answering  squeak  of  my  horn 
may  speak 

For  the  fact  that  I  love  you  well ! 

Both. 
Oh,  isn't  it  sweet  to  clear  the  street, 

While  elderly  persons  frown  ! 
"Now,  stoopid,  look  out! "we  pleasantly 

shout, 
And  bang  goes  a  gentleman  down 

Phyllis. 
STKEPIION,  I  love  you,  I  confess, 

For  who  could  fail  to  admire 
The  humorous  way  you  spoil  a.  dress 

And  ruin  a  girl's  attire?       ~ ~^_ 
To  see  you  silently  creep  along. 

And  then  with  a  burst  of  spttd 


Spread  liberal  dirt  on  the  feminine  skirt 
Is  a  sight  for  the  gods,  indeed ! 

Both. 
Oh,  isn't  it  glee  to  do  it.  and  see 

The  lady-pedestrian  flinch, 
With  jubilant  rush  to  scatter  the  slush 
And  miss  her  foot  by  an  inch ! 

Strephon. 

I  frightened  those  horses,  I'm  much  afraid, — 
The  excellent  coachman's  riled ! 

Phyllis. 

And  I  've  demolished  a  nursery-maid, 
And  certainly  hurt  a  child ! 

Strephon. 

I  made  that  stately  dowager  jump. 
She  leapt  to  one  side,  and  puffed ! 

Phyllis. 

That  leisurely  cur,  I  'm  inclined  to  infer, 
To-morrow  will  go  to  be  stuffed ! 

Both. 
So  side  by  side  we  merrily  ride. 

And  scatter  the  murmuring  throng, 
Who  think  the  police  should  compel  us  to 

cease. 
And  mournfully  ask,  "  How  long  ?  " 


JUST  A  LITTLE  TOO  MUCH.— When  a  par- 
liamentary candidate  or  popular  Member  is 
nceived  with  a  torchlight  procession,  it  is 
almost  unnecessary  for  his  constituents  to 
present  him.  on  a  dark  night,  with  "  an  illu- 
minated address." 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARTVART. 


"VOICI    LE    SABRE    DE    MON    PERE!" 

"  1  intend  to  protect  the  principle  of  autocracy  a.  firmly  and  unswervingly  a.  did  my  late  and  never-to-be-forgotten  father."-C2«,-,  Speech,  Ja».  29. 
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THE  FRENCH  AMNESTY. 

Bruxelles,  le  31.  Janvier. 

MONSIEUR, — I  write  to  you.  M, 
Punch,  those  some  words,  which 
I  essay  to  write  in  english.  I 
come  of  to  receive— how  say  you 
la  noure.lle  f — the  new  of  the 
amnesty  in  France.  The  govern- 
ment which  banished  the  descend- 
ant of  the  great  NAPOLKOX  has 
recalled  Borne  exileds.  But  he 
has  not  recalled  me,  ce  goucerne- 
ment  in  fame .'  He  has  left  to  lan- 
guish the  heir  of  the  crown  im- 
perial in  this  droll  of  little  town. 
Norn  fune  pipe,  quel/e  rille  .' 
Rien  qu'un  Palais  de  Justice  et 
quelquet  rues  desertes !  But  I 
go  to  write  in  english.  I  rest 
here,  at  five  hours  of  Parisj  all- 
days  ready,  alldays  vigilant. 
Mais  que  c'est  triste !  Tiens,  it 
is  not  perhaps  so  sad  as  that— 
how  write  you  the  name?— that 
Stove,  in  your  departement  of 
the  Bukkinhammshir.  At  least 
one  speak  french  in  this  country. 
It  is  not  the  french  of  Paris,  or 
the  frenoh  of  Touraine,  but  all  of 
same  it  values  better  than  english 
— a  language  so  difficult.  Thus  I 
rest  here.  I  walk  myself  to  horse 
in  their  "Wood  of  Cambre,  I  visit 
of  time  in  time  the  Palace  of  Jus- 
tice and  Ste.  Gudule,  et  wild  c'est. 
fini!  Then  I  recommence  and  I 
see,  encore  unefois,  the  Dots,  the 
Palais,  and  the  Cathedrale.  I 
go  not  to  Waterloo,  for  people  say 
my  Great  Ancestor  there  was  con- 
quered by  your  Duo  of  WELIN- 
TONG.  One  has  wrong,  the  his- 
torians have  wrong,  mail  enfin, 
que  faire  f  1  may  not  to  write 
the  history  of  new.  A  Pavenir 
nous  terrons.  En  attendant  fat- 
tends.  And  I  stand,  like  my 
Great  Ancestor,  the  arms  folded, 
and  frown  towards  .the  frontier 


SUCCESSFUL    SANITATION. 

Anxious  Tourist.  "  SINCE  YOUR  TOWN  HAS  BKKN  NEWLY  DRAINED, 

I  SUPPOSE  THERE   18   LESS   FEVER  HERE  J " 

Hotel-Keeper  (reassuringly).  "AcH,  YES,  SIB  I     ZE  TKBFOOSE  (TY- 

PHUS)   IS   NOW  QUITE  Z*  XXCIPTION  !  " 


of  the  France,  la  patrie  ingrate. 
It  is  a  fine  attitude,  and  I  study 
it  all  the  days. 

Agrfez,  $c.        N. 

Stowe,  the  31.  January. 
Snt, — I  tell  you  my  thoughts  as 
calmly  a"  possibly,  but  my  heart 
burns!  Heaven,  what  injustice t 
To  France— ahj  I  say  not  her  name 
without  emotion! — to  France  I 
offered  my  sword,  my  service,  my 
life!  She  refused  them !  Ingrate- 
M  country !  Me  who— but  I  go 
to  be  calm!  When  CASIMIR- 
P£RIER  resigns  I  voyage  without 
to  lose  an  instant  to  Dover,  I  wait, 
I  receive  each  instant  some  de- 
spatch, I  regard  theooast  of  France 
and  weep,  I  am  photographed  1 
Me,  the  descendant  of  St.  Louis,  I 
am  photographed  I  But  in  vain  I 
I  desire  even  to  die  for  France,  but 
I  may  not !  By  blue,  what  ingra- 
titude !  And  now  she  proclaims 
the  amnesty  and  I  am  forgotte n ! 
Me,  the  descendant  of  St.  Loins ! 
Me  who  desire  the  struggle,  the 
efforts  of  a  life  of  soldier,  of  a  life 
of  king,  me  I  rest  here  in  simple 
renter  of  province!  Me  who  wish 
to  die  for  France,  I  am  obliged  to 
live  in  England !  To  live,  iust 
heaven !  And  in  England,  which 
I  despise,  though  she  shelters  me ! 
Perhaps  she  is  not  worse  than  Bel- 
gium, Buckingham  or  Bruxelles ! 
It  is  equal  to  me !  Nor  the  one  nor 
the  other  is  France!  A  gain  I  weep! 
Ah,  if  I  could  shed  tears  of  blood ! 
I  can  not  I  Heaven,  that  I  should 
not  have  even  that  consolation 
there  I  And  ROCHEFORT  returns  I 
He  may  die  for  his  country,  for 
France !  Once  more  I  weep  bit- 
terly !  But  me  I  may  not !  I  con- 
clude, and  mv  last  word  shall  be  a 
word  of  order !  It  shall  be,  though 
she  spurns  me,  though  she  mock 
herself  of  me,  "  Live  France ! " 
Again  I  weep!  Receive,  Ac.  P. 


"  VOICI  LE  SABRE  DE  MON  PERE ! " 

["  Let  all  know  that,  in  devoting  all  my  strength  to  the  welfare  of  the 
people,  1  intend  to  protect  the  principle  of  autocracy  as  firmly  and  un- 
swervingly  as  did  my  late  and  never-to-De-forgotten  father." 

The  Czar  to  the  attembled  Deputies  and  Delegates  in  the  Winter  Palace.'] 

"  IT  was  my  father's  custom,  and  to  it  shall  be  mine .' " — 

One  seems  to  hear  those  simple  words  'midst  all  the  show  and  shine 

Of  the  great,  gay,  white-pillared  hall.    The  gold  and  silver  chains 

Of  deputies  and  delegates  from  distant  steppes  and  plains 

Gleam  in  the  winter  daylight.    The  tall  white-tunio'd  Guards 

Stand  with  drawn  swords,  Autocracy's  serene  and  stalwart  wards. 

All  in  the  Winter  Palace ;  from  regions  vast  and  far 

They  come  of  many  a  race  and  creed  to  welcome  their  young  Czar. 

The  nobles  and  the  Zemstvos,  too,  are  represented  here. 

With  tribes  of  the  wild  Caucasus,  the  hosts  who  love— and  fear— 

The  monarch  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  million  souls. 

And  through  thine  Hall,  St.  Nicholas,  in  full  firm  accents  rolls 

The  Voice  of  armed  Autocracy,  unbending  and  unchanged. 

Unfaltering  the  youthful  eye  that  boldly  roved  and  ranged 

Over  that  motley  muster.     He  lifts  his  sire's  great  swora. 

This  youthful  heir  to  power  supreme,  by  freemen  much  abhorred, 

But  dear  to  bowing  myriads  of  Slavdom's  loyal  hosts ; 

And  with  that  calm  cold  dignity  which  despotism  boasts 

Establishes  the  Ego  of  Autocracy  once  more. 

Void  le  sabre  de  man  sire  !    What  ALEXANDER  bore 

Shall  NICHOLAS  not  wear  and  wield  P    The  appanage  of  our  line ! 

"  It  was  my  father' t  custom,  and  so  it  shall  oe  mine  !  " 

Old  rustic  song,  your  refrain  long  shall  echo  round  our  world, 

Until  all  burdens  from  the  back  of  toiling  men  are  hurled. 

Far,  far  off  day !    Now  proud  and  gay  Autocracy's  strong  thralls 

Muster  to-day  in  fine  array  in  those  white-pillared  halls. 

To  be— not  snubbed,  say  reassured,  that  Autocrats,  still  strong, 

Still  givt  small  heed  to  serfs  who  plead,  to  freedom's  siren  song, 


Or  to  "  absurd  illusions,"  which,  slipped  from  mouth  to  month, 

Must  still  be  silenced  in  the  North,  if  heeded  in  the  South. 

Those  Zemstvos  voices  must  be  hushed.    Autocracy's  sole  hand 

Must  wield  the  sabre  of  his  sire,  and  sway  a  silent  land  ; 

The  Bear  from  the  new  Rearward  gentler  treatment  well  may  hope, 

But  hardly  loosening  of  the  chain  or  slackening  of  the  rope. 

The  patient  Northern  Bruin  stands  and  rubs  a  dubious  ear. 

Amnesty  means  not  Liberty.    Autocracy  is  clear 

In  "  firmly  and  unswervingly,"  with  strength  that  doth  not  tir», 

Holding  the  mastery  of  its  race,  the  Sabre  of  its  Sire  ! 

"MR.  PBPYS'S  PARISH  CHURCH."— The  Rev.  ALFRED  POVAH'S 
interesting  work  gives  us  the  origin  of  the  "Navy  pew"  in  8t. 
Olave's.  In  such  a  church  how  appropriate  was  the  old  "  three- 
decker,"  as  this  structure,  which  contained  clerk  below,  parson  in  the 
middle,  and  preacher  in  the  topmost  compartment,  used  to  be  termed. 

A  JUST  CORRBCTION.— In  Macmillan's  for  this  month  there  is  an 
interesting  article  entitled  "  In  the  Wake  of  Captain^  Cook."  An 
Irish  member  of  the  club  threw  the  number  down,  exclaiming,  "The 
man  who  wrote  that  can't  write  English !  'Tis  not '  tn  the  wake '  at 
ail.  Sure  it  ought  to  be  '  at  the  wake.' " 


LEGAL  CLOCKWORK. — Towards  the  end  of  last  week,  the  key  of  the 
difficulty  having  been  found,  the  Justice- VAUGHAH-WILLIAMS'- 
winding-up  business  was  wound  up,  and  J.  V.  W.,  being  wound  up, 
was  set  going  again.  There  is,  however,  still  some  difficulty,  and  a 
little  oil  on  the  troubled  works  will  be  necessary.  Mem.  to  tht  Lord 
Chancellor.—"  Please  not  to  touch  the  figures." 

Q.  WHAT  is'the  best  sort  of  cigar  to  smoke  in  a  Hansom  f 
A.  A  Cab- ana. 
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LITTLE    MOPSEMAIM. 

THE  SECOND  ACT. 


icreaths  are  «*....../  ««^^v.     »-.~. ~,~~. n'        jt    M    , 

block  mackintosh,  sits  dejectedly  on  a  chair.  Presently  MOPSA 
BKOYIK  comes  dwn  the  slope  cautiously  behind,  and  touches  his 
shoulder;  KmKD  jumps.  . 

Mopsa  You  shouldn't  really  sit  about  on  damp  seats  in  such 
miserable  weather,  ALFRED.  I  have  been  hunting  for  you  every- 
where  [Closing  her  umbrella  with  quiet  significance. 

Alfred  (to  himself).  Run  to  earth!  Oh,  Lor' !  (Aloud.)  If  you 
would  only  be  kind  enough  to  search  for  MOPSEMAN  instead!  1 
ciiniii't  unravel  the  mystery  of 
his  disappearance.  There  he 
was,  just  entering  upon  eon- 
pcious  intelligence— full  of  the 
infinite  possibilities  of  perform- 
ing poodlehood.  I  had  charged 
myself  with  his  education. 
After  having  been  an  usher  at 
so  many  boarding-schools,  I 
felt  peculiarly  fitted  for  such  a 
task.  And  then  a  shady  scoun- 
drel has  only  to  come  his  way 
with  rats  in  a  bag ! 

Mopsa.  But  we  don't  in  the 
least  know  how  it  really  all 
came  about. 

Alfred.  That  infernal  VAH- 
MIST-BLOK  is  at  the  bottom  of 
it,  you  may  depend  upon  that ! 
Though  what  motive  in  the 

world (Quivering.)     It's 

not  as  if  MOPSEMAN  would  ever 
have  faced  a  rat.  He  used  to 
bolt  at  the  mere  sight  of  a 
blackbeetle  even.  The  whole 
thing  is  so  utterly  meaningless, 
MOPSA.  And  yet,  1  suppose  the 
order  of  the  universe  requires 
it. 

Mopsa.  Have  you  indulged 
in  these  abstruse  philosophical 
speculations  with  SPRETA  r 

Alfred  (shakes  his  head  hope- 
lessly). She  is  so  utterly  in- 
capable of (MoPSA  noils.)  I 

prefer  discussing  them  with  you. 
There  is  something  unnatural 
in  imparting  confidences  to  a 
mere  wife.  What  on  earth  have 
you  got  there  f 

Mopsa  (takes  a  little  house- 
trife  out  of  httr  pocket).  SpuJSTA 
said  you  had  lost  the  button  off 
the  oack  of  your  collar.  I 
thought  I  would  sew  it  on  for 
you.  If  ay  I  ?  (  With  quiet 
warmth.}  I  '11  try  not  to  run 


how  you  used  to  follow  me  about,  just  like  a  little  dog  ?  And  I  used 
to  call  you  "  Little  MOPSEMAN,"  because  your  name  was  MOPSA  ;  and 
if  I  had  had  a  dog,  1  should  have  called  him  Little  MOPSEMAN.  And 
then  how  you  used  to  sit  up  and  hold  a  biscuit  on  your  nose,  my  dear 
faithful  MOPSA  ! 

•  Mopsa.  I  wonder  how  you  can  be  so  childish  !  (Smiling  involun- 
tarily.) It  was  a  rich  beautiful  time ;  but  it  was  all  over  when  you 
married.  I  hope  you  have  never  mentioned  all  that  nonsense  to 
SPRETA  ? 

Alfred.  I  may  have.  One  does  tell  one's  wife  some  things— unin- 
tentionally. (Clutching  his  forehead.)  But  oh,  how  can  I  sit  here 
and  forget  Little  MOPSEMAN  so  completely  '<  Have  I  no  heart  ? 

Mopsa.  If  you  have  lost  it,  I  think  I  know  where  it  is.  And  you 
must  turely  give  your  grief  a  rest  occasionally,  too. 

Alfred.  I  mustn't.  I  won't.  I  will  think  of  him.  ...  By  the 
way,  are  we  to  have  dried  fish  for  dinner  again  ?  .  .  .  Oh,  there  I  go 

once  more— in  the  very  middle 
of  my  agony-  just  when  I  want 
to  be  torturing  myself  unsp-  ak- 
ably  with  this  gnawing  crushing 
regret !  What  a  wonderfully 
realistic  touch  it  is,  though, 
eh  ?  So  dramatic !  But  after 
all,  I  have  you,  MOPSA.  I  'm  so 
glad  of  that ! 

Mopsa  (looking  earnestly  at 
him).  Surely  you  mean  dear 
SPRETA—  not  me,  ALFRED  ? 

Alfred.  What  relation  is  a 
wife  to  her  husband 't  None 
whatever.  Now  you,  MOPSA, 
you  are  very  nearly  a  second 
cousin  once  removed,  not  quite 
— because  our  lamily  is  a  thing 
so  entirely  apart.  We  have 
always  had  vowels  (the  very 
best  vowels)  for  our  initials, 
and  the  same  coloured  specta- 
cles, and  poor  relations  we  inva- 
riab  ly  cut,  and  great  thick  works 
we  never  get  really  on  with. 
You  take  after  your  mother, 
KAIA. 

Mopsa.  And  my  Aunt — she 
that  was  a  Miss  REBECCA  WIST. 
I  feel  so  irresistibly  drawn  to 
disturb  other  people's  domestic 
harmony.  But  you  must  really 
f  irget  me,  and  try  to  care  for 
poor  SPRETA  a  little. 

Alfred  (vehemently).  It's  no 
use.  I  can't.  You  've  entranced 
me  so  thoroughly.  (Ifelples.*ly. ) 
1  knew  you  would  !  Do  let  me 
remain  here  with  you ! 

[Seizes  her  hand. 
Mopsa  (looks  ivarmly  at  him). 
Of  course,  it'  you  really  mean 
that,  1  cannot  pretend  that  such. 

comradeship  is Hush  !  let 

go  my  hand — there 's  somebody 


coming 


may  distract  my  thoughts  a  little.    Where  is  SPRETA,  by  the  way  ? 

Mopsa  Only  taking  a  little  walk  with  BLOCHDBAHN.  (Sewing.) 
Perhaps  it  is  hardly  the  weather  for  a  stroll ;  but  then  he  was  always 
so  perfectly  devoted  to— h'm— to  Little  MOPSEMAN,  you  know 

Alfred  (surprised).  But  SPRETA  wasn't.  She  never  liked  him— 
not  even  as  a  puppy.  And  now  tell  me-don't  you  think  you  could 
take  a  fancy  to  BLOCHDRAHN— h'm  P 

Mopsa.  Oh,  no!  Please!  (Cover,  her  face  with  her  hands.}  You 
mustn  t  really  ask  me  why  (Looks  at  him  through  her  fingers.) 
Because  I  know  I  should  tell  you ;  you  have  such  an  irresistible 

in  H  II  l,n  ,.r.    .  .•*-!.*•    -m «.  /~\U      J-,— _I_1_J__.  *          ,  ni  -      VU.M.UV*  VAV 


uiv*  icii  juu ;   yuu  nave  sucn  an  irresistible 
influence  over  me,    Oh  dear!  oh  dear!  what  «,,'«  you  think  of  meP 
(Mores  close  up  to  him.)    There  's  a  button  off  your  shirt-front  now ! 
Alfred  (nhnni,,;.i,j).  Am  I  to  have  that  one  sewn  on  too  ? 

lo.    Though 


3/»/>*fl    "i  es     (Sewing.)    I  remember  I  mended  all  vour  things 
'         <*  ^    ° 


you,    ear 
Alfred  (patting  her  hand).  Not  even  then.    And  do  you  remember 


[SPBETA  and  BLOCHDRAHN  en- 
ter in  waterproofs,  sharing 
the  same  umbrella. 

Alfred  (annoyed).  Why  do  you  come  bothering  here?  Surely  you 
mu-t  see  that  fuch  an  interruption  is  most  ill-timed. 

Spreta  (with  a  cutting  laugh}.  We  did  gather  that,,  ALFRED.  I  came 
to  see  what  you  were  about. 

Alfred.  MOPSA  was  simply  sympathising  with  me  over  Little 
MOPSEMAN'S  disappearance — that  was  all. 

Spreta.  Sympathising  and  philandering,  ALFRED,  are  synonymous 
terms  in  the  Norwegian  Drama.  And  I  may  be  allowed  to  observe 
that  other  people  can  philander  if  they  're  driven  to  it. 

[Glances  at  BLOCHDRAHN. 

Mopsa  (taking  her  umbrella  quickly,  to  BLOCHDRAHN}  We  seem 
to  be  somewhat  de  trop  here.  Suppose  we  withdraw  f  [They  do. 

Spreta.  Doesn't  it  strike  you,  ALFRED,  that  all  this  morbid 
harping  on  that  missing  mongrel  may  be  just  a  little  monotonous — 
for  a  popular  audience.  I  mean  ? 

Alfred  (gloomily).  They  '11  have  to  sit  through  another  Act  and  a  half 
of  it  —that 's  all.  I  shall  harp  if  I  choose.  I  like  harping.  And  you 
alwaysdetested  MOPSEMAN.  1  ou  said  he  ate  too  much,  and  had  evil  eyes. 

Spreta.  So  he  did — so  he  had .'  And  you  never  really  and  truly 
loved  him  either,  or  you  would  never  have  made  such  a  fool  of  the 
dog  as  you  did  ! 
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».  Alfred.  I  bad  renounced  my  wonderful  thick  book.  I  needed 
something  to  fill  up  my  life ! 

Spreta.  You  might  have  chosen  something  better  than  a  miserable 
little  poodle  with  no  hair  on  his  tail  I 

Alfred  (turns  pate).  It  is  you — you,  who  were  the  guilty  one  in 
that.  (Harshly  and  coldly?)  It  was  your  hand  that  spilt  the  hot 
water  over  him  as  he  lay  comfortably  on  the  hearthrug.  It  was .' 
And  you  knotr  it ! 

Spreta  (terrified,  yet  defiant).  Better  own  at  once  that  you  came 
behind  me  and  jogged  my  arm  ! 

Alfred  (in  suppressed  desperation).  Yes,  that  is  true.  You  looked 
so  entrancingly  beautiful  as  you  were  putting  the  kettle  on  for  tta, 
that  I  was  irresistibly  impelled  to  kiss  you  I 

Spreta  (exasperated).  ALFHED  !  This  is  intolerable  of  you.  Do  I 
deserve  to  be  reproached  for  looking  entrancingly  beautiful  ? 

Alfred  (trith  sarcasm).  Not  in  the  least — now.  You  are  subject  to 
the  Law  of  Change.  But  what  does  all  that  matter  ?  We  have  both 
sinned,  if  you  like.  While  we  had  him,  we  both  shrank  in  secret 
from  him — we  could  not  bear  to  s»e  the  lail  he  dragged  about  after  him ! 

Spreta  (whispers).  You  were  so  perpetually  putting  paraffin  upon 
it,  ALFRED  ! 

Alfred  (calmer).  Yes,  that.  I  tried  to  perfect  its  possibilities. 
But  it  was  no  use — I  could  never,  never  make  it  good  again.  And 
after  that  1  dressed  him  up  in  military  uniform,  and  then  he  had  to 
remain  too  much  indoors,  so,  of  course,  he  followed  the  VARMINT- 
BLOK,  and  then  the  street  curs  chevied  him  over  the  pier.  And  after 
I  had  trained  him  so  thoroughly  to  shoulder  a  musket,  he  was  so 
totally  unable  to  swim.  Oh,  it  all  works  out  into  quite  a  logical 
Retribution.  And  I  must  go  away  into  the  solitudes  and  writhe  with 
remorse — by  myself. 

Spreta  (bitingly).  Unless,  of  course,  you  can  induce  MOPSA  to 

I  think  you  mentioned  once  that  she  used  to  follow  you  about  like  a 
little  dog  ¥ 

Alfred  (in  a  hollow  voice).   I  did.    I  remember  now.    That  time 

when  the  tea-kettle Retribution ! 

[He  staggers  into  the  thinnest  birchstare  chair,  which  collapses 
under  him. 

Spreta  (menacingly  standing  over  him}.  Yes,  ALFRED,  Retribution ! 

[MOPSA  and  BLOCHDRAJTN  return. 

Mopsa  (pleasantly).  Well,  my  dear  SPRETA,  have  you  and  dear 
ALFRED  talked  things  thoroughly  out  ¥ 

Spreta.  Oh,  yes ;  quite  thoroughly  enough,  I  really  will  not  be 
left  alone  with  ALFRED  any  more  ;  he  is  too  depressing ! 

Alfred  (on  the  ground).  One  cannot  be  expected  to  rollick  when 
one  is  being  gnawed  with  remorse !  But  perhaps  BLOCHDRAHN  would 
be  a  more  cheerful  companion  for  you  ;  go  on  with  him,  while  MOPSA 
helps  me  up  again.  We  '11  follow  you — presently. 

[SPHETA   and  BLOCHDRAHN  go  off  together;    MOPSA  tenderly 
assists  ALFRED  to  rise. 

Mopsa.  Oh,  dear  me !  it  does  seem  such  a  pity !  But  SPRETA 
always  teas  peculiar.  It  must  be  so  trying  for  you,  dear ! 

Alfred.  So  much  so  that  I  can't  stand  her  any  longer.  I  must  get 
away,  anywhere— quite  alone.  MOPSA,  will  you  come  too  f 

Mopsa  (shocked).  ALFRED  !  How  can  you  ?  What  have  I  said  or 
done  to  encourage  such  a  proposal  ?  So  utterly  unexpected ! 

Alfred  (feebly).  I  really  couldn't  help  it.  It's  the  troll  inside  me. 
What  am  I  saying  P  That  belongs  to  another  Norwegian  drama! 

Mopsa.  All  this  part  belongs  to  several  other  Norwegian  dramas, 
dear.  But  we  must  see  if  we  can't  get  out  of  the  old  groove  this 
time  I 

Alfred.  But  why  in  the  world ?    When  you  showed  such  a 

wonderful  preference  for  my  society,  too ! 

Mopsa  (gently).  I  know,  dear.   But  that  was  before .   Letmetell 

you  something.  (Slow  music  ;  ALFRED  sits  doton,  cautiously.')  I  've 
just  been  looking  through  my  big  portfolio,  and  I've  discovered — 
what  do  you  think?  (ALFRED  shakes  his  head  hopelessly.)  I'm  not 
KAIA'S  daughter  at  all,  really.  I'm  only  adopted! 

Alfred.  But  what  difference  does  that  make  in  our  relations? 
Practically,  none  whatever ! 

Mopsa.  All  the  ditfereuce,  ALFRED.  I  always  pursued  you  about 
with  reluctance  and  under  protest.  Being,  as  I  supposed,  descended 
from  KAIA  FOSLI,  and  related  to  REBECCA  WEST,  it  seemed  so  utterly 
the  right  thing  to  do.  But  I  know  now  that  I  am  nothing  of  the 
sort,  and  that  if  mv  real  mother  ever  possessed  such  a  thing  as  a 
Past  at  all,  it  was  Plu-perfect.  So  heredity  doesn't  come  in,  and, 
rather  than  interfere  between  you  and  poor  dear  SPRETA,  I  have 
decided  to  go  right  away  and  never  see  you  again.  I  really  mean  it, 
this  time !  [She  opens  her  umbrella  and  runs  off  up  the  slope. 

Alfred  (takes  up  his  hat  sadly).  Icn't  this  play  going  to  end  pessi- 
mistically after  all,  then?  (Shudders.)  Are  we  actually  going  to 
be— moral?  (More  hopefully.)  After  all,  there's  another  Act  left 
There  '»  a  chance  still !  [He  follows  hastily  after  MOP»A. 


MOTTO  FOR  THE  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  FRENCH  REPUBLIC. — "  Fanre- 
warned,  Faure-armed." 


TOO    MUCH. 

(Pity  the  Sorrows  of  a  poor  Hunting  Man .') 

Sportsman  (suffering  from  intense  aberration  oj  mind  in  consequence 
of  the  Weather,  »n  reply  to  Wife  of  his  bosom).  "  PUT  our?    WHY,  o' 

COURSE    I  'M    POT    OUT.        BEEN    JUST    THROUGH    THB    VlLLAOE,     AND 
HANG   MB   IF  AT   LEAST  HALF  A  DOZEN   FoOLS   HAVB«-T  TOLD   MB  THAT 

IT  '»  NICB  SEASONABLE  WEATHER  I  " 

RETRIBUTION. 
(  Wrought  by  a  cheap  Foreign  Cigar.) 

I  'M  feeling — great  heavens ! — all  sixes  and  sevens, 

And  dizzy,  and  giddy,  and  green  ; 
Knocked  flat  as  a  pancake,  I  've  got  a  blank,  blank  ache 

AU  over— a  sight  to  be  seen ! 

Alas !  for  the  reason  'tis  easy  to  seize  on — 

The  same  I  '11  proceed  to  relate : — 
I  've  just  come  from  Brussels,  whence,  after  some  tussles 

With  conscience,  I  rushed  to  my  fate. 

For  by  Calais  and  Dover  I  safely  brought  over 

A  contraband  hatful  of  weeds ; 
Ah.  why  did  I  struggle  to  juggle  and  smuggle. 

Thus  paying  the  price  for  my  deeds  ? 
They  cost  each  five  farthings,  and  goodness !  they  are  things 

Yon  'd  not  get  your  worst  foe  to  smoke, 
This  "  Cabbagio  Fino"  has  giv'n  me  a  beano — 

But  there !  I'm  too  seedy  to  joke ! 
So  this  crude  composition  I  pen  in  contrition. 

My  state  of  collapse  to  explain ; 
I  thought  to  be  clever,  but  never,  oh  never. 

Will  make  such  a  bargain  again ! 


CONTRADICTION.— A  fortnight  ago,  in  the  law  reports  of  the  Times, 
were  reported  proceedings  in  bankruptcy  "  in  re  TOBY."  We  have 
been  requested  to  state  that  this  gentleman  is  not  Mr.  Punch's 
"ToBY,  M.P.,"  nor  is  "our  Mr.  TOBY"  the  gentleman  mentioned  in 
the  same  case  as  "  the  bankrupt's  brother,  M.  P.  TOBY."  The  coin- 
cidence was,  naturally,  somewhat  startling.  Our  M.P.  for  Barks 
will,  by  now,  have  appeared  in  his  place  at  St.  Stephen's. 
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A    LOGICAL    INFERENCE. 
" *  WONMa  WHY  " >s  «°  BLA°K.  MUMMY  1    I  SUPPOSB  HB  WAS  BORN  IN  THB  DARK 


"PITY  THE  POOS  ARTIST!" 

["  I  hare  had  occasion  to  speak  on  the  difficulties 
)f  a  minuter  who  finds  himself  pledged  to  a  very 
large  and  extensive  programme,  to  each  point  of 
en  programme  there  is  a  large  circle  of  adher- 
enu  who  consider  it  the  foremost  and  the  pre- 
eminently important  point"— Lord  Roukery.] 

Wettmintter  Pavement  Artitt  loquitur  :— 
WHO  would  be  a  political  "soreever"?    A 

drudge 
Foredoomed  to  designing,  and  destined  to 

imud?e, 

Like  impressionist  painters  of  posters  ? 
Art  s  in  a  rum  way.     Lor !  what  humbug 
it  is !  fPaiz 

tar  better  the  dav»  of  old  CRmcgHANK  and 
Than  our  era  of  blobbers  and  boasters. 


With  chalks,  and  my  thumb,  and  a  bit  of  old 

rag, 
1  «&n  do  better  work  on  a  rough  slab  of  flag 

Than  they  do  on  smooth  hot-pressed  paper. 
But  oh !  what  a  bother  to  squat  and  to  smear 
AH  sorts  of  strange  subjects,  quaint,  squiffy 

and  queer, 
To  please  every  lounger  and  gaper. 

There  once  was  a  time  when  the  old  repertore 
ihe  public  would  fetch.  Now  they  want  a 
lot  more, 

And  always  a  somethink  that 's  novel,  [two 
And  then  su«h  a  choice  of  'em !  Not  one  or 
Seascapes,  with  a  liberal  yaller  and  blue, 

Or  some  picture  of  cottage  or  hovel. 

Tw»  mack«rels  crossed,  or  a  slice  o'  red  salmon, 
liter  •  ba«on,  or  lump  o'  brown  "  gammon," 


A  ginger-beer  bottle  and  candle. 
A  rat  in  a  trap  and  a  portrait  or  two, 
Say  old  GARIBALDI,  the  Wandering  Jew, 

And  p'raps  JULIUS  CJESAB  or  HAJTDKL. 

These  gave  satisfaction  to  parties  all  round' 
But  'tisn't  so  now  as  I  lately  have  found. 

They  a&k  a  whole  National  Gallery. 

And  every  one  wants  his  own  f av'rite  fust  off. 

Good  old  "  Moonlight  Scene"  ?    Why,  a  yokel 

would  scoff 

At  anythink  bluey-and-yallery. 

They  claim  fancy-chalks  now,  or  pollychrome 

pastel ; 

It 's  no  use  to  tip  'em  a  storm  or  a  castle ; 
They  want  "  local  colour  " — a  lot  of  it. 
Yes,  something  distinctly  Welsh,   Irish,  or 

Scotch ; 

My  pitch  in  these  critical  days  is  no  cotch ; 
I  m  sick  of  the  worry  and  rot  of  it ! 

Pity  the  artist !    What  boots  that  appeal  ? 
No!     ''Many  help  one,"  or  "A  heart  that 

can  feel," 

Won't  fetch  'em,  however  well  flourished. 

I  did  think  that  Guy  Fawkes  blow-up  of  the 

Lords  [cold  words 

Would  call  out  the  coppers  ;  but  shrugs  and 

Have  damped  the  last  nope  that  I  nourished. 

Awful  oynicle  lot!    Scarcely  one  a  believer 
In   me,  it   would    seem,    since   that    there 

Grand  Old  Soreever 
To  my  hands  has  turned  his  pitch  over. 
There!    I've  touched  up  the  lightning,  and 
now  I  am  ready  !  [and  steady, 

But,  though  I  must  look  bright,  expectant, 
I  don't  feel  percisely  in  clover ! 

[Left  waiting  for  patronage. 


THE  DECADENT  LOVER  OF  FICTION. 

ONE  love,  one  life,"  was  my  ancient  manner, 

For  introspection  I  had  no  brain, 
Bat  I  would  have  died  beneath  her  banner, 

Or  I  would  have  lived,  her  grace  to  gain. 
I  loved  her  silent,  I  loved  her  sprightly, 

With  Grecian  braid  or  with  glossy  curl ; 
I  loved  her  wrongly,  I  loved  her  rightly, 

But  ever  I  loved  a  single  girl. 

But  now  with  ennui  my  love  is  laden 

Before  it  really  has  quite  begun ; 
If  I  win  the  heart  of  any  maiden 

It  makes  me  prefer  another  one. 
Dim  passions  stir  me,  deflections  fleeting ; 

1  feel  myself  in  a  hopeless  whirl. 
There  never  are  less  than  six  competing. 

Why  can  I  not  love  a  single  girl  ? 

Contented  I  and  my  love  were  mated 

In  those  brave  days  when  we  both  were 

young. 
For  marriage  I  'm  now  too  complicated, 

Too  many-natured,  too  finely-strung. 
My  spreading  canvas  all  zephyrs  vary 

For  one  calm  funnel  how  can  I  furl? 
In  truth,  the  statute  is  somewhat  chary. 

And  old,  and  grey,  growa  the  dearest  girl  1 
Oh,  love  that  was  loyal,  losing,  winning, 

That  time  and  change  had  no  power  to  quell, 
That  once  could  even  dispense  with  sinning, 

And  that  possession  could  not  dispel  I 
Your  day  is  done,  and  your  star's  declining, 

The  hero  was  but  a  brainless  churl 
Who  ever  dreamed  that  without  repining 

His  whole  life  long  he  could  love  one  girl ! 
And  yet,  I  feel  there  is  something  wanting. 

The  knowledge  that  love  is  sure  to  die 
To  every  lover  is  disenchanting. 

I  would  I  loved  as  in  days  gone  by. 
Twas  braver  folly  the  height  to  capture, 

Though  down  from  the  height  Fate  often 

hurls, 
tie  misses  woe,  but  h«  misses  rapture, 

Wh«  falls  in  lov«  with  too  many  girls ! 
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SITTING  OUT. 

IN  throbbing  silence  my  glances 

stray 

O'er  her  unreciprocal  face, 
And  I  haven't  a  notion  what  to 

say 

Now  I've  finished  with  com- 
monplace. 

How  I  hate  the  slope  of  that 

cheerless  chin. 
And  the  stare  of  those  vacant 

eyes, 

That  take  the  commonest  ob- 
jects in 
With  placid  and  cool  surprise. 

And  I  sit  in  a  calm  that  she  will 

not  break, 

A  desert  that  is  not  peace, 
And  ever  and  ever  the  windows 

shake 

To  a  dance  that  will  never 
cease. 

I  cannot  join  the  rout  aeain, 

1  am  far  too  weary  and  warm 
Si   I    need*   mast    suffer   this 

speechless  pain, 
In  a  draught,  on  the  red  baize 
form. 

There  is  one   remark  —  it  has 

proved  a  key 
Already  to  one  long  chat, 
Of  course— I  '11  start  it,  for  even 

she 
Must  answer  awhile  to  that. 

Bat  horror !  my  agonised  fingers 

curl, 

Did  I  say  it  to  her  ?    I  think 
It  must  have  been  to  that  other 

girl 

In  the  delicate  shrimp-sauce 
pink. 

Shall  I  chance  it  again !   I  must ! 

Iwill! 
With  a  stammer   I  've   half 

begun — 
Saved !  saved !  the  music  at  last 

is  still. 

Tbank  goodness,  the  dance  is 
donf. 


A  WINTER  WEDDING 

WHEN  bleak,  bluff,  blatant  bliz- 
zard* blew, 
And  hats  from  storm-tossed 

heads  were  carried, 
My  enterprising  friend,  then  yon 
Got  married ! 


Soon 


when 


A    CASE    OF    SELF-SACRIFICE. 

Mrs.  Grimes.  "  No,  SIR,  MR.  SMITH  AIN'T  A-BIN  IN  'is  CHAMBERS  KOT 
FOR  A  WEEK,  SIB." 

Mr.  Broum.  " OH  I  YOU'RE  SURE  NOW  TOU  KNOW  THE  GEVTLKMAN 
I  MKAN— MR.  MELPON  SMITH!" 

Mrs.  Grime*.  "Hi  KNOWS  "IM  BIOHT  ENOUGH.  WT,  I  DOES  AIL  'is 
WASHIN'  AND  MENDIN'  FOR  'IM  I " 


spring    had   come, 
doves  can  ooo, 
nd  flowers  blossom,  had  you 

tarried; 

Instead,  in  January  yon 
Got  married. 

Then  in  your  honeymoon  you  two 
The  gloom  and  snow  of  winter 

parried; 

It's  two  to  one  two  won  when  you 
Were  married. 

And    thus   henceforward    may 

you  do ; 
By   life's   rough   storms  be 

never  hamed, 

Together  face  them  all  now  yon 
Are  married. 


More  Anglomania! 

[M.  F4Lix  FATRE,  having  gone 
out  into  the  garden  at  about  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  was  making 
for  the  door  leading  to  his  private 
apartments,  when  he  was  stopped 
by  a  sentinel.  The  President  could 
not  give  the  pass-word,  and  was  ac- 
cordingly marched  off  to  the  Elysee 
guard-room,  where  he  wa«  fortu 
nutcly  recognised. — Daily  Paper.] 

THAT    Gallic  statesmen  rather 

like 
Trade  Union  methods  can  we 

doubt? 
President    PEBIEB   went   "on 

strike"; 

Now,  FAUBE  has  been ' '  locked 
out." 


DEUX  MOTS.— The  retirement 
of  one  of  the  oldest  and  mn»t 
popular  actors  of  the  Com£die 
Fran<,aist  may  be  summedjup  in 
two  words,  "  GOT  :  gone." 


"ART  IS  LONG- 


THE  Daily  Graphic  of  February  1,  commenting  on  the  time-con- 
test between  two  pianists,  suggests  that  exponents  of  the  other  fine 
arts  should  follow  their  example.  The  idea  has  been  taken  up  at  the 
Royal  Aquarium  with  great  success,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  follow- 
iag  press-cuttings : — 

From  the  "  Magazine  of  Art." 

The  Directors  of  the  Aquarium  are  to  be  congratulated  on  their 
new  departure,  which  takes  the  form  of  a  highly  exciting  and  sports- 
manlike contest  between  those  two  well-known  entertainers  Professor 
HERB  KOMEB  and  Sefior  HABDLI  DUDDI  in  their  great  poster-paint- 
ing exhibition.  This  consists  of  a  trial  of  strength  and  endurance, 
the  challenger,  Seiior  DUDDI,  haying  given  out  that  he  will  beat  Pro- 
fessor KOMEK'H  previous  record  in  time  and  area  combined  by  one 
hour  aud  a  hundred  square  yards.  As  the  public  are  well  aware,  the 
latter  performer's  sensational  achievement,  "Miss  Letty  Lind,'' 
stands  at  present  unbeaten  as  an  artistic  poster,  having  far  eclipsed 
his  "All  Beautiful  in  Naked  Purity,"  which  attracted  such 
attention  on  the  Royal  Academy  hoardings  la«t  year.  As  to  time,  his 
LIND  tmtr  de  force  (shown  at  the  Society  of  Portrait  Painters  at  the 
New  Ga'lery  last  autumn)  was  painted  in  one  continuous  whirl  or 
sitting  of  fifty  hours  duration,  and  would  have  taken  even  longer, 
had  not  the  accomplished  dun/tense  fainted  from  exhaustion.  (It  is 
understood,  by  the  way,  that  Miss  LIND  has  issued  a  challenge  that 
she  will  pirouette  against  the  world,  including  Lord  YABMOUTH  and 
Little  TICH.) 

Seiior  DUDDI  has  hitherto  made  his  mark  with  presentments  of 
ultra-cAtc  young  ladies,  which  have  certainly  taken  up  agreat  deal 
of  space,  and  fulfilled  their  purpose  as  "  eye-openers.  We  have  no 


derails  as  to  the  time  in  which  they  were  designed,  but  we  should 
think  about  twenty  minutes  on  an  average. 

As  the  Aquarium  contest  will  not  be  concluded  until  after  we  go 
to  press,  we  cannot  give  the  result,  but  at  the  time  of  writing,  after 
three  days'  punting  without  cessation,  Mr.  KOMPK  had  covered  a 
quarter  of  an  acre  of  canvas,  while  Mr.  DUDDI  had  traversed  three 
hundred  yards  of  advertisement  hoarding.  Both  were  going  well 
and  strong,  the  only  people  showing  signs  of  exhaustion  being  the 
umpires  and  spectators. 

From  the  "  Sporting  Times." 

What  will  our  dear  friends  of  ihe  Anti-Sporting  League  gay  to 
this  ?  Here 's  yet  another  form  of  iniquity,  the  Poet  Stakes  at  the 
Aquarium!  We  looked  in  last  night  at  that  classic  abode,  and 
found  them  all  hard  at  it  in  the  Bijou  Theatre.  We  soon  made  a 
pretty  book,  and  only  regret  we  hadn't  entered  BALLYHOOLY  and  Doss 
CHIDKBDOSI.  A  black-haired  colt  was  making  the  pace  with  what  he 
calUd  "  beautiful  prose  music,"  quite  as  good  as  any  we  turn  out  in 
our  first  pige.  But  the  backers  rather  fancied  a  Chestnut  Pegasus, 
who  was  going  well  within  his  stride  with  his  "  Odes  and  Poems. 
There  were  one  or  two  other  dark  horses  in  the  field,  that  we  put 
down  for  a  place.  That  worthy  and  veteran  sportsman,  and  cutest 
of  tipsters,  G.  ALLEN,  wielded  the  flag,  and  got  his  little  lot  off,  as 
we  were  told,  with  only  ten  false  starts.  We  left  at  the  titty- 
seventh  hour,  when  the  leaders  had  completed  two  hundred  and 
twentv  laps  of  very  blank  verse  and  other  paces,  it  being  a  go-as- 
you-please  contest.  A  sonnet  divided  the  first  and  second,  and 
there  was  an  epigram  and  a  half  between  the  second  and  the  third. 
As  it  promise!  to  be  a  long-winded  affair,  and  rather  too  noigy  for 
our  refined  and  delicate  constitutions,  we  retired  early.  We  give 
th  odds,  however,  on  another  page. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

;  EXTRACTED  FROM_THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


Prevalent  hilarity  suggests  case  of  crowded  passenger  ship,  having 
been  in  imminent  danger  of  shipwreck,  suddenly  steams  into  com- 
paratively placid  seas. 

"  If,"  sayg  WILFRID  LAWSON,  an  authority  on  Church  matters, 
"it  were  customary  to  commence  the  Session  hy  ringing  a  hymn  I 

It's  the  one 


And  are  we  (till  alive 

And  tee  each  other's  face ': 


Tuesday,  February  5.— House  filled  once  more  with  bustle  of  new 

Session.     Lobby  crowded.    Corridors,  long  silent,  hurst  into  bustling  know  what  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  would  give  out. 

ife.     "Seems  to  me,"  fays  JEMMY  LOWTHER,  looking  on  with  bis  beginning 
juvenile- veteran  air,  "that  the  happiest  day  in  a  member's  life  is 
the  first  of  a  Session,  if  indeed  the  cup  of  his  joy  isn't  fuller  on  the 

"for  8ome°the  jubilation  ofthe  hour  is  toned  down  by  saddened  Thought  it  wa*  to  be  all  over  before  Christmaa  ;  Cabinet  broken  up ; 

thought.    There  is  one  step  "that  will  never  more  be  heard  in  the  everybody  retiring  ;  Parliament  dissolved ;  demoralised  Party  finally 

lobby  one  familiar  face  seen  here  no  more,  one  voice,  wont  to  sway  smashed  up  at  polls ;   the  other  side  left  to  settle  who  was  to  be 

the  passions  of  the  House,  that  now  is  still.     LYCIDAS  is  dead,  not  who  in  best  of  all  Governments.       Instead  of  which,'  as  the  Judge 

quite  ere  his  prime,  but  in  what,  had  fate  been  kinder,  should  have  said,  here  we  are  in  for  a  long  Session,  with,  as  usual,  more  work  on 

been  the  fulness  of  his  rich  gifts.  hand  than  could  be  done  in  two.     K'o  , 


The  House  knew  ORANDOLPH, 
as  he  presented  himself  to  its 
notice  from  various  points  of 
•view.  First,  an  unknown  new 
Member,  rising  from  bench  im- 
mediately behind  Ministers,  a 
situation  which,  deliberately 
chosen,  seemed  to  observant 
Whips  to  indicate  pleasurable 
prospect  of  docility.  Next, 
whilst  his  Party  was  still  in 
office,  he  popped  up  from  front 
bench  below  gangway,  and 
pricked  at  ponderous  hide  of 
ScLATER-BooTH,  pink  of  respect- 
ability, sublimation  of  county- 
gentry  -  Toryism.  Then,  with 
sudden  brilliancy  and  sustained 
force,  he  rose  on  the  firmament 
below  the  gangway  in  Opposition, 
tilting  almost  tingle-handed  at 
the  panoplied  host,  a  majority 
over  a  hundred  strong,  that 
seemed  to  make  Mr.  O.'s  second 
Administration  invulnerable.  For 
a  moment  in  a  famous  night  in 
June  he  was  seen  standing  jubi- 
lant on  his  seat  at  the  corner  of 
the  bench,  waving  his  hat,  shout- 
ing himself  hoarse  with  cries  of 
victory.  From  this  elevation  he 
sprang  lightly  on  to  the  Trea- 
sury Bench,  and  astonished 
Members  who.  with  him.  had 
heard  th,j  chimes  at  midnight 
«Tid  after,  by  the  quiet  dignity  of 
his  manner,  his  unerring  tact, 
his  unfailing  skill  of  manage 
ment.  Never  since  the  time 
Prince  Hal,  boon  c-vmpanion  of 
Faltlaf.  became  King  Henri/ 
the  Fifth,  ha*  there  been  seen 
such  trans>formati  m. 

Never  wa<  (uoh    a    sudden    scholar 

made; 

Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  such  a  heady  currance,  scouring 

faults; 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulness 

So  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

The  succeeding  Session  had  a  fresh  surprise.  It  found  oir 
GBANDOLPH,  self-reduced  to  the  ranks,  caressing  his  moustache  on  the 
corner  seat  behind  the  Treasury  Bench.  After  a  while  he  wearied  of 
the  invidious  position,  and  went  off  to  the  races,  to  Norway  a-fishing, 
to  South  Africa  to  observe  the  ways  of  lions  from  precarious 
pr  >ximity.  But  his  heart  was,  after  all,  at  Westminster.  He  came 
back  broken  in  health,  undaunted  in  spirit.  Nothing  pluckier, 


So  you  haven't  resigned  after 
all  P  "  I  remarked,  getting  up  on 
a  chair  to  have  a  chat  with  the 
SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD. 

"  Et  tu,  TOBT  !  "  he  cried. 
"I  thought  better  of  your  in- 
telligence. I  welcome  re-opening 
of  Ses<ion  for  one  thing.  Obliged 
t«  be  in  my  place  every  night. 
Whilst  House  is  sitting  people 
will  see  I  haven't  resigned.  That 
should— don't  know  that  it  will 
—check  to  certain  extent  what 
at  Derby  I  ventured  distantly  to 
allude  to  as  mendacious  inven- 
tions. I  have,  as  von  know, 
had  a  somewhat  troublesome  time 
during  recess.  Rarely  got  up  in 
morning  but  found  by  newspapers 
I  had  resigned  overnight.  Seldom 
went  to  bed  without  conviction 
derived  from  glancing  over  even- 
ing papers  that  I  bad  upset  the 
Ministerial  coach -I,  the  mildest 
mannered  man  that  ever  sat  in 
Cabinet  Council.  Daresay  you 
remember  incident  in  almost 
equally  troubled  career  of  Lours 
THE  SIXTEENTH.  When  be  was 
broii(tht  back  to  Pan*  and  lodged 
in  Tuileries  after  his  fl'ght  to 
Varennes.  \\i»  snns-culuttr*,  Me*- 
n'eurs  it  Mailame*.  could  not 
sleep  in  their  beds  at  night  from 
apprehension  that  kin?  had  again 
reaped.  They  used  to  make  up 
little  f -mily  parties,  stroll  down 
to  Tuileries.  mass  themselves 
before  the  King's  bedroom  win- 
dow, and  call  upon  Louis  CAPET 
to  show  him«elf.  The  King  there- 
upon got  out  of  bed.  put  on  rid 
Cap  of  Liberty  and  tbowed  him- 
self at  the  window.  '  Mrs  en- 
fantt,'  he  said,  'you  Fee  I  am 
here.'  '  Tres  bien,'  faid  Mon- 
sieur, Madame,  et  le  Bfbf,  and 
trudged  back  content  to  the 
Faub-mrg  St.  Antoine.  Now  that  was  all  very  well  for  a  King. 
But  you  know,  TOBY,  it  can't  be  expected  of  me  in  so-called  holi- 
day times  to  be  constantly  attending  knocks  at  Ihe  front  door,  or 
even  getting  up  in  the  dead  of  night,  showing  myself  at  the  window, 
and  saying,  '  My  good  newspaper  friends,  I  have  not  resigned.'  " 
Business  done.— Just  commenced. 


"MB.    B-S-B-BY'S"    DREAM. 
Mr.  S-s-b-ry.  "  Hullo !    Where  's  the  Hou-e  of  Lords  ?  " 
Spectral  Caretaker.  " '  'Ouse  o*  Lords,'  Sir  ?    Why,  it  '•  GONE  ! !  " 


nothing  more  pithetic  'seen  in  the  House  than  his  long  stubborn   appeared  to  a  pamphlet  or  an  article,  people  wondered  ' 
fiffbt  »srain«t  th«  ™r«lv»is  that  r.rorrf.  nvoi- 1,;™  B^TI  no  b«  fit/vid  at. the   and  " 'ow  'tis  he  knows  all  about  itF       The  signature 


__         __       ___ 

fight  against,  the  paralysis  that  crept  over  him  even  as  he  stood  at  the 


"THE  PORTRAIT  OF  NOBODY."—  When  the  signature  "OI/TU"  first 

,le  wondered  "  who  'tis  ?  " 
appearing 


, 

table  and  tried  to  weave  ag«n  the  magic  spell  by  which  he  once  held  "gam  to  an  article  m  The  New  Rrcitw,  No.  69,  suggests  that  though 

the  House  the  author  has  an  anti-scriptural  objection  to  a  single-eyed  inou- 

He  died'  as  he  lived,  fighting,  keeping  Death  at  arm's  length  for  vidual.   perhaps    "Ovra    simply  indicates  a  person  when  with  the 

a  full  month  after  the  highest  authorities  had  said  it  was  a  mistake  majority  of  us,  detests  an  egotist.    Only  one  would  hardly  gather 

to  be  such  an  uncon?ei'>nably  long  time  in  dying.  thls  explanation  of  the  assump'ion  of  this  classic  and  poetic  signa- 

The  House  of  Commons  will  know  GRANDOLPH  no  more.     But  it  ture  from  the  style  of  the  article. 
will  never  forget  one  who  will  through  all  time  rank  among  the  most 


brilliant  of  its  sons. 


Something  decidedly  hysterical  about  jubilation    of   the    hour.    wei. 


NOT   A   GILT-EDGED   SECURITY. — The   investment    of   Wei-hai- 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS. "-No.    3.      THE    BARN    DANCE. 


TALL  TALES  OP  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

I.— THE  PINK ^HIPPOPOTAMUS.    (CONTINUED.) 

IT  did  not  take  me  long  to  make  my  preparations  and  devise'my 
plans.  In  such  matters  as  these  I  have  always  found  it  best  to 
prepare  for  every  possible  contingency,  and  then,  with  a  trustful 
heart,  to  leave  the  rest  to  chance.  I  therefore  calculated  to  a  nicety 
the  number  of  miles  we  should  have  to  traverse,  took  into  account 
the  physical  configuration  of  the  country  through  which  we  should 
have  to  pass,  the  neight  of  its  various  mountains,  the  depth  of  its 
valleys,  the  breadth  and  current  of  its  rivers,  its  capacity  for  food 
supply,  and  the  nature  of  its  inhabitants.  Having  done  all  this,  I 
spare  the  reader  unnecessary  details.  It,  would  profit  him  but 
little  if  I  were  to  set  down  exactly  the  equipment,  the  clothing,  the 
arms,  and  all  the  other  preparations  which  my  matchless  experience 
prompted  me  to  make.  Such  an  expedition  as  that  which  I  was 
about  to  engage  in  can  never  be  undertaken  again,  for  the  simple 
reasons  that  there  are  now  no  pink  hippopotami  in  the  world,  and 
that  improved  methods  of  communication,  ridiculous  railways, 
absurd  telegraphs,  preposterous  telephones,  and 
ludicrously  well-metalled  roads  have  robbed  life, 
even  in  Seringapatam,  of  all  the  romance  which,  in 
my  younger  days,  cast  a  halo  of  adventure  round 
the  smallest  undertaking.  How  gloriously  we 
revelled,  how  grandly  we  fought,  how  magnificently 
contemptuous  we  were  of  danger!  But  now  we 
clothe  ourselves  in  patent  wool,  we  tremble  at  the 
shadow  of  a  policeman,  we  judge  everything  by  the 
mean  standard  of  its  money  value.  Some  day  we 
shall  awake  from  our  dreams  of  false  security,  when 
the  crash  of  invasion  sounds  in  our  ears,  and  we  pee 
onr  homesteads  ruthlessly  trampled  down  by  the 
hoof  of  some  despised  and  foreign  foe.  Then,  when 
it  is  too  late,  the  public  will  remember  that  England 
still  possesses  one  great  leader  inured  to  hardship 
and  danger  from  his  earliest  youth,  one  whom, 
though  a  perverse  Parliament  has  slighted  him.  the 
greatest  warriors  and  the  gallantest  sportsmen  have 
be<-n  proud  to  salute  as  their  unquestioned  superior. 
I  Khali  answer  to  the  call  with  what  strength  I  may 
still  possess,  and  uiy  prematurely  grizzled  hair  shall 
be  seen  waving  in  the  van  of  my  country's  defenders ; 
nut  even  an  ORLANDO  WILBRAHAM  (have  I  men- 


tioned that  that  was  my  name  Y)  must  fail  if  he  has  only  shop-reared 
dummies  to  support  his  efforts.  Enough,  however,  of  these  mourn- 
ful prognostications. 

My  preparations,  then,  were  quickly  made.  I  resolved  on  con- 
fining the  numbers  of  the  expedition  within  the  smallest  possible 
limits,  and,  after  much  thought,  I  decided  to  take  only  one  associate. 
My  choice  fell  upon  Major  THEOPHILUS  GANDEHDOWN.  He  had 
gone  through  the  whole  of  the  previous  campaign  with  me,  and  had 
proved  his  solid  worth  on  many  a  hard-fought  field.  A  man,  like 
myself,  of  herculean  strength,  and  of  inexhaustible  endurance, 
he  was  eminently  fitted  to  help  me  in  those  perilous  situations  in 
which  I  had  no  doubt  we  should  find  ourselves  before  the  adventure 
was  over  and  the  task  performed.  It  was  not  his  fault  that  he 
lacked  those  brilliant  powers  of  initiative,  that  wonderful  ingenuity 
of  resource  for  which  1  had  already  become  famous.  But  one  genius 
of  that  kind  is  sufficient  in  any  adventure,  and  I  knew  that  for 
courage,  strength,  and  bulldog  tenacity,  I  could  reckon  on  GJLNDEB- 
DOWN  to  the  death. 

We  fixed  our  start  for  a  Thursday,  always  a  lucky  day  for  any 
expedition  in  which  I  have  been  engaged.  I  gave  GANDEBDOWN 
rendezvous  at  the  western  gate,  at  midnight,  and 
bade  him  maintain  the  complete  secrecy  in  which  all 
our  plans  had  hitherto  been  involved.  I  myself  set 
forth  when  dinner  was  over  to  bid  farewell  to  the 
beautiful  and  affectionate  CHUDDAH,  the  last  scion 
of  the  glorious  Ramppre  dynasty,  who  was  at  that 
time  dwelling  in  the  little  marble  palace  on  the  out- 
skirts of  the  park  of  her  vindictive  aunt,  the  Ranee 
of  Seringapatam. 

Ah,  CHUDDAH,  loveliest  of  olive  maidens,  even 
now,  when  I  think  of  thee,  this  war-worn  heart 
beats  faster  in  my  breast,  and  the  unaccus- 
tomfd  tear  trickles  down  a  cheek  seamed  by  many 
a  scar.  How  different  would  my  life  have  been 
had  cruel  fate  not  stepped  in  to  prevent  us  from 
fulfilling  those  mutual  vows  of  eternal  love  which 
we  had  pledged  to  one  another.  I,  who  water 
these  lines  with  my  tears,  might  now  have  been 
the  ruler  over  hotts  of  dusky  myrmidons,  the 
acclaimed  chief  of  the  fierce  and  warlike  Chal 
tribes,  whilst  thou,  a  queen,  a  wile,  a  mother, 

wouldst  have But,  bah,  these  wailing  regrets 

are  unmanly.    To  my  story. 

(To  be  continued.') 
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THE  NON-CAPITALIST'S 
VADE  MECUM. 

Question.  Raving:  no  cash 
you  wish  to  make  a  living. 
Kindly  tell  me  the  objections 
to  sweeping  a  crossing  ? 

Answer.  A  small  sum  of 
money  would  be  necessary  to 
purchase  a  broom — a  prelimi- 
nary step  that  could  not  be 
surmounted. 

().  (Juitp  so.  And  would  a 
like  difficulty  arise  to  prevent 
you  selling  lucifers? 

A.  Certainly,  for  matches 
suitable  for  street  hawking 
cannot  be  obtained  on  credit. 

Q.  Would  a  clerkship  be 
within  your  reach? 

A.  Scarcely,  as  a  new  suit, 
or  a  nearly  new  suit  of  clothes 
would  be  requisite  to  give  one 
the  air  of  respectability  neces- 
sary for  securing  an  audience 
with  an  employer. 

Q.  Could  you  not  become  a 
compativ  promoter  ? 

A.  Not  with  safety,  now 
that  the  winding-up  business 
is  superintended  by  a  judge 
capable  of  understanding  the 
intricacies  of  city  finance. 

Q.  Is  there  any  opening  for 
youWa  cab-driver  ? 

A.  No,  as  a  license  cannot 
be  obtained  for  love,  but  must 
be  bought  with  money. 

Q.  Surely  yon  have  a  chance 
as  a  slave  to  journalism  P 

A.  Writing  for  the  press  is 
at  all  times  precarious,  and  is, 
moreover,  a  calling  which  can- 
not be  followed  without  a 
small  but  impossible  expendi- 
ture on  pens,  ink,  and  paner. 

Q.  Has  not  life  sometimes 


TRUE    DIGNITY. 

Barbara.  "On,  MOTHER  DEAR,  I  'VE  DOT  SUCH  A  PAIN  I" 
Mother.  "HAVEvou,  DARLING t    WHERE?" 
Barbara.  "  IN  THE  PROPER  PLACE,  OK  COURSE!" 


been  supported  by  the  suc- 
cessful attempts  to  borrow 
from  one's  friends  ? 

A.  Yes,  but  this  financial 
condition  will  have  been  en- 
joyed and  abandoned  before 
one  can  truthfully  style  one- 
self an  ex-capitalist. 

Q.  The  sale  of  information 
of  an  interesting  character  to 
those  concerned  has  sometimes 
— has  it  not — been  found  of 
a  profitable  nature  ? 

.•/.  Occasionally,  but  this 
again  is  not  only  an  unpleasant 
but  a  dangerous  operation, 
and  if  resisted,  may  end  with 
an  entirely  embarrassing  pro- 
secution at  the  Old  Bailey. 

Q.  Then  having  no  cash,  no 
credit,  and  no  references,  what 
career  is  open  to  you  P 

A.  But  one — to  become  the 
responsible  manager  of  a 
theatrical  company  touring  in 
the  provinces. 


"  TSMPOKA     MOTAMTFB."— 

In  these  days  of  very  late 
dining  hours  a  performance  at 
5  P.M.,  if  over  at  7,  or  7.15  at 
latest,  ought  to  suit  those 
whose  daily  work  is  over  about 
4  or  4. 30,  andwhodislike  "turn- 
ing out "  after  dinner  if  they 
are  at  home,  and  who  cannot 
get  away  from  any  dinner 
party  if  they  are  out  in  time 
to  see  even  half  of  the  enter- 
tainment. The  matinee  at  two 
is  a  very  difficult  time,  as  it 
clashes  with  lunch ;  but  as  tea 
can  be  taken  in  the  entr'acte!, 
five  o'clock  seems  a  very  rea- 
sonable hour,  that  is,  if  the 
show  be  over  at  7.15,  and  the 
dinner  hour  be  8  or  8.15. 


HINTS  TO  SKATERS  ON  ETIQUETTE  AND  DEPORTMENT. 

Do  not  venture  on  the  ice  until  you  can  skate  properly.  Practice 
the  various  steps  and  evolutions  before  a  looking-glass  in  your  bed- 
room. 

There  is  a  great  art  in  failing  gracefully,  and  it  is  surprising  what 
a  number  of  interesting,  complicated,  and  unlooked-for  attitudes  and 
figures  can  be  thus  developed.  To  ensure  perfect  confidence  at  the 
critical  moment,  it  is  as  well  to  hire  somebody,  say  a  professional 
wrestler  or  prize-fighter,  to  trip  you  up  and  knock  you  down  in  all 
the  possible  methods.  A  mattress  may  be  used  for  beginners  to  fall 
on.  The  more  improbable  your  manner  of  tumbling,  the  greater 
success  will  you  achieve  in  the  eyes  of  the  on-lookers. 

When  skating  with  a  lady,  you  may  cross  hands,  but  it  is  unusual 
for  you  to  put  your  arm  round  her  waist.  This  is  only  done  in  great 
emergencies,  or  in  a  thick  fog,  or  when  you  have  the  pond  to  your- 
selves. It  is  generally  found  that  this  proceeding  is  equivalent  to 
skating  on  very  thin  ice,  and  will  lead  to  dangerous  consequences. 

If,  however,  a  lady,  who  evidently  has  not  complete  control  of  her- 
self, and  does  not  readily  answer  her  helm,  steers  straight  into  your 
arms,  you  should  accept  the  situation  in  your  best  ball-room  manner. 
Do  not  attempt  to  avoid  a  collision,  as  if  you  dodge  suddenly,  the 
lady,  on  failing  to  meet  your  support,  will  probably  sit  down 
abruptly  on  the  ice,  or  get  entangled  with  a  sweeper. 

Should  you,  owing  to  any  unforeseen  circumstance,  find  yourself 

S  rostrated  at  a  young  lady's  feet,  do  not  place  your  hand  on  your 
eart  and  say  she  is  the  only  girl  you  ever  loved.    These  little  scenes 
are  apt  to  collect  a  crowd.     Merely  say  you  stopped  to  examine  the 
thickness  of  the  ice,  or  any  little  plaisanterie  you  feel  capable  of  in- 
venting.   Then  retire  to  a  discreet  distance  and  rub  yourself. 

If  the  ice  gives  way,  and  you  find  yourself  in  the  water,  get  out  as 
speedily  as  possible.  I  do  not  advise  drowning.  It  is  always  a  wet 
and  uncomfortable  process,  and  has  very  few  recommendations.  It 
is,  moreover,  quite  fatal  to  true  enjoyment,  and  only  those  who  are 
morbidly  anxious  for  a  "  par  "  in  the  papers  will  habitually  resort  to 
this  mode  of  creating  a  sensation. 
Do  not  hit  people  much  with  any  stick  you  may  think  it  de  rigueur 


to  brandish  about.  Such  personal  attentions  are  best  performed 
when  you  and  a  string  of  ten  or  twelve  other  'Arries  are  banded 
together.  _  Yon  can  then  stand  up  without  fear  for  the  rights  of  the 
high-spirited  young  citizen  to  enjoy  himself. 

There  is  nothing  that  figure-skaters  so  much  appreciate  as  the 
sudden  inroad  of  hockey-players  in  their  midst.  It  adds  immensely 
to  their  zest  to  feel  they  are  liable  to  be  knocked  over  in  the  middle 
of  an  exciting  "rocker"  or  "mohawk"  ;  and,  of  course,  they  like 
their  combined  figures  to  be  nicely  disarranged,  as  it  enables  them  to 
show  their  skill  in  sorting  themselves  again.  Hockey  should  there- 
fore be  indulged  in  anywhere  and  everywhere. 

Lastly,  if  yon  prefer  sliding  to  skating,  do  not  slide  in  a  top-hat 
and  frock-coat,  unless  you  are  a  member  of  the  Skating  Club,  and 
even  then  it  looks  ostentations.  Dress  appropriately  in  some  quiet 
costume  of  kickseys  and  pearlies,  with  a  feather  in  your  hat.  Wear 
your  billycock  at  the  back  of  your  head,  as  it  will  break  your  falls. 
Always  shout  at  the  top  of  your  voice. 


A  PLEA.  FOR 
ONCE  we  dreamed  of  a  magical 

clime, 

Powerful    fairies   lived    there 

then.  [time, 

Ready  to  change,  in  the  shortest 

Men  to  fishes,  or  fish  to  men ; 
Science,  alas,  assails  the  land, 

Down  the  magical  palaces  fall. 

Fairies  and  elves,  we  understand, 

Never  could  really  exist  at  all. 

Still  remain  to  us  spectres  strange, 

Headless  horsemen  and  monks 

severe,  [Grange, 

Some  that  arrive  each  night  in  the 

Others  (like  Christmas)  once  a 

year 


THE  GHOSTS. 

Yet  they  linger,  a  fearful  joy. 

Elderly  relics  of  childhood's  day. 
Now    our    "  scientists "    would 
destroy 

All  their  humorous,  mild  array ! 

Mr.  M  ASK  KIYSE,  learned  man ! 

Scoff  at  Theosophists  as  you  will, 
Spot    each  fraudulent  gambler's 

plan, 

Only  allow  us  our  Bogies  still ! 
Little  we  value  prosaic  truth. 
If  it  must  scatter  these  shadowy 

hosts ; 

Spare  us  a  single  belief  of  youth. 
Leave  us,  ah,  leave  us  at  least 
our  Ghosts ! 
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GOING   TO    THE  'DOGS. 

Candid  Vet  who  has  been  called  in  to  look  at  Mr.  Noodle's  new  purchase,  which  is  somehow  amiss).  "An,  YER  WAST  TO  KNOW  WHAT  TO 
DO  wire'iM  ?     WBLL  NOW,  HE  's  BEEN  ooix'  PRETTY  'ARD  TO  HOUNDS  FOR  A  DOZEN  SEASONS  on  MOM,  TO  MY  KNOWLEDGE,  HAS 

THAT   'OSS.      NOW,    TAKE   MY   ADVICE,    DON'T   KEEP   'EM  WAITIN1   FOB  'iM  AMY  LONGER,— YOU  SEND     IM   1        EM  I 


"ROUGE  GAGNE"? 

MAKE  your  Game !    Is 't  fortune,  fame, 

Power  supreme,  mere  notoriety, 
'Tis  mere  gambling  all  the  same, — 

Craving  knowing  not  satiety. 
Marquis  or  Gavroche.  what  matter  ? 

Rabagas  or  Noble  Red  ; 
How  the  bullion's  clink  and  clatter 

Fires  the  eye  and  heats  the  heal ! 
Mammon-Mephistopheles 

At  the  sight  in  shadow  grins  ; 
And  the  player,  at  his  ease, 
With  a  dream  his  heart  may  please, 
Red  wins! 

Will  it  win.  or,  winning,  will 

/.a  Repuolique  lose  or  gain  ? 
Is  the  game  chance  reruns  skill. 

Sly  intrigue  'gainst  heart  and  brain  ? 
Sanguine  as  sanguineous, 

The  Mob-loving  Marquis  sits. 
Exile,  ^iQ.  finesse  and  fuss, 

Clack  of  tongues,  and  clash  of  wits, 
Play  the  patriotic  game  ? 

Fall  the  cards,  the  ball  re-spins 
Blood  a- tire  and  walls  a-flame 
Menace  if— to  Wisdom's  blame- 
Red  wins  I 


THE  LONG  FBOST.-^Sportsmen  are  coming 
up  to  town  in  despair.  Their  hunters  are 
"  eating  their  heads  off,"  and  very  soon  there 
will  be  nothing  left  to  tell  the  tail ! 

IN  THE  LORDS.— Lord  BATTERSEA  "the 
Flower  of  the  Flock." 


THE  SEVERE  WEATHER. 

( From  Mr.  Punch's  Very  Special  Correspondents. ) 

REPORTS  from  all  parts  of  the  country  are 
eloquent  of  the  phenomenal  nature  of  the 
weather  experienced  everywhere.  By  an  ex- 
traordinary coincidence,  of  which  it  is  hardly 
possible  to  make  too  much,  the  intense  cold 
has  been  accompanied  by  a  lowness  of  tem- 
perature— on  the  (Fahren)  height. 

The  Oldest  Inhabitant  has  had  a  high  old 
time,  and  been  in  immense  form.  To  prevent 
the  extinction  in  future  years  of  this  in- 
teresting individual,  oxen  nave  been  roasted 
freely,  and,  wherever  at  all  practicable,  car- 
riages have  been  driven  over  frozen  rivers. 
Occasionally  irreverent  descendants  have 
roasted  the  Oldest  Inhabitant. 

It  is  reported,  on  the  authority  of  Lord 
SALISBURY,  that  the  Liberal  .Party  intend  at 
once  to  engage  in  snowballing  the  House  of 
Lords.  As  the  ex-Prime  Minister  has  pro- 
mised to  play  the  game  with  no  lack  of 
mutuality,  interesting  developments  are  ex- 
pected. 

A  very  remarkable  occurrence  comes  from 
abroad — considerations  of  an  international 
character  make  it  advisable  not  to  particu- 
larise further.  A  bishop  went  out  in  the 
middle  of  a  raging  blizzard.  Although  the 
bishop  was  suitably  attired  in  episoopaldress, 
so  that  no  mistake  as  to  his  identity  was 
possible,  it  went  on  blizzarding,  and  the 
spiritual  dignitary  was  put  to  extreme  tem- 
poral temporary  inconvenience. 

Ice  floes  have  penetrated  to  London  Bridge. 
Mr.  SEYMOUR  HICKS'S  topical  song  in  the  Shop 
Girl—  "Oh,  floe!  ice  and  snow,  you  know" 


— is  received  every  night  with  even  greater 
enthusiasm  than  formerly. 

The  following  letter  wfll  NOT  appear  in  an 
early  numberof  Tht  Spectator .— 

ANIMAL  SAGACITY. 

DKAR  SIR,— I  desire  to  draw  your  atten- 
tion to  what  I  think  I  may  fairly  describe  as 
a  wonderful  instance  of  animal  sagacity. 
During  the  recent  severe  frost  a  large  number 
of  birds  and  rabbits  were  fed  every  day  in 
my  garden.  On  Friday,  for  the  first  time,  I 
noticed  a  fine  hare,  which,  from  its  appear- 
ance, evidently  felt  the  cold  bitterly.  I  fed 
it,  but  shivering  set  in,  and  pained  by  it» 
suffering  (for  I  have  a  kind  heart)  I  took  it 
into  the  kitchen.  Half-an-hour  afterwards 
the  cook  came  to  teU  me  that  the  kitchen- 
maid  was  in  hysterics.  I  went  down  and 
found  out  the  reason— the  girl  had  been 
frightened,  when  taking  up  a  large  jug 
which  stood  on  the  ground,  to  find  the  hare 
in  it!  The  hare,  poor  thingt  preferred  a 
warm  death  to  a  cold  existence,  but, 
denied  the  possibility  of  human  speech, 
had  taken  this  graphic  way  of  indicating 
its  wishes.  I  have  only  to  add  that  they 
were  respected  at  dinner  yesterday.  • 

Yours  faithfully,       PKTL  ITON. 

Stickiton  Rectory. 


MEM.— It  would  not  be  logical  to  conclude 
that  Sir  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN  is  a  good 
cricketer  because  of  his  capital  scores. 

An  EXPENSIVE  CALL  TO  PAY.— A  Call  to 
the  Bar. 
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LITTLE    MOPSEMAN. 

THE  THIRD  ACT. 

An  eleratton  and  rockery  in  FRUTSECK'S  back-garden,  from  which 
—but  for  the  houses  in  between— an  extensive  view  over  the 
steamer-pier  and  fiord  could  be  obtained.  In  front,  a  summer- 
house,  covered  with  creepers  and  wild  earwigs.  On  a  bench  out- 
side, MOPSA  is  sitting.  She  has  the  inevitable  little  travelling- 
bag  on  a  strap  over  her  shoulder.  BLOCHDBAHN  comes  up  in  the 
dusk.  He,  too,  has  a  travelling-bag,  made  of  straw,  containing 
professional  implements,  over  his  shoulder.  He  is  carrying  a 
rolled-up  handbill  and  a  small  paste-pot. 

Sanitary  Engineer  Blochdrahn  (catching  sight  of  MOPSA'S  hand- 
bag). So  you  really  are  oil  at  last  ?  So  am  I.  /'m  going  by  train. 

Mopsa  (with  a  faint  smile).  Are  you?  Then  /  take  the  steamer. 
Have  you  seen  ALFRED  anywhere  about — or  SPRETA  ? 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  I  have  been  seeing  a  good  deal  of  Mrs.  FROT- 
SKCK.  She  asked  me  to  come  up  here  and  paste  one  of  these  handbills 
on  the  summer-house.  To  offer  a  reward  for  Little  MOPSEMAN, 
you  know.  I  've  been  sticking  them  up  everywhere.  (Busied  with 
the  paste-pot.)  But  you'll 
see — he  'IT  never  turn  up. 

Mopta  (sighing).  Poor 
SPRETA!  and  oh,  poor 
dear  ALFRED  !  I  really 
don't  know  if  I  can  have 
the  heart  to  leave  him. 

San.  Eng.Bloch.(past- 
ing  up  the  bill).  I  shall 
not  believe  it  myself  un- 
til I  actually  see  you  do  it. 
But  why  shouldn't  you 
oome  along  with  me,  if 
you  are  going — h'm  ? 

Mopsa.  If  you  were 
only  a  married  man — but 
I  nave  to  be  so  careful 
now,  you  know ! 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  It 
tortures  me  to  think  of 
our  two  handbags  each 
taking  its  own  way ;  it 
really  does.  Miss  MOPSA. 
And  then  for  me  to  have 
to  plumb  all  by  myself. 
Though,  to  be  sure,  one 
can  always  get  round  the 
district  surveyor  alone. 

Mopta.  Ah,  yes,  that 
you  can  surely  manage 
alone. 

Son.  Eng.  Bloch.  But 
it  takes  two  to  connect 
the  ventilating  shaft  with 
the  main  drainage. 

Mopsa  (looking  up  at 
him).  Always  two  ? 
Never  more  P  Never  many  ? 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  Well,  then,  you  see,  it  becomes  quite  a  different 
matter — it  cuts  down  the  profits.  But  are  you  sure  you  can  never  make 
up  your  mind  to  share  my  great  new  job  with  me  r 

Mopta.  I  tried  that  once— with  ALFRED.  It  didn't  quite  answer- 
though  it  was  delightful,  all  the  same. 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  Then  there  really  hat  been  a  bright  and  happy 
time  in  your  life  ?  I  should  never  have  suspected  it ! 

Mopsa.  Oh  yes,  you  can't  think  how  amusing  ALFRED  was  in 
those  days.  When  he  distinguished  himself  by  failing  to  pass  his 
examinations,  and  then,  from  time  to  time,  when  he  lost  his  post 
in  some  school  or  other,  or  when  his  big,  bulky  manuscripts  were 
declined  by  some  magazine — with  thanks ! 

>  San.  Eng.  Bloch.  Yes,  I  can  quite  see  that  such  an  existence  must 
have  had  its  moments  of  quiet  merriment.  (Shaking  his  head.)  But 
I  don  t  see  what  in  the  world  possessed  ALFRED  to  go  and  marrv  as 
he  did. 

Mopsa  (with  suppressed  emotion).  The  Law  of  Change.  Our  latest 
catehphrase,  you  know.  ALFRED  is  so  subject  to  it.  So  will  you 
be,  some  day  or  other  ! 


halves  with  ALFRED. 


San.  Eng.  Bloch.  I  am  behind  the  times,  I  daresay ;  but  such  an 
arrangement  does  not  strike  me  as  a  firm  basis  for  a  reallv  haoov 
hon.e.  I.  should  certainly  object  to  it,  most  decidedly 

opsa  Javghi  bitterly).  What  creatures  of  convention  vou  nei 


are,  after  all!  (Recollecting  herself.)  But  I  qidte  forgot.  I  am 
conventional  myself  now.  You  are  perfectly  right ;  it  would  be 
utterly  irregular ! 

Alfred  (comes  up  the  steps).  Is  it  you,  BLOCHDRAHN,  that  has 
posted  up  that  bill  ?    On  the  new  summer-house ! 
San.  Eng.  Bloch.  Yes,  Mrs.  FRUISECK  asked  me  to. 
Alfred  (touched).  Then  she  does  miss  Little  MOPSEMAN,  after  all ! 
Are  you  going  ?    Not  without  MOPSA.  ? 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  (shaking  his  head).  I  did  invite  her  to  accom- 
pani'  me  ;  but  she  won't.  So  I  must  make  my  jobs  alone. 

Alfred.  It's  so  horrible  to  be  alone— or  not  to  be  alone,  if  it 
comes  to  that!  (Oppressed— to  himself.)  My  troll  is  at  it  again ! 
I  shall  press  her  to  stay— I  know  I  shall— and  it  will  end  in  the 
usual  way ! 

Spreta  (comes  up  the  steps,  plaintively).  It  is  unkind  of  you  all  to 
leave  me  alone  like  this.     When  I  'm  so  nervous  in  the  dark,  too ! 
Mopsa  (tenderly).  But  I  must  leave  you,  SPRETA,  dear.    By  the 

next  steamer.    That  is Well,  I  really  ought  to ! 

Alfred  (almost  inaudibly,  hitting  himself  on  the  chest).  Down,  you 
little  beggar,  down !    No,  it 's  no  use ;  the  troll  will  keep  popping 
up !     (Aloud )    Can't  we  persuade  you,  dear  MOPSA  ?    Do  stay- 
just  to  keep  SPKBTA  com- 
pany, you  know ! 
.  Mopsa  (as  if  struggling 
with  herself).  Oh,  I  want 
to   so   much  !      I  'd    do 
anything  to  oblige  dear 
SPRETA ! 

San.  Eng.  Bloch.  (to 
himself,  dejectedly).  She 
is  just  like  that  Miss 
HILDA  WANGEL  for 
making  herself  so  per- 
fectly at  home ! 

Spreta  (resignedly). 
Oh, /don't  mind.  After 
all,  I  would  rather  ALFK  ED 
philandered  than  fretted 
and  fussed  here  alone 
with  me.  You  had  better 
stay,  and  be  our  Little 
MOPSEMAN.  It  will  keep 
ALT  RED  quiet — and  that '  s 
something  ! 

Mopsa.  No;  itwasonly 
a  temporary  lapse.  I  keep 
on  forgetting  that  I  am 
no  longer  an  emotional 
Cuckoo  heroine.  I  am  per- 
fectly respectable.  And 
1  wiU  prove  it  by  leaving 
with  Mr.  BLOCHDRAHN 
at  once — if  he  will  be  so 
obliging  as  to  escort  me  ? 
San.  Eng.  Bloch.  De- 
lighted, my  dear  Miss 
MOPSA,  at  so  unexpected 
a  bit  of  good  luck. 
We  've  onlv  just  time  to  catch  the  steamer. 

Mopsa.  Then,  thanks  so  much  for  a  quite  too  delightful  visit, 
SPHETA.    So  sorry  to  have  to  run  away  like  this !     ( To  ALFRED,  with 
subdued  anguish)     1  am  running  away — from  you;     I  entreat  you 
not  to  follow  me — not  just  yet,  at  any  rate  ! 
Alfred  (shrinking  back).  Ah!     (To  himself .)     If  it  depends  upon 

our  two  trolls  whet  her .    (MOPSA  goes  off  with  Sanitary  Engineer 

BLOCHDRAHN.)  There 's  the  steamer,  SPHETA.  ...  By  Jove, 
they  '11  have  a  run  for  it !  Look,  she 's  putting  in. 

Spreta.  I  daren't.  The  steamer  has  one  red  and  one  green  eye- 
just  like  MOPSEMAN'S  at  mealtimes ! 

Alfred  (common- sensibly).  Only  her  lights,  you  know.  She 
doesn't  mean  anything  personal  by  it. 

Spreta.  But  they're  actually  mooring  her  by  the  very  pier  that 

How  can  they  have  the  heart.' 

Alfred.  Steamboat  companies  have  no  feelings.  Though  why  you 
should  feel  it  so,  when  you  positively  loathed  the  dog. 

Spreta.  After  all,  you  weren't  so  particularly  fend  of  him  yourself ; 
now  were  you,  ALFRED  '( 

Alfred.  H'm,  he  was  a  decent  dog  enough — for  a  mongrel.  I  didn't 
mind  him :  now  you  did. 

Snreta  (nods  slowly).  There  is  a  change  in  me  now.  I  am  easier 
to  please.  I  could  share  you  with  the  mangiest  mongrel,  if  I  were 
only  quite  sure  you  would  never  again  want  to  follow  that  minx 
MOPSA,  ALFRED  f  am 

Alfred.  I  never  said  I  did  want  to  ;  though  I  can't  answer  for  the 
troll.    But  I  must  go  away  i<  mewhet  e — I  'm  such  a  depressing  com- 
onvention  you  nenl  panionfor  you.    I  shall  go  uway  up  into  the  solitudes— which  re- 


"  It  takes  two  to  connect  the  ventilating  shaft  with  the  main  drainage.' 
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minds  me  of  an  anecdote  I  never  told  either  you  or  Mnrs.t  before. 
Sit  down  and  I  will  tell  it  you. 

Sprgta  (timidly) .  Not  the  one  about  the  night  of  terror  you  had  on 
the  mountains,  AI.FKKD,  when  you  lost  your  way  and  couldn't  find  a 
policeman  anywhere  about  the  peaks?  Because  I've  heard  that— 
and  1  don't  think  1  can  stand  it  again. 

Alfred  (culilli/  and  bitterly}.  You  see  that  I  have  really  nothing  to 
fill  up  my  life  with,  when  my  own  wife  refuses  to  listen  to  my  anec- 
dotes! Now  Atoi'SA  always What  is  all  that  barking  "down 

there  in  the  town ? 

Sprvta  (with  ait  outburst).  Oh,  you'll  see,  they've  found  Little 

.Mol'SKMAN! 

Alfred.  Not  they.  He  '11  never  be  found.  Those  handbills  of 
yours  were  a  mere  waste  of  money.  It  is  only  the  ours  tightingjin 
the  street — as  usual. 

Spreta  (slowly,  and  with  resolution).  Only  that,  ALFRED.  And  do 
you  know  what  I  mean  to  do,  as  soon  as  you  are  away  solitudinising 
up  there  in  the  mountain  hotels  ?  I  will  go  down  and.  bring  all  those 
poor  neglected  dogs  home  with  me. 

Alfred  (uneasily).  What — the  whole  lot  of  them,  SI-IU.M  : 
(Shocked.)  In  our  Little  MOPSEMAN'S  place ! 

Spreta  (firmly  and  decidedly).  Everyone.  To  fill  Little  MOPSE- 
MAN'S place.  They  shall  dig  up  his  bones,  lie  on  his  mat,  take  it  in 
turns  to  sleep  in  his  basket.  I  will  try  to — h'm — lighten  and  ennoble 
their  lot  in  life. 

Alfred  (with  growing  uneasiness).  When  you  simply  detest  all 
dogs !  I  don't  know  anyone  less  fitted  than  you  to  manage  a  Dog's 
Home.  I  really  don't ! 

Spreta.  I  must  fill  the  void  in  my  life  somehow — if  you  go  and 
leave  me.  And  I  must  educate  myself  to  understand  dogs  better, 
that 'sail. 

Alfred.  Yes,  that  you  would  have  to  do.  (As  if  struck  with  an 
idea.)  Before  you  begin.  Suppose  I  take  up  my  big  fat  book  on 


Spreta  (with  a  melancholy  smile).  1  am  in  no  hurry  ALKRED. 
Only  to  write  that  you  would  have  to  remain  at  home. 

Alfred  (half  evasively).  Not  necessarily.  I  might,  of  course — for 
a  while,  that  is.  But  I  shall  have  many  a  heavy  day  of  work  before 
me,  SPRETA,  and  you  will  see,  now  and  then  perhaps,  a  great  slum- 
berous peace  descend  on  me  as  I  toil  away  in  my  brown  study — but  I 
shall  be  making  wonderful  progress  all  the  same. 

Spreta.  I  shall  quite  understand  that,  ALFRED.  Oh,  dear,  who  in 
the  world's  this? 

[The  VARMINT-BLOK  appears  mysteriously  in  the  gloom. 

The  Varmint-Blok.  Excuse  me,  Captin,  and  your  sweet  ladyship, 
but  I  just  happened  to  drop  my  eye  on  one  of  those  lovely  little  hand- 
billikins  here,  and  took  the  liberty  to  step  up,  thinking  it  might  so 
happen  that  you  'd  been  advertising  the  very  identical  dawg  what 
followed  me  home  the  other  day.  You  may  remember  me  passing 
the  remark  how  wonderful  partial  dawgs  was  to  me.  So  I  brought 
him  up  on  the  chance  like. 

[He  produces  Little  MOPSEMAN— in  mufti— from  a  side-pocket. 

Spreta.  It  is  our  Little  MOPSEMAN  !  So  you  are  not  some  super- 
natural sort  of  shadowy  symbol  after  all,  then  ? 

The  Varm.-B.  (hurt).  Now  I  ask  you,  lady— do  I  look  it  P  Here's 

my  professional  card.    And  if  you  should  have  the  reward  handy 

(As  ALFRED  pays  him.)  Five  Rix  dollarkins— correct,  my  lord,  and 
thankee  kindly.  (As  he  departs.)  You'll  find  I've  learned  that 
sweet  little  mongrel  a  thing  or  two  ;  take  the  nonsense  out  of  any  rat 
in  Norway  now,  he  will.  And  just  you  ask  him  to  set  up  and  give 
three  cheers  for  Dr.  IBSEN — that 's  all ! 

[He  goes  out,  chuckling  softly. 

Alfred  (holding  out  Little  MOPSEMAN  at  arms'  length).  H'm ;  it 
will  be  a  heavy  day's  work  to  purify  and  ennoble  this  poodle  after  all 
ho  haa  been  through,  eh,  SPHETA  ?  I  think,  as  you  seem  to  have 
developed  quite  a  taste  for  such  tasks,  I  shall  allow  you  to  undertake 
it — all  by  yourself. 

Spreta  (turns  away  with  her  half-teasing  smile).  Thanks 

THE  END. 

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

'  BEFOUK  you  finish  your  whiff  and  depart  to  dress  for  dinner," 
ciuolh  the  Baron,  "just  read  through  Mr.  ESCOTT'S  article  in  the  Fort- 
niijhtly"  If  you  lived  in  Literary  Bohemia  many  years  age,  it  will 
revive  pleasant  memories,  and  if  you  didn't,  it  will  interest  those 
who  did  with  whom,  in  conversation  at  dinner,  you  can  start  the 
subject.  Bohemia  exists  always ;  only,  as  Mr.  LAUDATOR  TEMPORIS 
ACTI  will,  of  course,  sing,  it  was  at  its  best  in 

"  The  days  when  we  went  gipaeying 
A  long  time  ago !  " 

"  Glad  to  see  Mr.  ESCOTT'S  pen  at  work  again,"  quoth  the  kindly 

BARON  DE  B.-W. 


PROFESSIONAL    INSTINCT. 

Kindly  Gentleman  (from  True  Blue  Club).  "AND  WHAT  HAS  BROUGHT 

YOU  TO  THIS  DEPLORABLE  CONDITION  ?      DRINK  f—  GAMBLING  ?  " 

Gentleman  of  the  Pavement  (spotting  his  man).  "  No,  INDKBD,  SIR  ; 
MY  MISFORTUNES  ARE  ENTIRELY  ATTRIBUTABLE  TO  FllIB  TRADE, 
MONOMETALLISM,  AND  THE  DEATH  DUTIES." 

[Immediate  relief  on  a  generous  scale. 

MRS.  A.'S  AT  HOME. 

AA  awful  night .'    I  do  believe  it 's  snowing  I 

Who  from  his  "  ain  fireside"  would  wish  to  roam  P 
Only  a  fool  would  go— and  yet  I  'm  going— 
To  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home! 

The  burden  of  At  Homes !    The  bore  of  dressing  ! 

I  must  be  wielding  razor,  brush,  and  comb 
(The  snow  has  almost  stopped— Come,  that's  a  blessing !) 
For  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home. 

Why  am  I  going  ?    Well,  to  me  the  reason 

Looms  large  and  clear  as  Paul's  cathedral  dome : 
The  reason 's— NANCY,  whom  I  met  last  season 


*  i 

At  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home. 


Hi 


i,  hansom  !    Off  we  go !    Although  sweet  NANCY 
Since  then  has  vanished  like  a  fairy  gnome, 
Yet  I  shall  see  her  (sweet  conceit)  in  fancy 
At  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home. 

"  Thankee,  my  lord !  "—he 's  earned  that  extra  shilling. 

We  've  oome  along,  the  horse  is  decked  with  foam — 
Slowly  upstairs  I  go,  the  rooms  are  filling 
At  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home. 

Then— why,  good  heavens !    No !     It  isn't  fancy  !— 

"  Can  it  be  you  ?    I  heard  yon  were  in  Rome. 
Just  fancy  meeting  you" — the  real  NANCI  ! — 
"At  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home!" 

To-night  and  NANCY — rhyme  excuses  fiction — 
Might,  if  I  sang  them,  fill  a  ponderous  tomej 
A  perfect  night  !    I  breathe  a  benediction 
On  Mrs.  A.'s  At  Home! 
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A    DISTINGUISHED    AMATEUR. 

"AoHl    DAT  is  A  PUTIFUL  ZONO,  LATY  PEAOOCKE,  AND  YOU  BRONOUKCB  CHERMAN  VERT  JELL— POT  VY  DO 
AGGOMBANIMEST  IN  B  NATURAL!"  "THE  SONG'S  WROTEN  IN  B  NATUKAL,  HERR  MAESTRO. 


YOU    BLAY     ZE 


YOU  KNOW.      I  ONLY  SING  JUST  TO  PLEASE  MY  FRIEN11S  I  " 


"THE  LIGHT  FANTASTIC!" 

His  task  demands  sinews  and  nerves 
As  tough  and  as  supple  as  hickory ; 
He's  done  if  he  stumbles  or  swerves, 
This  Titan-like  pet  of  Terpsichore. 
What  wonder  he  seems  strung  on  wires 

From  the  tip  of  his  trunk  to  his  very  toe, 
Performing  a  feat  which  requires 

The  joint  skill  of  BLONDES  and  CERITO  P 
Ah,  JUMBO  !  stretch  balance-wise  tail-whisp 
and  trunk,  [or  funk. 

For  you  '11  never  get  through  if  you  fumble 

Scarce  "  light"  is  his  ponderous  form, 

And  his  footing  is  hardly  "  fantastic." 
It  makes  one  grow  nervous  and  warm 

To  watch  this  colossus  gymnastic. 
Can't  "  trip  it," — although  he  may  trip,— 

His  tentative  toes  throb  and  tremble ; 
He  waggles  his  tail  like  a  whip : 

There 's  danger,  but  he  must  dissemble ; 
And  though  he  an  imminent  downfall  may 

dread. 
Must  walk  o'er  the  bottles  with  confident  tread 

For  Titan  to  dance  on  a  tub 

As  steady  as — CECIL'S  majority, 

Is  easy,  but — oh !  there's  the  rub— 

The  bottle-trick  has  the  priority. 

It  comes  first  "  by  special  request," 

And  there  isn't  a  chance  of  evasion. 
Poor  JUMBO  must  fain  do  his  best, 

Though  he'd  rather  postpone  the  occasion 
Titan- Turreydrop  now  on  St. .Stephen's  new 
floor  [more 

Can't  choose  his  own   figures  or  .steps  an; 

There  are  plenty  of  "  turns  "  he  'd  prefer, 
And  numbers  of  tricks  he  'd  do  better. 


His  "  Gradation  Dance  "  made  a  great  stir. 

Bat,  alas,  for  the  goad  and  the  fetter ! 
As  his  enemies  pipe  he  must  dance, 

To  public  opinion  he 's  plastic ; 
And  so,  with  a  dubious  glance, 

He  essays  this  untried  "Light  Fantastic." 
'rom  bottle  to  bottle  slow  picking  his  way, 
LS  an  overture  forced  to  the  programme  he  'd 
play  1  ______ 

THE  HARD  FROST. 

(Communications  Intercepted  in  Transit.) 

From  a  School  Soy  to  his  Younger  Brother . 
— My  dear  BOBBIE, — How  are  you  getting  on 
it  home  ?  We  are  having  a  high  old  time  at 
JWISHEKS".  All  the  pipes  frozen,  and  no  water 
x>  be  got  anywhere  I  And  it  is  so  comfort- 
able I  Yours,  &o.,  JACKIE. 

From  a  Firm  of  Coachbuilders  to  one  of 
their  Customer  i. — Dear  Sir, — As  there  is  every 
reason  to  believe  that  the  present  severe 
weather  will  last  for  a  considerable  time,  may 
we  have  the  honour  of  building  for  you  a 
sleigh?  We  shall  be  pleased  to  have  the 
vehicle  ready  for  you  in  the  course  of  a 
month,  or  at  the  latest  so.  weeks.  Should 
the  weather  break  in  the  meanwhile,  it  will 
be  available  under  similar  conditions  nexl 
year  or  the  year  after.  It  will  also  be  quite 
possible  to  carry  the  sleigh  to  Siberia,  where 
it  will  at  all  times  be  found,  not  only 
luxury,  but  a  necessity.  We  are,  dear  Si 
awaiting  your  esteemed  order, 

BKOWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON. 
From  a  Dramatist  to  an  Intimate  Friend 
—My  dear  BILL,— Thank  you  for  the  market 
paper  you  have  forwarded  to  me.    But  the 
statistics  are  misleading.     Talk  about  thi 


oeing   the  greatest  frost  on  record!      You 
would  not  say  so  if  you  had  been  present  at 

he  first  night  of  my  play,   The  Force  of 

Circumstances.— Yours  gloomily, 

SHAKSPEABE  TOMKINS. 

From  a  Celestial  Official  to  the  Public.— 
'oor  creatures,— You  think  you  have  seen 
the  worst  of  the  winter !  Just  like  your  pre- 
sumption !  When  I  can  manage  a  sky  salad 
of  rain,  fog,  snow,  thunderbolts  and  sunshine 
all  mixed  together  in  the  course  of  ten 
minutes  and  set  it  before  a  London  audience  in 
;he  midst  of  a  modern  January,  don't  you  be 
x>o  sure  of  anything !  Wait,  my  melancholy 
maniacs,  and  you  shall  see  what  you  may  pos- 
sibly live  to  witness. — Yours  disrespectfully, 
THE  CLEBK  OF  THE  WEATHEK. 


THE  SLY  OYSTER. 

"  There  is  an  exception  to  every  Rule." 
Bayliss't  "May den  Lane. 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Oyster, 

I  heard  him  complain, 
"  You  have  woke  me  too  soon, 

I  must  slumber  again. 
I  'm  fat  and  quite  well — 

Have  no  doubt  on  that  head— 
But  say  that  I  'm  ill, 

And  do  leave  me  in  bed. 

"  Just  a  little  more  sleep, 

Just  a  little  more  rest ; 
How  sweet,  my  dear  friends, 

I  shall  be  at  my  best ! 
Oh,  let  me  repose 

Say  till  May— May  the  one'th— 
When,  as  everyone  knows, 

There  's  no  '  R'  in  the  month  !  " 
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THE   LIGHT   FANTASTIC! 
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A   VALENTYNE. 

(Atid  a  Remonstrance.) 


THIS  day  to  ypw,  dere  ladye,  wol  I  schowe 
Myn  hertes  wissche— cum  privilegio. 


Of  alle  seintes  nis  ther  more  benigne 
To  man  and  mayden  noon  thanne  Valentyne  ; 
Sith  every  oh  yeer  on  that  swete  seintes  day 
Man  can  to  mayden  al  his  herte  displaie 
(Bye  Cupid  arwes  smit  in  sory  plighte — 
One   grote    al  pleyn,   and    twayn    ypeinted 

brighte). 
Then  wol  I  mak  my  playnte,  so  maist  ye 

knowe 

Von  whele,  dere  ladye,  don  me  mochel  wo. 
Algates  I  greve,  whanne  that  scorchours  I 

mete 

That  riden  reccheles  adoun  the  strete: 
I  praie,  bethynke  vow,  swiche  diversioun 
I5en  weel  for  mayde  of  mene  condicioun, 
Bat  ladye  fayre  in  brekes  al  ydighte 
Certes  meseems  ne  verray  semelye  sighte. 
Swiche  gere,  yolspt  "  raccionale,"  parde, 
Righte  sone  wol  be  the  dethe  of  chivalrye ; 
And  we  schal  heren,  whanne  that  it  be  dede, 
The  verdite,  "  Dethe  by— Newe  Womman- 

hede." 

Beede  then  theffect  and  end  of  my  prayere, 
Upyeve   thy    whele,  ne  mannissche   brekes 

were, 

Contente  in  graces  maydenlye  to  sohyne, 
So  mote  ye  be  myn  owen  Valentyne. 


"  JUST  the  weather  for  receiving^  a  sharp 

retort,"  observed  our  laughing  Philosopher. 

with  his  snow-boots  on.    Naturally  his  friend 

wished  to  know  why.    "Because,"  replied 

Dr.  CHUCKLES,  "  with  the  temperature  below 

zero,  no  one  can  object  to  having  a  wrap  over 

,  the  knuckles."    Then  away  he  went  merrily 

I  over  the  unartificial  ice  on  the  Serpentine. 


TOBY  TO  H.R.H. 

[A  proves  of  cropping  dogs'  ears,  a  letter  from 
Sir  F.  KNOLL  YS  appeared  last  week  in  the  Stock- 
Keeper,  informing  an  inquirer  that  H.R.H.  had 
never  allowed  any  dog  of  hi*  to  be  "  mutilated," 
and  was  pleased  to  hear  that  "  owners  of  dogs  had 
agreed  to  abandon  so  objectionable  a  practice."] 

WE  humbly  thank  the 
Prince  of  WALKS, 

Henceforth  we'll  keep 
our  ears  and  tails 

Intact,  and  shall  not 
dread  the  shears 

Which  used  to  crop 
our  tails  and  ears. 

As  novelists  in  maga- 
zines, 

And  writers  of  dram- 
atic scenes, 

By  editorial  scissors 
caught 

Object  to  have  their  tales  cut  short, 

So  we,  gay  dogs :  for  gay  we  '11  be, 

Henceforth  the  best  of  company ! 

Convivial  we  around  a  joint, 

And  not  a  tail  without  a  point. 

Not  cropped  like  convicts  from  the  gaols  ! 

"Ear!  Yar!"  and  "Bless  the  Prince  of 
WALES!" 


MUSICAL  NOTE.— The  title  of  a  song,  "Come 
where  the  Booze  it  Cheaper"  has  become 
widely  known  owing  to  a  recent  trial.  We 
believe  we  are  correct  in  saying  that  this  song 
about  "the  Booze"  is  not  published  by  the 
well-known  linn  of  "  BOOSEY  &  Co." 


TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch  s  own  Short  Story-teller.) 
I.— THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS.    (CONTINUED.) 

I  OUGHT  to  mention  that  the  Ranee,  the  aunt  of  my  darling 
CHUDDAH,  was  as  susceptible  as  she  was  haushty  and  ferocious. 
During  my  stay  in  the  capital  I  had  had  several  interviews  with  her, 
and  I  could  not  disguise  from  myself — why  should  I? — that  she  re- 
garded me  with  no  common  favour.  Indeed,  she  had  taken  the 
somewhat  extreme  step  of  informing  me  semi-officially  (so  that  she 
mighr,  afterwards,  if  necessary,  be  at  liberty  to  disavow  it)  that,  if  I 
would  only  consent  to  marry  her,  she  would  undertake  to  poison  Sir 
BONAMY  BATTLEHOEN.  I  should 
thus  be  elevated  not  only  to  the 
supreme  command  of  the  British 
forces,  but  also  to  the  throne  of 
the  Diamond  City.  But  I  with- 
stood her  blandishments,  capti- 
vated, as  I  was,  by  the  ttnder 
maidenly  loveliness  of  CHUDDAH, 
and  the  wicked  old  woman  had 
sworn  to  have  her  revenge.  I 
had,  of  course,  a  staunch  ally  in 
her  brother,  the  MEED  HOY,  but  in 
his  disabled  condition,  that  vete- 
ran warrior  could  be  of  little  real 
use  to  me.  Still  he  knew  of  my 
love  for  his  niece  CHUDDAH,  and. 
knowing  all  my  worth,  he  had 
already  consecrated  with  his  bless- 
ing our  prospective  union.  On  this 
particular  evening  I  found  CHUD- 
DAH in  her  cosy  little  boudoir 
alone,  save  for  the  presence  of  her 
stout  and  comfortable  old  Ayah  or 
Nana.  The  darling  girl  sprang  up 
as  I  entered  the  room  and  threw 
herself  into  my  arms  in  a  passion 
of  aifection.  I  gently  disengaged 
her  arms  from  about  my  reck, 
and  proceeded,  as  best  I  could,  to 
inform  her  that  I  had  come  t  j  take 
leave  of  her  for  a  short  time.  Her 
grief  was  terrible  to  witness. 

"  Oh,  my  own !  "  she  sobbed  (I 
translate  her   language)  ;    "  my 


very,  very  own,  my  tall  and  gorgeously  beautiful  son  of  the  fair-faced 
English,  my  moon  of  radiant  splendour,  my  star  of  aspiring  hope, 
say  not  thou  art  come  to  say  farewell,  say  it  not  my  dtarest 
Duffadar,  for  CHUDDAH  cannot  bear  it." 

" But,  my  darling,"  I  urged,  "duty  calls,  and  CHUDDAH  would 
not  have  her  ORLANDO  flinch." 

The  beautiful  girl  admitted  the  force  of  this  appeal  and  a  renewed 
scene  of  affectionate  leave-taking  took  place.  Suddenly  the  Ayah, 
who  up  to  this  moment  had  been  dozing  in  her  arm-chair,  rose,  ana 
holding  up  a  warning  hand  said,  "  Hist ! " 

We  did  so,  alarmed  by  the  impressive  air  of  the  good  old  nurse. 
"  Hist !    What  is  that  sound  ?" 

I  listened  intently,  and  sure  enough  heard  a  faint  tapping,  proceed- 
ing apparently  from  the  floor 
under  my  feet. 

"  I  suspect  treachery,"  con- 
tinued the  Ayah  hurriedly. 
"  'Twos  only  y ester  morn  I  saw 
YOUBYOUB  scowling  at  us  as  we 
passed  by  on  our  early  walk.  Oh, 
beware,  my  lord,  of  YOUBYOUB." 
This  YOUBYOUB,  I  ought  to  say, 
was  the  young  and  bloodthirsty 
Prince  of  the  Lozen  Jehs,  a  tribe 
of  wild  warriors  from  the  north. 
Betrothed  to  the  beautiful  CHUD- 
DAH at  an  early  age,  he  natur- 
ally viewed  with  hatred  the  advent 
of  one  on  whom  nature  had  be- 
stowed her  favours  so  bountifully, 
and  who  was  bound,  therefore,  to 
make  himself  dear  to  CHUDDAH. 
I  knew  he  detested  me,  but  I  had 
hitherto  scorned  him.  I  was  now 
to  discover  my  mistake. 

Scarcely  haa  the  words  left  the 
Ayah's  lips  when  a  loud  rumbling 
made  itself  heard:  the  floor  seemed 
to  heave  in  one  terrific  crash, 
there  was  a  horrible  explosion, 
and  before  I  had  time  to  realise 
what  had  happened  we  three, 
CHUDDAH,  the  Ayah  and  I,  were 
being  propelled  upwards  into  space 
at  the  rate  of  at  least  a  thousand 
miles  an  hour. 

(To  be  continued.) 


"Hist!    What  is  that  sound  ?" 
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YOU  COMIN'  "OMB  ?" 
"I'LL  BO  ELLTTHIK  YOU  LIK*  IN  REA8OL,  M'EIA— (hit) — BUB  I  WOU't  COME  'OMB." 


TOYS'  TALK. 

( Being  an  unflattering  Tale  of  Hope. ) 

"THEBB'B  ingratitude  for  you,"  said  the 
Rag  Doll  marked  "  three-and-six." 

"  Where?"  I  asktd,  rousing  myself  from 
my  meditation  on  my  tambourine  and  drum- 
sticks. 

She  pointed  to  a  figure  which  had  just  been 
placed  in  the  second  row.  He  was  dressed 
very  smartly  in  a  rtd  coat  trimmed  with 
tinsel.  But  he  had  an  unmistakeable  air  of 
second-hand. 

"  I  made  that  man,"  said  the  Rag  Doll 
"  and  now  he  cuts  me  dead  before  them  all . 
It's  atrocious !  Why,  but  for  me  he  would 
have  been  bought  for  five  shillings,  and  would 
have  been  the  property  of  the  plainest  child 
in  London." 


"  Not  that,"  I  pleaded  ;  "  think  of " 

"  Well,  very  plain,  anyhow.  I  was  read 
to  bow  to  him.  I  almost  did." 

"  In  fact,  you  did." 

"  1  didn't.    I  declare  I  didn't." 

"Oh,  well,  you  didn't,  then.  It  only  looke( 
like  it." 

"He  first  came  here,"  said  the  Rag  Doll 
"  three  weeks  ago.  At  that  time  he  was  - 
quite  presentable.  He  was  everything  h 
should  be.  He  stood  firmly  on  his  legs  withou 
toppling  over,  and  had  his  cocked  hat  firml 
fixed  on  his  head.  And  his  sword " 

"  Where  did  he  wear  that  ?  " 

"He  carried  that,  Mr.  WHYTE  RABBIT 
Don't  be  silly.  Wore  it  by  his  side,  yo 
know,  and  had  epaulettes,  too." 

1  He  has  changed  outwardly  at  least." 

"Yes,  I  know;  well,  I  did  that.    I  too 


lim  in  hand,  and  I  just  taught  him,   and 

,w !  " 

"  Yes,  I  know.  But  how  did  you  teach  him?" 

"  I  fell  upon  him.  I  knocked  him  from  his 
»rch,  and  in  the  fall  broke  his  wretched 

rord  with  my  own  weight !  " 

"What  very  arbitrary  distinctions  you 
draw!" 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  I  do  like  a 
laything  to  be  smart,  anyhow.  Don't  you, 
4r.  WHYTE  RABBIT  ?  You  don't  play  your 
ambourine  properly.  Now  I  shall  take  you 
n  hand."  And  she  slipped  toward  me. 

"I  prefer  to  use  my  own  drumsticks.  ". 
,an  make  enough  noise  in  the  world  without 
xtraneous  assistance." 

"How  silly  you  are.  I  don't  want  to  see 
ou  spick  and  span,  as  if  you  were  ready  to 
«  given  away  with  a  pound  of  tea." 

"Still,  I  don't  see  why  I  should  alter  my 
r  u  mining " 

"  Oh,  you  are  stupid !  Of  course  you  ad- 
mire me! " 

"As  he  did.    I  see." 

"  You  seem  to  think  that  very  funny." 

"Not  a  bit." 

"  Then  we  are  agreed.  There  is  not  much 
un  in  our  talk." 

"  You  're  always  so  observant.  There  is 
.ot.  Short  sentences." 

"  And  a  loup^on  of  the  unexpressed." 

"  Which  means  so  very  much.  When 
understood  ?  " 

She  swayed  from  one  side  to  the  other. 
?here  was  an  easterly  wind  blowing  full  from 
,he  open  north  door  of  the  Arcade.  I  looked 
unhappy.  There  is  an  understanding  that  I 
hall  look  unhappy  except  when  I  am  beating 
my  tambourine  with  my  drumsticks. 

"  What  was  I  saying  before— before  you— 
rou  know — oh,   about  our  talk,  of   course, 
icing  rather  flat  and  not  very  profitable  ?  " 
I  have  no  more  to  say,"  said  I. 

"  But  he  was  very  angry,  for  in  my  fall  I 
>roke  his  nose." 

'  I  have  a  bad  nose,  too." 
'What's  the  matter  with  your  nose?" 
asked  the  Rag  Doll  smiling. 

"  The  joint  is  injured  and  some  of  the  for 
ias  come  off  my  head — in  fact,  I  am  as  bald 
is  the  ball  of  an  eighteen-penny  bagatelle- 
x>ard,"  and  I  contrived  (with  the  assistance 
the  draught)  to  roll  away  a  little. 

"  You  find  carriage  exercise  good  for  your 
poor  nose  ?  "  bubbled  the  Rag  Doll. 

Now  when  the  Rag  Doll  bubbles — an  opera- 
tion which  includes  a  sudden  slipping  down 
the  shelf,  the  lighting  up  of  glass  eyes,  a  dart 
of  a  kid-covered  arm  with  vague  fingers,  and 
a  gurgling  gust  of  slipping  drapery — I  am  in 
the  habit  of  ceasing  to  argue  the  question. 

"Well,  your  fall  will  not  damage  the 
machinery.  You  have  nothing  to  do  but 
look— you  understand.  While  I  have  to  beat 
my  tambourine  with  my  drumsticks." 

"  But  I  won't  fall  upon  you.  I  reserved 
my  weight  for  the  warrior  that  was  once 
valued  at  five  shillings  and  is  now  reduced  to 
half-a-crown." 

"  Because  you — educated  him  ?  " 
"  Yes.    And  now  he  cuts  me  dead !    Why 
he  will  be  bought  by  some  one  with  poorei 
means,  and  will  be  all  the  more  appreciated." 
"  Of  course  you  did  not  care  for  the  im- 
poverished soldier  ?  " 
"  Not  a  little  bit." 
"Nor  any  one  else?" 

"Oh,  well " 

Then  I  repeated  the  question  several  thnes 
in  such  a  way  that  if  written  a  line  of  space 
would  be  given  to  every  query.  It  was  a 
notion  of  ALEXANDRE  DCM AS  pere  to  do  thi 
same  in  his  novels.  And  his  sentences  wen 
worth  a  franc  a  line.  At  least,  so  it  has  been 
related. 
The  Rag  Doll  looked  straight  in  front  of  iier 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  IV.— THIS  GLACIAL  PERIOD.    HTDB  PABK,  1895.     "DRIVEN  IN  BT  STRESS  OF  WEATHER." 


"Hullo,  old  chappie,"  I  said  to  myself;  "where  did  you  spring 
from 't ' 

"  Why,  it 's  my  proprietor  I  "  said  the  Rag  Doll,  ceasing  to  bubble, 
and  becoming  all  propriety. 

The  toy  merchant  took  no  notice  of  what  we  had  said.  How  could 
he  when  our  voices  were  inaudible  ?  But  he  dusted  us  with  his 
feather-brush,  and  left  us  ready  for  another  dialogue.  For  all  that 
the  llag  Doll  didn't  think  he  was  coming  just  then.  No  more  did  I. 


THE  TEN  LITTLE  MEASURES. 

(An  Unionist's  Forecast. ) 


Expenses  on  Rates;  6,  Unification  of  London  ;  7,  A  Factory  Bill;  8,  Estab- 
lishment of  Conciliation  Boards  ;  9,  Completion  of  Scottish  County  Govern- 
ment,; 10,  Relief  of  Crofters.] 

TKN  little  measures  hung  upon  the  line, 
One  went  up  to  the  Lords,  and  then  there  were  nine. 
Nine  little  measures  asked  their  turn  to  wait. 
One  shoved  in  to  the  front,  and  then  there  were  eight 
fcight  little  measures  promising  us  heaven, 
One  met  a  Witler  host,  and  then  there  were  seven, 
oeven  little  measures  crossing  the  Lords'  Styx, 
One  of  'em  tumbled  in,  and  then  there  were  six. 
Six  little  measures  a-trying  to  look  alive, 
One  was  talked  clean  off  his  head,  and  then  there  were  five. 
Five  little  measures  on  the  Session's  lea  shore, 
One  saw  Goo  and  MAGOG  there,  and  then  there  were  four. 
Four  little  measures  as  weak  as  weak  could  be, 
One  o'er  an  Amendment  tripped,  and  then  there  were  three. 
Three  little  measures  a-looking  precious  blue, 
One  met  K-H  H-RD-E'S  frown,  and  then  there  were  two. 
iwo  little  measures  a-trying  a  last  run, 
One  of  them  had  "  special  Scotch,"  and  then  there  was  one. 
One  little  measure  then  aspired  to  "  cop  Ihe  bun," 
H-RC-RT  coolly  chucked  it  up,  and  then  there  were  None ! 
then  the  Government  went  out,  and  Unionists  had  fun  ! 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


Common*,  Tuesday,  February  5.  —  Almost  thought  just 
now  we  were  going  to  have  another  BRADLAUOH  business.  House 
crowded;  Members  on  all  sides  eager  for  the  fray.  At  the  bir, 
closely  packed,  stood  group  of  newly-elected  Members.  Seen  some  of 
them  here  before.  BROADHUBST  back  again  after  what  seems  years 
of  exile.  ELLIOTT  LEES,  deep  in  thought  as  to  where  he  shall  next 
go  for  his  groceries  in  Birkenhead,  in  centre  of  the  group.  The 
new  Solicitor-General,  our  old  friend  FRANK  LOCKWOOD,  like  a  tall 
maple  (not  Sir  BLUNDELL),  lifts  his  head  and  smiles. 

'Members  desiring  to  take  their  seats  will  please  come  to  the 
table,"  says  the  SPEAKER. 

BROADHUBST,  in  the  van,  sprang  forward.  Had  made  a  fair  start 
when  HKNRT  JAMES,  watchful  in  aerie  on  corner  bench  below  gang- 
way, leaped  to  feet  and  proposed  to  discuss  the  legality  of  situation. 
Objection  founded  on  abstruse  mathematical  problem.  Two  writs 
had  been  moved  to  fill  vacancies  in  the  representation  of  Leicester. 
There  had  been  only  one  election.  There  should,  HEXRT  JAMES 
argued,  have  been  two.  Consequently,  election  invalid  ;  the  two 
new  Members  for  Leicester  not  Members  at  all,  only  strangers, 
intruders  across  the  bar,  liable  to  be  whipped  off  in  custody  of 
Sergeant-at-Anns. 

Here  was  a  pretty  prospect  for  opening  of  Session  to  which  SQUIRE 
OF  MAI.  woon  had  come  with  his  pocket  full  of  Bills  !  Sergeant-at- 
Arms  glanced  uneasily  at  BROADHURST  retreating  before  interruption. 
What  if  repetition  of  the  old  process  were  imminent  ?  Were  there 
to  be  more  carpet-dances  on  floor  of  House  through  summer  after- 
noons, as  was  the  wont  of  Captain  GOSSET  pirouetting  to  and  from 
the  Mace,  House  not  quite  sure  whether  he  was  clutching  BRADLAUOH 
or  BRADLAUOH  him'''  Then  the  merry  scenes  in  the  outer  hall, 
BRADLAUOH  fighting  at  long  odds,  finally  thrust  down  the  staircase, 
breathless,  his  coat  torn,  his  stylographic  pen  broken.  BHOADHUBST 
a  stone  or  two  lighter  than  BRADLAUOH.  But  was  he  equally 
nimble-  footed  ?  Certainly  he  had  not  yet  acquired  the  practice 
which  in  the  second  Session  of  the  controversy  enabled  BRADLAUGH 
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and  the  Sergeant-at-Arms  to  advance,  retire,  chasser,  and  clasp 
hands  across  the  middle,  in  perfect  time. 

But  a  great  deal  has  happened  in  the  fifteen  years  that  have 
sped  since,  from  a  corner  seat  on  the  side  of  the  House  facing 
HENKY  JAMKS,  DRUMMOND  WOLFF  rose,  and  with  emphatic  gesture 
han-ed  BRADLAUGH'S  progress  to  the  table.  By  striking  coincidence 
that  strange  chapter  in  Parliamentary  history,  opening  by  chance 
accident  and  leading  to  stirring  consequences,  was  finally  closed 
this  very  night,  when  AKERS-DOUGLAS  moved  writ  to  fill  vacancy 
created  in  South  Paddington  by  death  of  "Right  Hon.  RANDOLPH 
HKXRY  SPENCER  CHURCHILL,  commonly  called  Lord  RANDOLPH 
CnrrHrHiLL." 

HENRY  JAMES  had  not  concluded  his  sentence  when  SPEAKER  inter- 
posed with  ruling  that  there  must  be  no  interference  with  Members 
desiring  to  take  their  seats.  So  incident  closed.  Members  for 
Leicester  sworn  in.  BROADHTTBST,  in  exuberance  of  moment,  made 
as  though  he  would  publicly  shake  the  hand  the  clerk  held  out  to 
take  wnt  of  return.  But  REGINALD  FRANCIS  DOUCE  PALGHAVE  not 
made  K.C.B.  for  nothing.  "The  writ,  the  writ!"  he  hoarsely 
murmured,  waving  back  the  friendly  hand.  BROADHURST  hastily 
produced  document  from  breast-pocket,  and  thus  fresh  scandal  was 
averted. 

Business  done. — Address  moved. 

Wednesday. — Exceptional  interest  in  this  afternoon's  proceedings 
in  view  of  circumstance  that  ELLIS  ASHMEAD-BARTLETT  (Knight) — 
what  was  it  GRANDOLPH  said  about  mediocrity  with  double-barrelled 
names  ? — would  appear  in  his  new  character  as  SILOMIO.  Title  con- 
ferred during  recess  by  delegates  from  Swaziland.  Curiosity 
quickened  by  report  that  debut  would  be  made  in  character. 
Yesterday  we  had  mover  and  seconder  of  Address  in  velvet  suits 
with  silver  buttons  and  brands  Excalibur  at  their  side.  Why  not 
SILOMIO  in  the  native  dress  of  the  nation  that  has  adopted  him  ? 
Some  disappointment  when  he  turned  up  in  ordinary  frock-coat. 
Understood  that  weather  responsible  for  this.  Swazi  morning  dress 
picturesque,  but  with  nine  degrees  of  frost  in  Palace  Yard  a  little 
inadequate,  especially  for  a  beginner. 

Even  in  commonplace  English  dress  SILOMIO  made  a  striking  figure 
as  be  stood  at  the  table,  and  belaboured  it  for  "  Swaziland,  my 
Swaziland."  Looked  at  times  as  if  he  were  ffoing  to  leap  over, 
and  seize  by  the  throat  SYDNEY  BUXTON  provokingly  smiling  on  the 
other  side.  Last  week's  handkerchief  hanging  out  from  his  coat  tail 
pocket,  in  liberal  measure  though  crumpled  state,  lent  a  weird 
effect  to  back  view,  not  interrupted  by  inconvenient  crowding 
on  front  Opposition  Bench.  Odd  how  SILOMIO'S  colleagues  in  late 
Ministry  find  business  elsewhere  when  he  rises  to  orate. 

Business  done. — Talking  round  Address. 

Thursday. — Rather  painful  scene  in  House  to-night.  CHAPLIN 
resuming  debate  on  Address  led  its  course  gently  by  the  still  waters  of 

bimetallism.    Somehow 

<iw  ^~^  that  a  subiect  that  has 

never  quite  entranced 
attention  of  frivolous 
Commons.  It  works 
certain  subtle  spell 
upon  them.  At  clink 
of  sovereign  and  shil- 
ling between  argu- 
mentative finger  and 
thumb  they  slink  away. 
So  it  was  to-night 
whilst  CHAPLIN  spoke. 
Faithful  among  the 
faithless  found  was 
JEMMY  LOWTHEH.  He 
sat  attentive  beside  the 
orator  with  an  expres- 
sion of  profound  wis- 
dom, unmitigated  by 
boyish  habit  of  keeping 
his  hands  in  his  trouser 
pocket,  not  without 
suspicion  of  furtively 
counting  his  marbles  or 
attempting  to  open  his 
knife  with  the  fingers 
of  one  hand. 

JEMMY  and  CHAPLIN 
rank  amongst  oldest 
hoy  s  in  the  school.  One 

Spoiling  his  Peroration.  t^°k  ^is  seat  for  mid- 

Lincolnshire  in  Decem- 

>er,  18  98  ;  saw  the  rise  to  supreme  power  of  Mr.  G.  and,  with  some 
intervals,  suffered  it  up  to  the  end.  The  other  rode  in  triumphantly 
from  \  ork  one  July  day  in  1865.  Thus  their  united  Parliamentary 
ages  is  fifty-seven,  a  record  hard  to  beat.  Shoulder  to  shoulder  they 


have,  through  all  this  time,  resisted  attacks  on  British  Constitution. 
Now,  suddenly,  publicly,  in  eye  of  the  scorner,  came  sharp  parting  of 
the  ways. 

CHAPLIW  viewing  state  of  things  depressing  industrial  communities 
admitted  it  was  very  bad.  Mills  closed,  mines  empty,  ship-building 
vards  silent,  workmen  starving.  Only  one  thing  would  save  the 
State — Bimetallism.  "  Is  there  anyone,"  said  the  orator  with  mag- 
nificent wave  of  arm  round  desolate  benches ;  "  who  has  any  other 
suggestion  to  make  for  the  salvation  of  these  industries  ?"  Then  up 
spoke  JEMMY  LOWTHER.  "  I  have,"  he  said  with  final  tug  at  the 
blade  of  the  knife  hidden  in  his  picket. 

CHAPLIN  stood  aghast.  Could  it  be  possible— his  own  familiar 
friend  ?  He  turnr d,  looked  down  on  him,  gasping  for  breath.  Then 
in  a  hollow  voice  he  added,  "  What  has  my  right  hon.  friend  been 
doing  all  this  time  ?  Why  doesn't  he  make  his  proposal  ?  " 

Here  was  an  opening  for  apology,  recantation,  or  at  least,  submis- 
sive silence.  But  JEMMY  evidently  gone  to  the  bad ;  got  the  bit 
between  his  teeth  and  bolted.  "  I  've  made  it  over  and  over  again," 
he  growled,  thinking  resentfully  of  his  much  crying  in  the  wilderness 
for  that  blessed  thing  Protection.  Ribald  House  roared  with 
laughter.  CHAPLIN,  cut  to  heart,  avoided  repetition  of  painful  in- 
cident by  bringing  oration  to  earlj;  conclusion. 

"  Let's  put  this  matter  to  practical  test,  Tony,"  he  said.  "  Come 
along  with  me,  and  we  '11  consult  the  Unemployed." 

Not  far  to  go.  On  Westminster  Bridge  a  hollow-cheeked  man 
leaning  over  low  wall  stared  at  ice-floes  silently  gliding  down  with 
the  tide.  "  My  good  man,"  said  CHAPLIN,  "  you  look  unemployed, 
and  I  daresay  you  're  hungry.  Now,  in  order  to  put  you  straight, 
which  would  you  rather  have,  Bimetallism  or  Protection  ?  " 

"  Well,  if  you  don't  mind, 
master,"  said  the  Unemployed 
huskilv,  "I'd  like  a  chunk  o' 
bread." 

"Ah!"  said  CHAPLIN, 
"these  people  are  so  illogi- 
cal." And  he  gave  him  half- 
a-crown. 

Business  done.  —  Drifted 
into  debate  on  Bimetallism. 
Business  can  wait. 

Friday. — SQUIRE  OF  MAL- 
\VOOD  left  sick  room  to  take 
part  in  debate  and  divi- 
sion on  JEFFREYS'  Amendment 
to  Address.  Self  -  devotion 
dangerous  on  foggy,  frostv 
night.  But  the  result  worth 
it,  at  least  for  crowded  House 
that  heard  the  speech.  Best 
thing  of  the  kind  done  in 
House  since  DIZZY'S  prime. 
SQUIRE  evidently  profited  by 
necessity  for  rapidity  of  com- 
position. The  sharpest  barbs 
aimed  at  quivering  figure  of 
JOKIM  sitting  opposite. 

"  Wot 's  this  he  means  about 
stealing  my  clothes  when  I  A  Trifle  for  the  Unemployed ! 

was  bathing?"  said  HARDIE,  with  puzzled  look.  "With  thirteen 
degrees  of  frost  under  the  fog  I  DON'T  KEIE  less  than  ever  about 
bathing.  As  for  my  clothes,  they  might  suit  PBINCE  ARTHUB,  but 
they  wouldn't  quite  fit  him." 

Business  done. — Amendment  to  Address  defeated  by  twelve  votes 
in  House  of  534  Members. 


Superior  Studies. 

Literature  and  Philosophy  Class  for  Female  Students. 

Master.  What  is  the  analogy  between  Hamlet  and  MIBABEAU  ? 

First  Girl  (rising).  I  know.  (Pause,  then  suddenly,  and  with 
determination.)  MIRABKAU  didn't  get  on  well  with  his  father,  and 
Hamlet  was  at  daggers  drawn  with  his  uncle. 

[Reseats  herself  triumphantly. 


RESETTING  AN  OLD  SAW.— The  descriptive  writer  in  the  Daily 
Telegraph,  giving  his  account  of  the  opening  of  Parliament, 
observed  that  "  Hypercritics  have  combated  the  generally  accepted 
axiom  that  one  pea  entirely  resembles  another,"  and  he  went  on  to 
show  how  one  parliamentary  crowd  resembled  any  other  parlia- 
mentary crowd  at  the  initial  ceremony.  Assuming  therefore  this 
similarity,  suppose  we  re-set  the  old  saw,  and  say,  "  As  like  as  two 
M.P.'s. 
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THE  0.  W.  VADE  MECUM. 

Ques'ion.  Is  it  easy  to  be- 
come a  dramatist  ? 

Answer.  As  easy  as  any- 
thing else. 

Q.  What  are  the  requisites'? 

A.  A  West-end  theatre,  a 
first-rate  troupe  of  artists,  a 
traini  d  audience,  and  a  per- 
sonaliH'. 

Q.  What  do  you  mean  by  a 
trained  audience  ? 

A.  An  assembly  accustomed 
to  accept  everything  as  wit, 
and  to  laugh  at  anything. 

Q.  Would  such  a  gathering 
consider  it  amusing  tor  some- 
one to  say  "  Flirting  with  one's 
husband  is  quite  indelicate  : 
it,  is  like  washing  one's  clean 
linen  in  public  "  ? 

A.  Certainly  ;  and  would 
find  much  to  admire  in  a  dia- 
logue given  over  for  something 
like  ten  minute s  to  an  exhaus- 
tive consideration  of  muffins. 

Q.  And  what  do  you  mean 
by  a  personality ? 

A.  More  or  less— an  intou- 
ciant  manner,  and  a  rather 
startling  button-hole. 

Q.  Does  the  personality  re- 
quire a  speech  or  a  cigarette  ? 

A.  Neither  now,  as  both 
hav«  erased  to  be  the  fashion. 

Q.  Given  the  requisites  you 
have  specified  for  creating  a 
dramatist,  what  is  the  pro- 
duct Y 

A.  A  trivial  comedy  for 
serious  people. 

Q.  Why  give  a  play  such  a 
title? 

A.  Why  not  ? 

Q.  Can  a  comedy  occupying 


'You 
•Ye*, 


CALLED 
SIR,    I 


ME  VERY   LATS  THIS   MORNINO,    Jx.NKINKON  !  " 
'M  SORRY  TO  SAY   I    OVERLAID   MYSELF  I  " 


two  or  three  hours  in  repre- 
sentation be  entirely  trivial  ? 

A.  Not  to  the  members  of 
the  audience. 

Q.  And  are  they  serious 
people  ? 

A.  That  depends  upxra  the 
condition  of  their  brains  and 
their  capacity  of  enjoyment. 

Q.  Does  the  trivial  comedy 
require  a  plot  P 

A.  Nothing  to  speak  of. 

Q.  Or  characterisation  ? 

- /.  No,  for  the  same  kind  of 
dialogue  will  do  for  all  the 
company— for  London  ladies, 
country  girls,  justices  of  the 
peace,  doctors  of  divinity, 
maid-servants,  and  confiden- 
tial butlers. 

Q.  What  sort  of  dialogue? 

A.  Inverted  proverbs  and 
renovated  paradoxes. 

Q.  Is  this  kind  of  dialogue 
entirely  new  P  _ 

A.  Not  entirely,  as  some- 
thing rather  like  it  has  been 
heard  at  the  Savoy  for  the  last 
ten  or  twenty  j  ears. 

Q.  Bat  is  it  good  enough 
for  a  British  Public  ? 

A.  Quite  good  enough. 
They  will  laugh  when  a 
London  lady  expresses  sur- 
prise at  finding  flowers  grow- 
ing in  the  country,  and  roar 
when  they  hear  the  retort, 
that  plants  are  as  common  in 
the  provinces  as  ptoi  >le  in  town. 

Q.  But  surely  this  vein  of 
sarcasm,  satire,  or  whatever 
it  is,  will  some  day  be  worked 
out.  What  can  the  dramatist 
then  do? 

A.  Act  upon  precedent,  and 
try  romething  else. 


TONING  IT  DOWN. 

(See  Out  Daily  Papers  of  Last  Week.) 
JAPANESE  VKKSION.  CHINKSR  VERSION. 


EVRLT  on  Tuesday  a  severe 
engagement  took  place  between 
the  Japanese  Fleet  and  the  Chi- 
nese Flotilla,  iu  which  the  Chinese 
ironclads  Wi  Ho  Wi,  Bang  Tel 
Bang,  and  Bush  Lu  Rot  were 
sunk.  The  loss  on  the  Japanese 
side  was  a  cabin-boy  wounded. 
The  Chinese  prisoners  amounted 
to  180,000  men. 


On  Wednesday  morning  the 
Japane>e  landed  and  took  all  the 
forts,  and  garrisoned  the  city, 
which  is  now  completely  in  the 
hands  of  the  troops  of  the 
Taicoon. 


On  Thursday  the  Japanese 
commenced  a  general  bombard- 
ment nf  the  island,  and  blew  up 
all  the  forts  and  sixty  -  seven 
powder  nuigazines.  The  Chinese 
loss  is  estimated  at  ;W,000  mtn. 
The  Japanese  escaped  unscathed. 

On  Friday  the  Japanese  made 
thtir  grand  attack  and  took  the 


THE  Chinese  Fleet  gave  a  good 
account  of  the  Japanese  Squadron 
on  Tuesday.  The  slaughter  of 
the  Jap*  was  enornnus,  amount- 
ing to  at  least  40  000  sailors  and 
50,000  marines.  There  was  no 
loss  on  the  Chinese  f-ide.  Owing 
to  a  mistake  the  Wi  Ho  Wi  lost 
a  rope,  the  Bang  Tel  Bang  had 
her  hgure-head  slightly  damaged, 
and  the  Bosh  Lu  Rot  re-entered 
port  just  to  have  her  deck 
repainted.  The  Japanese  lost 
several  ironclads  and  all  their 
torpedo-boats. 

On  Wednesday  an  attack  of 
70,000  Japanese  troops  was  re- 
pulsed with  great  slaughter  by 
the  Chinese,  and  the  invaders  are 
now  in  active  retreat.  The  Chi- 
nese have  not  pursued  them,  from 
motives  of  an  entirely  philan- 
thropic character. 

An  artillery  duel  took  place  on 
Thursday  between  the  Chinese 
troops  and  the  Japanese,  in  which 
the  latter  lost  all  their  war  ma- 
teriel and  seventy -nine  general 
ollioers.  The  casualty  on  the 
Chinese  side  was  one  drummer- 
boy  slightly  wounded — sprain  of 
the  left  little  toe. 

For  a  few  minutes  the  Japanese 
secured  a  footing  on  the  island, 


island  by  assault,  and  destroyed 
all  the  enemy's  fleet,  with  the 
exception  of  a  gun-boat. 

The  Chinese  Fleet  on  Saturday 
was  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  the 
Japanese,  and  the  Admiral  is 
soliciting  for  terms.  A  flag  of 
truce  is  floating  from  the  re- 
maining Chinese  ironclad. 

On  Sunday  the  Japanese  con- 
sented to  permit  the  Chinese 
Admiral  and  sailors  to  uncon- 
ditionally surrender,  and  have 
arranged  to  protect  them  frum 
the  fury  of  the  Chinese  Govern- 
ment. 


hut  were  soon  induced  to  retreat. 
Many  of  the  Chinese  ironclads 
have  seen  much  service,  but  are 
still  able  to  dispose  of  the  enemy. 

The  Chinese  Admiral  during 
Saturday  has  wired  to  his  Gov- 
ernment— "The  Japanese  after 
one  slight  reverse,  having  lout  all 
heart,  are  now  suing  for  peace. 
We  shall  be  careful  to  guard  the 
best  interests  of  the  empire." 

The  Chinese  Admiral  (uul<  r 
Sunday's  date)  has  wired  to  Pi  kin 
— "Have  come  to  arrangtin^nt 
with  Japanese  authorities,  bhall 
not  return  to  Pekin.  Good-bye. 
Those  who  have  no  other  engage- 
ments are  going  home  to  tea.  ' 


HARD  LINES. 
(By  a  Mathematical  Sard.) 

AH,  spooks  of  EUCLID,  NEWTON,  weep  for  me, 

For  I  'm  a  miserably  blighted  biped ! 
And  here 's  the  cause— I  wrote  an  ode,  you  see, 

Alluding  to  a  parallelepiped. 

I  'd  spelt  my  polysyllable  all  right, 

The  blessed:  word  I  hoped  would  make  me  famous ; 
The  vulgar  error  I  'd  avoided  quite. 

And  thought  no  one  could  call  me  "  ignoramus." 

It  safely  passed  in  proof  through  each  "  revise  "  ; 

But  didn't  I  rave,  when  I  my  book  inspected, 
And  found  it  by  pome  printer  over-wise 

To  "paralldopiptd"  miscorrected 

Ms.  PWCH'S  CuiTicitM  OK  JOBK  DAVIDSON'S  LATEST  PHODVITION. 
-"It  ain't  all  Lavender." 
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THE    UNEMPLOYED. 


Plumber  Joe.  "  IF  THKSK  'ERE  PiPKS  -UD  ONLT 


BUST,    THERE  -D  BE  A  OHARNCE  OF   A  JOB   FOR  HE  1 
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v> 


THhOUGH    STRESS    OF    WEATHER. 


Tommy  (after  contemplating  the  Horses  injront  of  him).  "  I  SHALL  HUNT  ON  CAWIDOK  HORSES  WHEN  I 's  A  MAN,  JOHN  I     TatT  HASN'T 

EAT  ANT  OF  THEIR  HEADS  OFF,    LIKE  WHAT  HUNTERS  ALWAYS  DOES   IN   FROSTY   WEATHER,    HAS  THEYt" 


THE  UNEMPLOYED. 

Phimber  Joe  loquitur: — 

OH,  bust  it !    Or,  rayther.  bust  them  .'    I  've 

my  eye  on  the  pipes  o  this  House, 
As  might  give  me  the  ohanst  as  /  wants,  but, 

by  gob,  it's  a  regular  chouse. 
Nary  bust  in  'em  vet,  as  I  sees !    I  ain't  none 

o'  ver  ornary  hands. 
There  isn't  a  task  in  my  trade  but  wot  smart 

Plumber  JOE  understands. 
And  at  making  a  jint  I  "m  daisy.     Our  trade 

is  a  topper,  it  is. 
But  one  art  of  the  pottrers  called  plumbers 

ain't  nothink  like  up  to  their  biz — 
Mere  poor  paltryfoggers,  most  on  'em,   as 

boggle,  and  bungle,  and  botch. 
'Tain't    bizness  the  beggars  are  arter,  but 

more  speshul  Irish — or  Scotch  ! 
A  copper-bit  jint  is  their  utmost,  but  wot 

they  like  most  is  a  splodge 
Of  canvas  and  white-lead  or  putty ;    their 

work  is  all  fakement  and  dodge, 
As  won't  last  a  fortnit,  not  watertight.    As 

to  a  blow- jint,  well  did, 
They  jest  couldn't  take  it  on  nohow— no,  not 

if  you  tipped  'em  a  quid. 
But  I  'm  a  certif'cated  plumber,  a  master  of 

shave-hook  and  solder, 
Of   turn-pin,    and    mallet,    and    fire-devil. 

Plumber  who 's  smarter  and  bolder 
With  blow-pipe,  and  lamp-black,  and  size, 

you  won't  find  London  through  if  yer  try ; 
And  at  "wiping  a  jint" — ah! — a  piekter — 

there 's  none  as  can  wipe  JOEY'S  eye. 
Then  at  sanitry  work !    Bless  yer  buttons, 

yer  dashed  County  Council  ain't  in  it ; 


And  as  to  that  there  WALLACE  BRUCE,  wy, 

I  '11  jist  wipe  him  up  in  a  minit, 
Though  he  has  a  good  fighting  name  on  'im. 

Calls  me  a  quack,  too,  does  BILL, 
And  'into  I  dunno  my  own  trade !    Wait  a 

bit,  and  I  '11  give  him  a  pill. 
Insanitry  aireys,  indeed!    As  a  judge  of  a 

rookery  or  slum 

There  ain't  ne'er  a  Cockney  C.  C.  as  can  side- 
up  with  JOEY  the  Brum  ; 
Wot    e  doesn't  know  'aint  truth  knowing. 

I  '11  set  'em  all  right,  though, — in  time. 
When  England's  all  Brummagemised,   and 

I  'm  boss  of  it,  won't  it  be  prime  P 
Meanwhile,  I'm  a   bit  out-of-work.     Un- 
employed, so  to  speak,  like  a  lot, 
Although  I  ain't  no  *•  Unskilled  Labourer." 

HARDIE  talks  thunderin'  rot, 
But  I  thought  'e  might  make  me  a  hopening. 

Somehow  the  fakement  was  lost. 
And  yet  I  thould  be  flush  o'  work,  for  we're 

had  a  unusual  frost, 
As  this  House,  like  the  rest,  must  have  felt. 

Wy,  I  thought  they  'd  ha'  bust  long  ago, 
Them  Guverment  pipes,   and  be  blowed  to 

'em.    'Ere  in  the  sludge  and  the  snow 
I  've  bin  waiting  a  tidy  long  spell,  till  my 

toes  'ave  like  icicles  grown. 
I've   bin  journeyman   quite   long  enough, 

and  I  want  to  set  up     on  my  own." 
Pal  ARTHUR  is  all  very  well,  but  at  bossing 

a  bit  of  a  slob. 
And  when  these  big  pipes  do  a  bust,  well— I 

see  a  rare  charnce  of  a  job  I 


Fw  BE  SiicLE.— "New  men,  new  man- 
ers."     "  New  women — no  manners." 


AN  ARTISTIC  "FROST." 

[According  to  the  Daily  TeUgraph,  the  Saflron 
Hill  street-musicians  are  complaining  that  their 
barrel-organs  are  froien.] 

Macaroni  Carlo  nngi : — 
An,  che  la  mortt  ognora — 

Baita  !  no  more  can  I  play  I 
So  at  nottri  monti  ancora 

Ritorneremo  to-day  1 

Ebbene,  il  mio  padrone — 

I  bid  'im  an'  Londra  good-bye ! 
'E  may  grind  out  'imseli  'is  canzon« 

For  never  again  will  I  try ! 
E  troppo  !  my  barrel— 'e  's  frosty, 

An  round  I  can  not  make  'im  turn  ! 
The  music  of  VERDI  and  TOSTI 

No  longer  a  soldo  can  earn ! 
"Ma  Honey!"  won't  thaw,  and  there's 
*•  Daisy" 

An  icicle  frozen  right  through  ! 
So  addi,  Inghilterra,  paese 

Where  artists  have  no  more  to  do ! 


RETURN  TO  THE  CLASSICS.— There  is  a  talk 
of  reviving  Olympian  Games.  Athens  or  Paris 
to  begin.  The  competitors  to  be  cosmopolitan. 
England  will  send  her  prize  boxer  or  wrestler, 
and  if  crowned  victor,  let  him.  after  the 
manner  of  the  ancient  Greeks,  be  free  of  taies 
and  rates  for  the  remainder  of  his  life.  How 
the  competition  will  grow.  The  Smiths,  the 
Browns,  all  the  patres  f  amilias  will  be  urged 
by  the  matres  to  go  forth  and  take  part  in 
the  contest. 
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IN    THE    CAUSE    OF    CHARITY. 

ScT.vn—Mona  House,  the  Town  Mansion  of  the  Marquis  of  MANX, 
which  has  been  lent  for  a  Sale  of  Work  in  aid  of  the  Fund 
for  Superannuated  Skirt-dancers,"  under  the  patronage  of 
Royalty  and  other  distinguished  personages, 

IN  THE  ENTRANCE  HALL. 

Mrs.    Wylie  Dedhead  (attempting    to  insinuate   herself  between 
'he  barriers).  Excuse  me  ;  I  only  want  to  pop  in  for  a  moment,  just 
o  see  if  a  lady  friend  of  mine  is  in  there,  that's  all .' 
The  Lady  Money-taker  (blandly).  If  you  will  let  me  know  your 

friend's  name ? 

Mrs.     W.  D.    (splendide    mendax).   She's   assisting    the   dear 
Duchess.    Now,  pernaps,  you  will  allow  me  to  pass ! 


Miss  de  M.  (to  herself).  What  on  earth 's  a  sideboard-cloth  ? 
(Aloud.)  Why,  I  've  the  very  thing  !  See — all  worked  in  Russian 
stitch ! 

Mrs.  N.  (dubiously).  I  thought  they  were  always  quite  plain. 
And  what's  that  queer  sort  of  flap-thing  for  ? 

Miss  de  M.  Oh,  that  ?  That  s — a — to  cover  up  the  spoons,  and 
forks,  and  things ;  quite  the  latest  fashion,  now,  you  know. 

Mrs.  N.  (with  self-assertion),  I  have  noticed  it  at  several  dinner- 
parties I  've  been  to  in  society  lately,  certainly.  Still,  I  'm  not  sure 
that 

Miss  de  M.  I  always  have  them  on  my  own  sideboard  now — my 
husband  won't  hear  of  any  others.  .  .  .  Then,  I  may  put  this  one  in 
paper  for  you?  fifteen- and- sixpence — thanks  so  much!  (To  her 
colleague,  as  Mrs.  N.  departs.)  CONNIE,  I  've  got  rid  of  that  awful 
nightgown  case  at  last ! 

Mrs.  Maycup.  A— you  don't  happen  to  have  a  small  bag  to  hold  a 


The  L.  M.  Afraid  f  can't,  really.    But  if  you  mean  Lady  HONOK  

HYNDLEGGES— she  is  the  only  lady  at  the  Duchess's  stall— I  could   powder-puff,  and  so  on,  you  know? 
send  in  for  her.    Or  of 
if  you  like  to 


Miss  de  M.  I  had 
some  very  pretty  ones  ; 
but  I  'm  afraid  they  're 
all — oh,  no,  there 's  just 
one  left — crimson  velvet 
and  real  passementerie. 
(She  produces  a  bag.) 
Too  trotty  for  words, 
isn't  it  ? 

Mrs.  Maycup  (tacitly 
admitting  its  trottiness), 
But  then — that  sort  of 

purse-shape Could 

I  get  a  small  pair  of 
folding  curling-irons  in- 
to it,  should  you  think, 
at  a  pinch  ? 

MissdeM.  You  could 
get  anything  into  it — 
at  a  pinch.  I  've  one 
myself  which  will  hold 
— well,  I  can't  tell  you 
what  it  won't  hold! 
Half-a-guinea  —  so 
many  thanks  !  ( To  her- 
self, as  Mrs.  MIYCOP 
carries  off  her  bag.) 
What  would  the  Vicar's 
wife  say  if  she  knew 
I  'd  sold  her  church 
collection  bag  for  that ! 
But  it's  all  in  a  good 
cause !  (An  Elderly 
Lady  comes  up.)  May 
I  show .,  you  some  of 
these ? 

The  Elderly  Lady. 
Well,  I  was  wondering 
if  you  had  such  a  thing 
as  a  good  warm  pair  of 
sleeping  socks:  because, 
these  bitter  nights,  I  do 
find  I  suffer  so  from 
cold  in  my  feet. 

Miss  de  M.  (with 
effusion).  Ah,  then  I 
can  feel  for  you — so  do 
/.'  At  least,  I  used  to 

rr,,  before  I  tried — (To  her- 

t  opposite-petunia  bow  in  her   self.)    Where  is  that  pair  of  thick  woollen  driving-gloves  ?    Ah,  / 

know.     (Aloud.) — these.    I  've  found  them  such  a  comfort ! 

The  E.  L.  (suspiciously).  They  have  rather  a  queer And  then 

they  're  divided  at  the  ends,  too. 

i   -  T>  — *•—   -" •""**  de  M.  Oh,  haven't  you  seen  those  before  ?    Doctors  consider 

reasonable.    But  there,  I  expect,  the  them  so  much  healthier,  don't  you  know. 
i.  aotnsnenk;  and  you  see,  my  dear,       The  "    r    T  J-~ 
from  the  lady  E 


course,   it  you 

pay  half-a-crown 

Mrs.  W.D.  (hastily). 
Thank  you,  I— I  won't 
disturb  ner  ladyship.  I 
had  no  idea  there  was 
any  charge  for  admis- 
sion, and — (bristling) — 
allow  me  to  say  I  con- 
sider such  regulations 
most  absurd. 

The  L.  M.  (sweetly, 
with  a  half  glance  at 
the  bowl  of  coins  on  the 
table).  Quite  too  ridicu- 
lous, ain't  they  ?  Good 
afternoon ! 

Mrs.  W.  D.  (audibly 
as  she  flounces  out).  It 
they  suppose  /'m  going 
to  pay  half-a-crown  for 
the  privilege  of  being 
fleeced 1 

Footman  (on  steps, 
lotto  voce,  to  confrere). 
" fleeced "!  that's  a 
good  'un,  eh?  She  ain't 
brought  much  wool  in 
with  her .' 

His  Confrere.  On'y 
what 's  stuffed  inside 
of  her  ear. 

\_They  resume  their 
former  impassive 
dignity. 

IN  THE  VENETIAN  GAL- 
LEHT—  where  the  Ba- 
zaar is  being  held. 

A  Loyal  Old  Lady 
(at  the  top  of  her  voice 
— to  Stall -keeper). 
Which  of  'em's  the 
Princess,  my  dear,  eh  ? 
It 's  her  I  paid  my 
money  to  see. 

The  Stall-keeper  (in 
a    dismayed   whisper). 
8sh !    Not  quite  so  loud ! 
bonnet — selling  kittens. 

The  L.  O.L.  (planting  herself  on  a  chair).  So  that 's  her !    Well 

6  i*,  dressed  plam-for  a  Royalty-hut  looks  pleasant  enough     i 

irn  •rm_md  talcin*f  one  «'  them  kittings  off  her  Roval  'Itrhness 
myself,  if  they  was  —  * '       ~ 

cats  'ere  is  meat  for 
the 


"  You  have  lofty  ambitions  and  the  artistic  temperament." 


*with  surprise,  that    her  confidences  are  not 


hand  youne 


>»-™*.  *>]* 
-  ^  embroidered  entirely  by 


think- 


Miss  de  M.  I'm  quite  s        you  '11  never  regretit!     (To  herself, 

' 


>  n- 

Mi,,d»  M.  If  there  is  any  mrfcutotian,, 
perhaps  /  could—  thmg:  you  were  lookln&  for' 


,  -»»«««  Tendrill  (to  herself).  I  do  so  A«te  hawking  this  horrid 

old  thinS  about  !     (Forlornly,  to  Mrs.  ALLBUTT-INNETT.)     1-1  b,  g 

StfEfe  :?  but  "*  you  glye  me  ten  and  fixpence  for  this  lovely 

Mrs.  Allbutt-Innttt.  My  good  girl,  let  me  tell  you  I've  been 
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pestered  to  buy  that  identical  basket  at  every  bazaar 
I  've  set  foot  in  for  the  last  twelvemonth,  and  how 
you  can  haTe  the  face  to  ask  ten  and  six  for  it — yon 
must  think  I  Ve  more  money  than  wit! 
Miss  Tendr.  (abashed).  Well—  eighteenpence  then  i 

iTo  herself,  as  Mrs.  A. -I.  closes  promptly.)    There, 
've  sold  fo-nething,  anyhow ! 
The  Him.   Diana   D'Aittenbas  (to   herself).    It 
rather  fun  selling  at  a  Bazaar ;  one  can  let  oneself  go 
so  much  more!     (To  the  first  man  she  meets.)  I'm 
sure  you  '11  buy  one  of  my  buttonholes — now  won't 
you  ?    If  I  fasten  it  in  for  you  myself  ? 

Mr.  Cadney  Rowser.  A  button' ole,  eh?  Think 
I  'm  not  classy  enough  as  I  am  ? 

Miss  D'Aut.  I  don't  think  anyone  could  accuse 
you  of  not  being  "  classy  "  ;  still,  a  flower  would  jusl 
give  the  finishing- touch. 

Mr.  C.  R.  (modestly).  Rats !— if  you'll  pass  the 
freedom.  But  you've  such  a  way  with  you  that — 
there/— 'ow  much  ? 

Miss  D'  Ant.  Only  five  shillings.  Nothing— to  you.' 
Mr.  C.  R.  Five  bon  P  You  're  a  artful  girl,  you  are! 
"  Fang  de  Seakale,"  and  no  error  1  But  I'm  on  it ; 
it's  worth  the  money  to  'ave  a  flower  fastened  in  by 
such  fair  'andc.  I  won't  'owl — not  even  if  you  do  run 
a  pin  into  me.  .  .  .  What  ?  You  ain't  done  a'ready  ! 
No  'ttrry,  yer  know.  .  .  .  "Ere,  won't  you  come  along 
to  the  refreshment-stall,  and  'ave  a  little  something 
at  my  expense.  Do ! 

Miss  D'Aut.  I  think  you  must  imagine  you  are 
talking  to  a  barmaid  ! 

Mr.  C.  R.  (with  gallantry).  I  on'y  wish  barmaids 
was  'alf  as  pleasant  and  sociable  as  you,  Miss.  But 
they  're  a  precious  stuck-up  lot,  I  can  assure  you ! 

Miss  D'Aut.  (toherself,  as  sheescapes).  I  suppose  one 
ought  to  put  up  with  this  sort  of  thing— for  a  charity ! 
Mrs.  Babbicombe  (at  the  Toy  Stall,  to  the  Belle  oj 
the  Bazaar,  aged  three-and-a-half).  You  perfect 
duck  !  You  're  simply  too  sweet !  I  must  find  you 
something.  (She  tempers  generosity  with  discretion 
by  presenting  her  with  a  small  pair  of  knitted  doll  s 
socks.)  There,  darling ! 

The  Belle's  Mother.  What  do  you  say  to  the  kind 
lady  now,  MAKJOHT  P 

Marjory  (a  practical  young  person,  to  the  donor). 
Now  div  me  a  dolly  to  put  ye  socks  on. 
[Mrs.  B.  finds  herself  obliged  to  repair  this  omission. 
A  Young  Lady  Raffler  (to  a  Young  Man).  Do  take 
a  ticket  for  this  channm'  sachet.    Only  half-a-crown ! 
The  Young  Man.  Delighted !    If  you  '11  put  in  for 
this  splendidcigaT  cabinet.    Two  shillin's ! 

\_The  Young  Lady  realises  that  she  has  encoun- 
tered an  Augur,  and  passes  on. 
Miss  de  M.  (to  Mr.  ISTHMIAN  GATWICK).  Can't  I 
tempt  you  with  this  tea-cosy  P  It 's  so  absurdly  eheap ! 
Mr.  Isthmian  Gatwick  (with  dignity).  A -thanks ; 
I  think  not.    Never  take  tea,  don't  you  know. 

Miss  de  M.  (with  her  characteristic  adaptability). 
Really  ?  No  more  do  /.  But  you  could  use  it  as  a 

smoking-cap,  you  know,     /always 

[Recollects  herself,  and  breaks  off  in  confusion. 
Miss  Ophelia  Palmer  (in  the  "  Wizard's  Cave"— to  Mr.  CADN«Y 
ROWSEB).  Yes,  your  hand  indicates  an  intensely  refined  and  spiritual 
nature  ;  you  are  perhaps  a  little  too  indifferent  to  your  personal  com- 
fort where  that  of  others  is  concerned;  sensitive— too  much  so  for 
your  own  happiness,  perhaps— you  feel  things  keenly  when  you  do 
feel  them.  You  have  lofty  ambitions  and  the  artistic  temperament 
— seven  and  sixpence,  please. 

Mr.  C.  R.  (impressed).  Well,  Miss,  if  you  can  read  all  that  for 
seven  and  six  on  the  palm  of  my  'and,  I  wonder  what  you  wouldn't 
see  for  'alf  a  quid  on  the  sole  o'  my  boot ! 

[Miss  P.'s  belief  in  Chiromancy  sustains  a  severe  shock. 
Babbie  Patterson  (outside  tent,  as  Shoicman).  This  way  to  the 
Marvellous  Jumping  Bean  from  Mexico!    Threepence! 

Voice  from  Tent.  BOBBLE  !  Stop !  The  Bean's  lost !  Lady 
HONOR'S  horrid  Thought-reading  Poodle  has  just  stepped  in  and 
swallowed  it. 

Bobbie.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  owing  to  sudden  domestic  calamity, 
the  Bean  has  been  unavoidably  compelled  to  retire,  and  will  be  unable 
to  appear  till  further  notice. 

Miss  Smulie  (to  Mr.  OTIS  BAELBTWATEB,  who — in  his  own  set — is 
considered  "  almost  equal  to  CORNET  GRAIN  ").  I  thought  you  were 
giving  your  entertainment  in  the  library  ?  Why  aren't  yon  ? 

Mr.  Otis  Barley  water  (in  a  tont  of  injury).  Why?  Because  I 
can't  give  my  imitations  of  Aitiauu  ROBERTS  and  YTETTE  GCILSBBT 
with  anything  like  the  requisite  "go,"  unless  I  get  a  better 


A    POOR    ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tourist.  "I  SUPPOSE  YOU  FBBt  PROUD  TO   HAVB  SUCH  A  DisriNoriSHKD  MAN 

STATINS   IN   TOUR  HOUSK  ?  " 

Host  of  On  "  Drumdmnachie  Arms."   "  'DiBD  NO  I    A  BODY  LIKE  THAT  DOBS 

Ul     MAIR     HAIRM     THAN    QUID  ;    HIS    APPIABANOE    IS    NAF.    CREDIT    TAB    OCR    COM- 
MISSARIAT I  " 


go 
de 


audience  than  three  programme-  sellers,  all   under   ten,   and    the 
cloak-room  maid  —  that  ,s  why  ! 

Mrs.  Allbutt-Innett  (as  she  leaves,  for  the  benefit  of  bystanders). 
I  must  say,  the  house  is  most  disappointing—  not  at  all  what  I  thuuld 
expect  a  Marquis  to  live  in.  Why,  my  own  reception-rooms  are 
very  nearly  as  large,  and  decorated  in  a  much  more  modern  style  ! 

Bobbie  Patterson  (to  a  "  Doobid  Good-natured  Fellow,  who  doesn't 
care  what  he  does,"  and  whom  he  has  just  discovered  inside  a  case 
ot  up  to  represent  an  automatic  sweetmeat  machine).  Why,  my 
ear  old  chap  !  No  idea  it  was  you  inside  that  thing  I  Enjoying 
yourself  in  there,  eh  ? 

The  Donsid  Good-natured  Fellow  (fiuffily,  from  the  interior). 
Enjoying  myself  !  With  the  beastly  pennies  droppin'  down  into 
my  boots,  and  the  kids  howlin'  because  all  the  confounded  choco- 
lates have  worked  up  between  my  shoulder-blades,  and  1  can't  shake 
'em  out  of  the  slit  in  my  arm  ?  I  'd  like  to  see  you  tryin'  it  !i 

The  L.  O.  L.  (to  a  stranger,  who  is  approaching  the  Princess's 
stall).  'Ere.  Mister,  where  are  your  manners  ?  'Ats  off  in  the  presence 
o'  Royalty  !     [She  pokes  him  in  the  back  with  her  umbrella  ;   the 
stranger  turns,  smiles  slightly,  and  passes  on. 

A  Well-informed  Bystander.  You  are  evidently  unaware,  Madam, 
that  the  gentleman  you  have  just  addressed  is  His  Serene  Highness 
the  Prin«e  of  POTSDAM  ! 

The  L.  O.  L.  (aghast).  fLer'nsban'  !    And  me  a  jobbin"  of  'im  with 
my  umberella  !     'Ere,  let  me  get  out  I     [She  staggers  out,  in  dead 
terror  »f  being  sent  to  the  Tower  on  the  sp»t. 
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COMPENSATION. 

He.  "THAT  'a  MRS.  GRIMSHAW,  WHO  LECTURES  ON  BIMETALLISM.     I  'VE  HEARD  HER.     How  EXASPERATINGLY  CLEVER  SHE 

SIKM8  TO   BE  I"  She.    "YES — BUT  HOW  CONSOLINGLY  UGLY  I  " 


THE  LEARNED  WELSH  GOAT. 

Dame  Ap-Asq-th  loquitur : — 

Nor  the  Learned  Pig,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  time.  Oh  dear 
no !  I  should  think  the  public  had  had  about  enough  of  him  for 

some  time  to  come,  and Oh,  I  forgot!    (Aside:  He'll  have  to 

be  trotted  out  again  presently,  to  I'd  better  shut  up,  and  not  spoil 
the  market  for  Misther  O'MoBLEY.)  As  I  was  saying,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  not  the  Learned  Irish  Pig,  hut  the  Learned  Welsh  Goat ! 

A  goat,  you  know,  is  a  nimble  creature,  which,  in  a  state  of 
nature,  mounts  pinnacles,  and  leaps  from  rock  to  rock,  like  the  poor 
gentleman  in  the  Contrabandista.  This  one  could  climb  a  church 
steeple,  and  balance  itself  on  the  weathercock— if  permitted  to  do  so. 
Couldn't  you,  TAFFY  't  (Aside  •  I  hope  the  blessed  brute  won't  butt 
me.  He  fi  been  a  bit  restive  of  late.) 

No,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  Esmeralda's  goat  was  really  not  in  it 
with  mine,  for  nimbleness  and  nous,  much  less  the  goat  in  Dinorah. 

As  to  Robinson  Crusoe's  much  .talked  of  animal Here,  I  say, 

TAFFY  !  Crwych  llnwyddfohw  ychonbo/npthyy  kckonobommthi/gy .' 
That  means,  '  Mind  your  'pV  and  'q's',"  ladies  and  gentlemen 
or,  in  Welsh,  "  Mind  your  rl's '  and  '  y's.'  "  But  my  goat  under- 
stands English  quite  well,  as  you  '11  see  presently,  and,  moreover,  is 
not,  as  Lord  ROSEBEKT  says  most  other  members  of  the  Liberal 
Party  are,  floored  by  words  of  two  syllables.  TAFFY  is  equal  to  five — 
at  least !  Most  Welsh  words,  you  know,  are  in  about  twenty.  At 
least,  they  look  so,  to  non-Welshers —  I  mean,  non-Welshmen. 
(Aside  :  Hope  they  won't  ask  me  what  is  the  Welsh  for  "Ploughing 
the  Sands  " .') 

Now,  you   see,  ladies  and  gentlemen,    here   are  sixteen  letters, 
scattered,  "in  pie,"  as  it  were,  forming  a  word  of  five  syllables 
which  has  been  familiar  in  our  mouths  as  "  All  the  Year  Round  "— 
I  mean  household  words^-of  late.    (Aside :  Indeed  it  has  !    And  if 
they  knew  what  a  bore  it  has  become  in  Cabinet  Councils  and  other 

places  where  they  squabble Well,   no  matter.1)    Behold  the 

letters,  ladies  and  gentlemen ! 

M.B.L.E.A.T.I.S.H.D.I.S.S.E.N.T 

Now,  TAFFY,  what  can  you  make  of  that?  Watch  him,  ladies 
and  gentlemen !  Mark  his  sagacity !  And  remember,  it  is  all  done 
by  kmdneis .  (Aside :  Yet,  "  by  CABWAILADER  and  all  his  goats  " 
it  wouldnt  do  to  try  anything  else  with  this  animal,  or  we  should  all 
be  sprawling  tn  no  time .') 
Plbymbch  y  llarnwtolfly,  TAFFY  !  See,  he  starts  with  "  a  big, 


big  D."  No  profanity  intended,  I  assure  you.  This  is  a  Noneom- 
formist  goat,  and  carries  a  conscience !  D.I.  8.  Ah!  that,  100,  hath 
an  ominous  sound,  TAFF!  But  you 're  not  through  yet.  E.S.T.  A.B! 
How  carefully,  yet  how  confidently,  he  picks  them  out.  No  hesita- 
tion, no  indecision.  Ah  1  Gallant  Little  TAFFY  knows  his  book ! 

D.I.  8.  E.S.T.  A.B Well,   and  what's  the  next  letter, 

TAFFY  ?  [Left  spelling  it  out. 

HARD  TO  (L.  C.)  C. 

DEAH  MR.  PUNCH, — I  crave  your  advice  and  sympathy  under  the 
following  circumstances.  I  have  been  of  late  considerably  perplexed 
as  to  which  side  1  ought  to  support  in  the  forthcoming  London  County 
Council  Election.  Sometimes  I  have  felt  drawn  to  the  banner  of  Pro- 
gressivism,  at  other  times  I  have  yearned  to  embrace  Moderateness, 
I  do  not  say  the  Moderate  Programme,  because  there  are  so  many. 
In  mv  difficulty  I  saw  an  announcement  that  the  Daily  Chronicle 
was  about  to  become  an  illustrated  paper  in  the  interest  of  the  Pro- 
gressives. Accordingly,  last  Monday  I  eagerly  bought  the  first  copy 
of  the  newly-pictured  paper,  and  found  a  delightful  feast  for  my 
eyes  in  a  reproduction  of  a  drawing  by  Sir  EDWARD  BURNE-JONES. 
It  was  without  doubt  a  charming  piece  of  work,  and  the  printing 
was  marvellously  good.  That  decided  me — I  threw  in  my  lot  with 
the  Progressives  without  more  ado. 

But,  unfortunately,  that  was  only  the  commencement  of  the  diffi- 
culty. That  very  afternoon  I  met  a  friend  who  happened  to  be  a 
"Moderate"  candidate.  "I  suppose  I  can  reckon  on  your  assist- 
ance, old  fellow  ?  "  was  his  greeting  as  he  patted  me  familiarly  on 
the  back.  I  explained  to  him  that  I  had  determined  to  vote  Pro- 
gressive. He  asked  me  why.  For  some  time  I  tried  to  think  of 
some  reason  which  should  appear,  on  the  face  of  it,  conclusive.  It 
ended  in  my  being  truthful,  and  playing  Sir  EDWAKD  BtTBNK-JoNES. 
Then  came  the  questions  which  have  been  ringing  in  my  ears  ever 
since.  "  What  on  earth  has  that  delightful  picture  to  do  with  the 
question?  Why,  I've  got  it  myself  and  am  having  it  framed  for 
our  drawing-room.  But  why  should  it  make  you  vote  Progressive  ?  " 
And  that's  just  it — I  didn't  know,  and  I  don't  know.  Please  can 
anyone  tell  me  ?  Yours,  Burne-Jonesing  to  know, 

Feb.  15,  1895.      MUCHPUKP  LEXT. 

CHILLY  NOTION.— The  gentleman  who  had  "  nothing  on  his  mind" 
was  reduced  to  "  a  bare  idea."  He  has  not  survived  it. 
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TO  MY  DOCTOR  IN  BED. 

WITH  mnch  regret  I  hear  it  said 
That  you,  dear  doctor,  are  in  bed, 

Quite  invalided. 
For  you  the  uninviting  fare — 
The  Droth,  the  gruel,  made  with  care. 

The  milk — is  needed. 

I  mourn,  yet  grimly  chuckle,  too, 
When  thinking  that  not  1,  but  you, 

.Should  be  a  fixture  ; 
Not  I,  but  you,  must  sadly  sip, 
With  utterly  unwilling  lip, 

Some  awful  mixture. 

Not  I,  but  you,  must  now  obey 
What  dictatorial  doctors  say, 

So  interfering ! 

I  might  perhaps  be  less  averse 
To  some  attractive  youthful  nurse, 

And  li ml  her  cheering. 

In  weather  such  as  we  have  had, 
Your  fate  may  not  have  been  so  bad  ; 

In  bed  one  lingers 

When  blizzards  bite  the  bluish  nose, 
When  cold  half  numbs  the  tortured  toes, 

The  frozen  fingers. 

So  I  perhaps  should  envy  you, 
With  nothing  in  the  world  to  do 

But,  idly  dozy, 

And  disregarding  snow  and  storm, 
To  just  be  comfortably  warm, 

And  snugly  cosy. 

To  pass  the  time,  your  pulse  yon  feel, 
And  dream  of  charms  all  ills  to  heal, 

Like  some  magician ; 
In  mirrors  you  may  see  your  tongue ; 
You  cannot  listen  to  your  lung, 

My  ]xx>r  physician. 

You  read  the  Lancet,  I  should  say. 
Or  books  on  your  complaint,  all  day, 

Stiff-bound  or  limp  tomes, 
And  when  you  put  the  volumes  by, 
You  lie  and  sign  and  try  and  di- 

-agnose  your  symptoms. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MESSES.  CHATTO  AND  WINDUS  have  omitted 
one  thing  that  would  have  contributed  to  the 
full  success  of  their  publication  of  The 
Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  Oontaut,  done 
out  of  the  French  by  Mrs.  W.  DAVIS.  They 
ought  to  have  engaged  the  services  of  our 
E.  T.  R.,  who  would  have  been  quite  at  home 
in  illustrating  the  prehistoric  peeps  here 
opened.  The  Duchesse  was  gouvernante  to 
those  shefondly  styles  the ''children  of  France" 
daring  the  Restoration.  Of  her  charges  one 
was  "  The  Child  .of  Miracle,"  born  to  the 
Duchesse  DE  BERRY  after  the  murder  of  her 
husband.  He  was  subsequently  known  to 
French  Royalists  as  HENRI  THE  FIFTH,  and 
to  the  rest  of  the  world  as  the  Comte  DE 
CHAMRORD.  What  is  amazing,  in  a  sense 
fascinating,  to  readers  at  this  end  of  the 
century,  is  to  find  a  state  of  things  exist- 
ing in  which  such  a  poor,  common-place, 
fatuous  creature  as  CHARLES  THE  TENTH 
could  be  regarded  with  reverence,  almost 
worship,  by  his  fellow-creatures.  Madame 
DE  GONTAUT,  a  high-minded,  well-educated, 
sensible  woman,  almost  weeps  over  the  king 
as  in  the  days  of  July,  1830,  he  sat  on  the 
balcony  nt  the  Palace  of  St.  Cloud  playing 
whist,  the  game  interrupted  from  time  to 
time  by  the  sound  of  the  tocsin,  and  the 
flashing  forth  of  fresh  fires  in  the  streets  of 
revolted  Paris.  On  the  28th  of  July  over- 
tures were  made  from  the  revolutionary  com- 
mittee in  Paris,  which  might,  temporarily  at 
least,  have  saved  the  throne  had  the  king 
accepted  their  moderate  conditions.  "  I 
think,"  he  said,  for  all  response,  "it  is  a 


Importunate  Strtet  Urchin  (for  the  tenth  lime).  "  Gi'  u»  A  COPPKR,  SIB  !    Gl'  rs  A  COPP«R  I  " 
Testy  Individual  (losing  patience  i.   "  OH,  oo  TO  " — (substitutes  a  milder  form) — "  BLAZI8  I  " 
Street  Urchin.  "SuKB  THINT  AN'  I  WOULD  IN  THIS  IIASTLY  COULD  WKATHBR,  IF  I  WAS  ONLY 
CURTAIN  o"  COMIN'  BACK  AGAIN  !  "          [Individual's  ttstiness  overcome  and  Urchin  rewarded. 


great  impertinence  to  bring  me  such  proposi- 
tions." Three  days  later,  at  two  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  the  king  was  roused  out  of  his 
peaceful  sleep,  and  packed  off  to  Dieppe  by 
friends,  anxious  to  save  him  from  the  fate  of 
1 .01  is  THE  SIXTEENTH. 

THE  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


Seasonable  Conundrum. 

Q.  WHAT  is  the  difference  between  laying 
down  the  Ooldrn  Rule  (Do  to  others,  &o.) 
and  acting  upon  it  r 

A,  One  is  a  truism,  the  other  an  a/truism. 
[Mr.  Punch  advises  the  well-to-do  readers 
to  work  this  out  practically  among  the 
poor  this  inclement  season. 


THRIFT! 

(To  " Unsplendid  Paupers,  in  Workhouses  and 
other  places  where  they  wish  to  enjoy  them- 
selves "  on  the  cheap. ) 

IF  you'd  really  learn  and  practice  Thrift 
(As  the  frozen  poor  have  needed  lately) 
Get  the  great  Elizabethan  gift 

Of  (economically)  being  "  stately." 
(Mr.  STEAD  that  dower  will  explain.) 

You  must  have  a  castle  to  begin  with ; 
Then  give  a  Sal  Poadrf.     Yon  will  gain ! 
(Having  nothing  else  to  do  your  "tin" 

with.) 

The  true  way  to  pave  is—  spend  yonr  money 
On  a  splendid  pageant !     Ain't  it  fnnny  '( 
SALISBUBY  for  HODOK  advised  a  circus. 
I  a  Sal  Poudrt  for  every  "  Vorkuss  "  ! 
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A  VALEDICTION  TO  ST.  VALENTINE. 

'(By  an  Old-fashioned  fellow.) 

OLD  friend  of  the  lass  and  the  lover, 
They  say  you  are  moribund  now,  \ 

Tour  rule — it  was  gentle — is  over. 
Because — it  is  "  vulgar  "  to  vow, 

"  No  class  "  to  be  vassal  to  Cupid, 
"  Bad  form"  to  go  wooinsr  in  verse!!' 

Well,;  Saint,  your  old  rhymings  were  stupid 
But  new  ones  seem  worse. 

Your  hearts  and  your  darts  were  as  healthy 
As  daffodils,  larks  or  Spring  lamb. 

But  now  we  're  so  wise,  and  so  wealthy, 
Simplicity  strikes  us  as  sham ; 

Your  empire  was  kind,  if  despotic, 
And  blent  of  the  smile  and  the  tear. 

But  now  we  're  all  "  new  "  and  "  neurotic," 
And  slaves  to  the  queer. 

A  Beardsley  design,  now,  would  shock  you. 

And  so  would  a  verse  by  VERLAINE. 
Our  Art,  modern  Art,  would  but  mock  you, 

Our  poetry  give  you  much  pain. 
Oh  Woman,  New  Woman,  thou  clamorest 

Loudly  for  right  to  revolt. 
But  oh  I  from  our  latter-day  Amorist 

8.  V.  would  6o/C'i 
"Tin  well,  good  Saint  Valentine,  truly. 

That  you  have  got  notice  to  quit. 
For,  faith !  you  must  find  us  unduly 

Devoted  to  cynical  wit. 
The  poor  dear  conventional  passions, 

You  voiced,  with  bird-pipings,  in  Spring, 
Are  not  "  up  to  date."    Love's  new  fashions 
You  never  could  sing ! 

Good  gracious  1    LE  GALLIENNE'S  lyrics, 
And  DAVIDSON'S  Lavender-scent, 

Would  certainly  give  you  hysteric". 
Song  now,  just  like  wine,  must  ferment. 

Th«  dewdroppy  old  dithyrambics 
You  loved,  in  our  day  don't  ?n  down. 

Our  maidens  like  brisk  galliambics 
On  which  you  would  frown. 

Indeed  ithyphallics — hut,  bless  us ! 

Our  poesy.  Saint,  unto  you 
Would  be  like  a  new  shirt  of  Nessus. 

Our  art  is  all  yellow-^or  blue. 
Ar>d  so,  poor  old  boy,  'tis  a  blessing 

You  're  off,  with  a  tear  in  your  eye. 

Like  soft  hearts  and  limple  caressing, 

You  're  vulgar !    Good-bye ! 


STRANGE  OMEN.— Sir  FRANK  LOCITWOOD, 
Solicitor-General,  was  "entertained,"  says 
theJDat'/y  Telegraph,  "to dinner" — (observe, 
not  "  entertained  at  dinner  "  ;  perhaps  he  had 
to  do  the  entertaining,  then) — *'  at  the  House 
of  Commons,  his  host,  Mr.  JOHN  Anu> " 
(always  a  host  in  himself),  "  being  a  Conser- 
vative," while  the  other  guests  were  either 
Conservatives  or  Unionists.  DANIEL  in  the 
lions'  den  is  the  parallel  that  arises  to  every- 
one's mind ;  but  in  this  instance  DANIEL 
actually  dined  with  the  lions,  and  probably 
felt  none  the  worse  for  the  "feast  of  reason 
and  the  flow  of  soul." 


WE  haven't  as  yet  seen  An  Artisfs  Model 
at  Daly's,  but  as  the  piece  seems  to  depend 
for  its  "go"  mainly  on  the  music  composed 
for  it  by  Mr.  OWEN  HALL  (to  clever  lyrics  by 
Mr.  GBEENIUNK),  it  would  not  be  unfair  to 
gay  that  it  is  to  its  music  it  is  OWEN  HALL  its 


success. 


ANTICIPATORY.— Should  HENRY  IRVING,  as 
the  acknowledged  leading  representative  of 
the  Histrionic  side  of 'Dramatic  Art  in  this 
country,',  receive  the  honour  of  knighthood, 
the  Lyceum  bill  might  be  headed,  "  Great 
Suoows  !  First  Knight ! " 


lAo  ANY  BRIAKJTO'  's  MORNIN'  t "  '  NOT  A  DROP  I " 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  PROM  THB  DIARY  OF  TOUT,  M.P. 

House  of  Commont,  Monday  Night,  Feb- 
ruary 11. — The  other  day  rumour  atjout  that 
TIM  HEALY,  weary  of  strife,  finding  how 
sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  is  the  enmity 
of  parted  friends,  had  resolved  to  retire  from 
political  life.  That  news,  if  true,  would 
eclipse  the  gaiety  of  Parliament.  TIM'S 
manner  may  not  be  precisely  described  as 
gay.  It  is,  in  truth,  somewnat  saturnine; 
rather  raspy,  occasionally  vitriolic.  If  there 
is  any  instruction  to  be  conveyed,  TIM  approves 
the  fashion  of  the  ancient  Israelitish  captain, 
who  "  taught  the  men  of  Sucooth  with  thorns 
of  the  wilderness  and  briars,"  TIM'S  former 
colleagues,  now  ranged  under  modest  leader- 
ship of  JOHN  REDMOND,  are,  he  conscien- 
tiously believes,  much  in  need  of  instruction. 
So  to-night  TIM  "  taught  them  "  with  thorns 
of  the  wilderness  and  briars. 

A  brisk  debate,  falling  into  most  attractive 
sequence.  This  in  measure  accidental ;  looked 
like  admirable  stage  management.  First  JOHN 
REDMOND,  with  his  neatly-moulded  phrases, 
his  assumption  of  profound  statecraft,  his 
assertion ;  that  Tones  please  him  not,  nor 
Liberals  either  ;  his  conclusion  that  since 


Government  are  on  friendly  terms  with  the 
major  Irish  Party,  the  minor  (nine  strong) 
wifl  march  into  lobby  with  I'RI.NCK  A_RTHUR, 
whom  they  used  to  hate,  and  JOSEPH  of  Bir- 
mingham, whom  they  scarcely  love.  Next 
JOHN  MORLEY,  stirred  to  unusually  profound 
depths,  his  speech  glowing  above  the  un- 
wonted fire.  Then  PRINCE  AKTHUR,  grace- 
fully skating  on  exceedingly  thin  ice,  inci- 
dentally dropping  into  imagery  on  successive 
phases  of  the  married  state,  which  House, 
ever  alert  for  personal  references,  listened  to 
with  quickened  interest.  A  scholar's  current 
jpeecn  or  writing  is  insensibly  tinctured  with 
flavour  of  his  latest  study.  Odd  that  just 
now  PRINCE  Am urit  should  display  this 
curiously  minute  knowM-r  »rd  appreciation 
of  various  phases  of  married  life  as  it  is  to  be 
studied  in  books  of  reference. 

Finally,  TIM,  his  truculence  tempered  by 
humour  of  the  situation.  JOHN  REDMOND 
protested  he  had  made  no  bargain  with 
Opposition  in  transferring  to  them  his  handful 
of  votes.  PRINCE  ARTHUR  had  confirmed 
disclaimer.  Too  much  for  tender-hearted 
TIM.  Tears  glistened  in  his  eyes ;  his  voice 
trembled ;  his  hand  shook  ;  his  body  seemed 
to  grow  limp,  as  he  lamented  this  last  degene- 
ration of  ancient  Irish  spirit. 

"  I  have,"  he  said,  "  been'in  alliance  witn 
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the  Tory  Party  before  now,  and  may  be  again ;  but  I  know  of  no 
occasion  when  any  Irish  party  gave  their  votes  unless  they  got  some- 
thing for  'hem." 

That  only  TIM'S  fun.  Overcoming  his  emotion,  he,  with  ruthless 
force,  pitiless  logic,  laid  bare  position  of  the  new  Party  of  the  Muses. 

Business  done. — Parnellite  Amendment,  supported  by  Unionists, 
negatived  by  256  against  236. 

Tuesday.  -If  you  want  to  make  your  flesh  creep,  you  should  have 
heard  the  SPEAKER  just  now  challenging  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin, 
whom  he  discovered  standing  at  Bar  ;  and,  as  Sir  WILFRID  LAWSON 
adds,  "  not  drinking."  Lord  Mayor  got  up  in  gorgeous  apparel ; 
scarlet  gown,  ermine-tipped,  with  gold  chain  gleaming  across  manly 
chtst.  Recalls  days  <  f  yesteryear  when  DAWSON  was  Lord  Mayor  of 
Dublin.  Being  also  Member  for  an  Irish  constituency,  no  autocratic 
SPEAKER  might  challenge  his  right 
to  cross  the  Bar,  whether  in  civi- 
lian dress,  or  in  robes  of  office. 
On  occasions  when  he  had  a  peti- 
tion to  deliver  he  came  down, 
cloaked,  in  a  four-wheeler.  Made 
the  heart  of  Mr.  COVE  in  Members' 
cloak-room  stand  still,  when  be 
suddenly  threw  back  his  wraps, 
and  disclosed  glittering  garb  be- 
neath. Sat  on  front  bench  below 
gangway  with  inadequate  legs 
partially  crossed,  his  chain  myste- 
riously clanking,  motion  understood 
at  time  to  serve  double  purpose  of 
calling  attention  to  Lord  Mayor's 
presence,  and  of  hinting  at  th» 
Kind  of  bond  that  held  Ireland  to 
Great  Britain. 

Present  LTd  Mayor  of  Dublin, 
not  being  a  Member,  had  to  bue  for 
admission  at  door  of  House.  Word 
passed  to  Sergeant-at-Arms;  gal- 
lant officer,  having  heard  some- 
thing of  Irish  habits,  observed 
precaution  of  shouldering  mace 
before  he  went  out  to  confront  the 
strangers.  If  they  had  shillelaghs, 
the  mace,  twirled  about  by  lusty 
arms,  might  be  reckoned  on  to  keep 
the  gate.  The  messengers  not  behind  in  military  precaut  ion ; 
hauled  out  the  bar— the  veritable  Bar  of  House  of  Commons  of 
whioh  we  hear  so  much  and  fee  so  little. 

"Now,"  said  the  oldest  Messenger,  folding  his  arms  and  clench- 
ing his  teeth,  "  let  them  do  their  worst." 

Sergeant-at-Anns  marched  in,  mace  on  shoulder,  escorting  Lord 
Mayor  and  two  sheriffs.  If  they  had  meant  mischief  they  thought 
better  of  it  on  looking  round.  Lord  Mayor  might,  it  is  true,  if  he 
were  in  good  condition  have  vaulted  over  bar  or  ducked  beneath  it 
and  run  amuck  up  floor.  But  then  the  sheriffs,  before  they  could 
have  imitated  him,  would  have  been  awfully  mauled  with  the  mace. 

Any  piratical  intention  that  mav  have  lurked  in  minds  of  the 
insurgents  was  finally  crushed  by  really  awful  tone  in  which  the 
SPEAKER,  fixing  glittering  eye  on  group  at  bar,  said,  "  My  Lord 
Mayor  of  Dublin,  what  have  you  there '(  " 

Members  eipected  trembling  culprit  would  produce  from  under  his 
cloak  the  horse-pistol,  dagger,  cup  of  poison,  or  whatever  he  may 
have  brought  with  him  with  felonious  intent.  But  he  meekly 
answered,  "A  petition."  This  he  unfolded,  and  as  he  showed  a 
disposition  to  read  it  through,  Members  went  off. 
_  Business  done.— Another  day  passed  talking  round  Address. 
NAOHOJI  moved  Amendment  raising  question  of  financial  relation* 
between  England  and  India.  Read  a  paper  of  prodigious  length- 
beat  the  tom-tom  for  nearly  an  hour.  "  In  churches,"  said  the 
(almost)  Reverend  JEMMY  LOWTHEK,  "an  incumbent  sometimes 
reads  himself  in.  NAOROJI  reads  his  congregation  out.  Mayn't  be 
quite  so  black  as  the  MARKISS  painted  him,  but  he 's  quite  as  lone- 
winded  as  could  have  been  expected." 

Thursday.— New  Session  not  quite  a  fortnight  old,  and  lo!  a 
strange  thing  has  happened.  Electric  bells  struck-I  mean  they  won't 
strike.  When,  iu»t  now.  House  cleared  for  division  on  Amnesty 
motion  electric  knobs  touched  as  usual.  Thereupon  thould  have 
followed  tintinnabulation  of  the  bolls  in  all  the  rooms  and  corridors 
outside  the  Chamber  Only  little  tinkle  heard ;  sort  of  weiid  mock- 
ing laugh,  Ha !  ha ! "  and  then  silence. 

Consequences  might  have  been  serious.    Last  thing  well-trained 

em  her  regards  as  absolute  preliminary  to  voting  is  to  sit  throughout 
the  debate.  Scattered  far  and  wide,  in  library,  tea-room  dining - 

>om,  or  smoking-room,  when  they  hear  the  bell  they  rush  in  to 
they  don't  hear  it  they  stop  where  they  are.  Difficulty 
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temporarily  overcome  by  sending  policemen  and  messengers  bawling 
alone  all  the  passages,  "  Division  !  division ! "  This  all  very  well 
for  the  moment ;  but  what  is  to  be  done  about  the  bells  ? 

ALBERT  ROLLIT,  steeped  in  parliamentary  usages,  says,  "  If  the 
bells  won't  obey  the  SPEAKER'S  order,  send  them  to  the  Clock 
Tower." 

STUART  promptly  places  at  disposal  of  SPEAKER  a  squadron  of  Star 
boys,  to  run  about  premises  on  given  signal  and  proclaim  division. 
"  They  'd  do  it  much  better  than  the  policemen  and  messengers,"  he 
says. 

True  ;  but  as  Colonel  LEGGE  apprehends,  thev  would  be  certain  in 
excitement  of  moment,  instead  of  calling  out  "  Division,"  to  lapse 
into  more  familiar  cry,  "  Hextra  Speshul !"  That  would  never  do. 
Simplest  plan  is  to  stop  this  interminable  talk  round  the  Address  and 
get  to  work.  When  tne  electric  bells  shut  up  in  sheer  disgust  at 

waste  of  time,  grown-\ip  men  of 
business  may  be  expected  to  recon- 
bider  the  position. 

Business  done. — TIM  HARRING- 
TON talked  for  two  hours  and  five 
minute  about  ancient  history  of 
Maamtrasna. 

Friday. — Much  murmuring  be- 
low Gangway  just  now  because  to 
programme  of  Session  already 
overloaded  Government  decline  to 
add  Bill  providing  for  payment  of 
Members.  S\GE  OF  QUEEN  ANNE'S 
GATE  been  observed  to  regard  this 
topic  with  smiling  equanimity. 
Secret  of  his  content  now  dis- 
closed. Papers  report  how  Spanish 
merchant,  resident  in  Barcelona, 
having  studied  SAGE'S  public  Par- 
liamentary career,  bees  leave,  as 
trifling  indication  of  his  esteem  and 
Admiration,  to  be  permitted  to  pay 
SAGE'S  election  expenses  whenever 
incurred. 

"Tis  a  pretty  variation  on 
Spanish  devotional  habit,"  says 
PLUNKET,  who  has  followed  BOR- 
ROW's  footsteps  in  Spain.  "  More 
especially  in  rural  districts,  pious 
men  approach  the  shrine  of  favourite  saint  and  hang  upon  it  an 
offering,  peradventnre  poor  in  intrinsic  value,  but  rich  in  proportion 
to  their  revenues.  Expect  by-and-by  the  SAGE  will  be  canonised, 
and  straying  by  the  banks  of  the  Guadalquivir,  you  shall  here  and 
there  come  upun  bhrines  to  Paint  LABBT,  rich  with  votive  offeringc." 
"  That  may  be  so,"  said  GOKST.  "  You're  always  ready  to  take 
the  poetic  view  of  a  thing.  But  I  'd  like  to  wait  and  see  the  colour 
of  the  money.  You  know  the  SAGE  has  long  been  firing  away  at 
enterprising  traders  in  Spain  who,  usually  dating  their  missives 
from  a  State  prison,  offer  for  a  slight  consideration  to  disclose 
fabulous  stores  of  hidden  wealth.  The  S\GE  has  spoiled  their  little 
game.  Should  like  to  be  quite  sure  they  've  not  broken  out  in  a  new 
plai-e.  and  are  trying  it  on  tirst  with  the  SAGE." 

Business  done.— Set-to  between  the  Birmingham  Cock  and  the 
Vorkshire-cum-Fifeshire  Bantam.  Odds  at  first  in  favour  of  the 
veteran.  Admitted  on  both  sides  the  young  'un  beat  him  hollow. 

QUIET  RUBBERS. 

OFF  to  Olympia— greatest  show  on  earth— with  wife ;  also  with 
BOB  and  his  wife.  Find  the  two  ladies  wearing  goloshes — "  rubbers  " 
they  call  them — say  "they 've  just  read  in  the  paper  that  they  are 
universal  in  America  in  winter."  Annoyed.  Never  knew  my  wife's 
feet  were  as  large  as  they  seem  now.  BOB  defends  goloshes — 
hypocrite !  Says  "  nothing  wets  feet  like  snow,  and  at  any  moment 
we  may  be  in  for  the  greatest  snow  on  earth."  Stupid  joke  con- 
sidering that  a  good  boot  will  keep  out  anything.  Why  t-houldn't 
the  ladies  leave  their  rubbers  outside  show,  m  cloak-room — as  people 
do  in  mosques  in  the  East  ?  Would  be  quite  in  keeping  with  the 
"Orient.'r  Ladies  say  they'll  be  lost- a  good  job  if  they  were! 
Getting  quite  sulky,  when  BOB  suggests  dinner.  Good  dinner! 
Excellent  wines !  Wife's  feet  don't  look  as  large  now.  Why  doesn't 
everybody  wear  g'loshes  ?  Old  Greeks  must  have  worn  'em— don't 
we  read  of^  the  "  Golosh  us  of  Rhodes  ?  "  Old  Romans,  too,  or  why 

?    BOB  says  they  didn't. 

who's  making  it?    Turn 

em  out !  They  're  turning  me  out !  Won't  go— send  for  KIRALFY 
— GOLOSHY  KIHALFT — there's  the  word  again!  GOLOSH  Y  must  wear 
rubbers.  People  trying  to  pacify  me.  Won't  let  'em.  Back  home. 
Wife  crying.  What  for?  Says  she  will  never  go  out  in  rubbers  again! 
Yes,  she  shall.  So  will  I.  Put  'em  on  now !— To  bed  in  rubbers. 


did  they  call  their  Olympia  the  Golosheum  ? 
I  say  they  did!    Disturbance.    Wonder  w 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS" 

No.  V.— GOLF.     "THE  OLD  SCOTCH  TERRIER*." 


TALL  TALES  OF  SPORT  AND  ADVENTURE. 

(By  ilr.  Punch's  mm  Short  Story-teller.) 
I.— THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS.    (CONTINUED  FROM  PAOB  81.) 

IN  these  awful  circumstances,  with  the  night  air  whistling  past  me, 
and  with  my  beloved  CHUDDAH  and  her  nurse  hurtling  upwards 
beside  me,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  for  me  to  eay  that  I  never  for  an 
instant  lost  my  coolness  and  my  perfect  self-possession.  That  the 
situation  was  dangerous,  nay,  almost  desperate,  I  fully  realised,  but 
it  is  in  these  very  situations  that  true  courage  and  resourcefulness 
are  always  of  the  highest  value.  Again  and  again  in  the  course  of 
my  long  life  have  I  plucked  safety,  aye,  and  that  which  is  higher  and 
better  than  all  safety,  namely,  reputation,  from  the  nettle  danger. 
I^t  fools  prate  as  they  will ;  the  brave  man  must  always  rise 
triumphant  above  the  stormy  waves  of  envy  and  detraction. 

These  thoughts,  I  admit,  did  not  occur  to  me  at  the  moment.  Our 
flight  was  too  perilous  and  too  swift  to  allow  me  to  think  of  aught 
save  what  concerned  the  immediate  necessities  of  this  truly  fearful 
crisis.  Poor  little  CHUDDAH,  I  observed,  being  made  of  lighter 
material,  was  gradually  outstripping  me  in  this  dreadful  and  in- 
voluntary race.  First  her  head  topped  me  ;  then  her  shoulders  soared 
beyond  me  ;  at  last  her  feet  were  on  a  level  with  my  face.  As  one  of 
them  (I  forget  which)  passed  upwards,  I  was  just  able  by  leaning 
slightly  forward,  to  imprint  a  kiss  upon  it.  "  Farewell,  CHCBDAH," 
I  sighed,  as  the  lovely  foot  left  my  lips.  "  Farewell,  OHLANDO," 
she  murmured  all  but  maudibly,  and  fled  up,  up,  up  into  the  dismal 
night.  I  never  saw  her  again. 

The  Ayah,  however,  a  stout  and  heavy  woman,  was  still  beside 
me,  rising  inch  for  inch  as  I  rose.  By  turning  slightly  round  I  could 
look  at  her.  I  did  to.  Judge  of  my  horror  when  I  realised  by  the 
faint  light  of  the  stars  that  the  Ayah  was  no  longer  alive  !  The 
shock  of  the  sudden  ascent  must  have  proved  too  much  for  one 
accustomed  to  the  sedate  and  comfortable  fife  of  an  eastern  palace, 
and  enfeebled,  moreover,  by  advancing  age.  The  explosion  acting  on 
such  a  constitution  had  snapped  the  cords  that  kept  life  in  her  faithful 
body.  The  Ayah  was  dead,  and  I  who  tell  this  tale  was  alone  with  a 
corpse  in  the  encircling  atmosphere  !  As  I  rtalised  this  horrible 
situation,  I  confess  that  for  the  first  and  last  time  in  my  life  1  turned 
faint  with  a  feeling  almost  amounting  to  fear.  In  imagination  I 
saw  myself  speeding  for  ever,  as  the  icons  revolved  in  their  courses, 
with  only  a  dead  Indian  nurse  to  keep  me  company.  Ther, 
by  an  instantaneous  revulsion,  the  grim  humour  of  the  situation 
struck  me.  With  only  my  knapsack  of  provisions  and  my  brandy- 
flask,  it  was  unlikely,  even  under  the  most  favourable  circum- 


stances, that  I  should  be  able  to  prolong  life  for  more  than  a 
week.  At  the  end  of  a  week,  then,  I  too  should  be  a  corpse.  I 
laughed  aloud  as  I  thought  of  the  last  scion  of  the  WILBRAHAMS, 
the  unconquerable  ORLANDO,  mated  in  mid-air  to  the  dusky  Ayah, 
a  skeleton  to  a  skeleton,  and  my  sepulchral  "  Ha,  ha,"  went  rever- 
berating through  the  dim  spaces  of  night.  The  sound  roused  me 
once  more.  Why,  after  all,  should  I  die  ?  Life  was  sweet ;  much 
remained  to  be  done ;  there  were  wrongs  still  to  be  redressed  in  the 
world  below  ;  millions  of  the  oppressed  still  waited  for  a  dtliverer  ; 
countless  herds  of  big  game  still  roamed  the  prairies  or  made  their 
lairs  in  the  forests  of  earth.  No,  I  would  live  if  I  oould,  and  prove 
once  more  the  unquenchable  fortitude  of  my  race. 
At  this  moment  I  looked  down. 

(To  be  continued.) 


BAR  NONE ! 

Monday. — Now  that  the  Law  lectures  at  the  different  Inns  have 
been  "thrown  open  to  the  public,"  any  outrage  in  the  way  of  cring- 
ing to  the  democracy  may  be  expected.  They  '11  be  opening  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields  next  to  the  mob  ! 

Tuesday. — They  hare!  And  a  steam  merry-go-round  set  up 
within  thirty  yards  of  my  formerly  tranquil  Chambers !  Oh,  why 
was  I  ever  called  ? 

Wednesday. — Dinner  in  Hall  to-day.  Found  two  perfect  strangers 
dining  at  my  table!  Seems  that  the  Benchers  have  thrown  open 
(lining-hall  to  the  public  as  well !  Asked  strangers  if  they  intended 
being  called  to  the  Bar  P  One  of  them  replied  (with  a  wink)  that  he 
didn't— why  should  he  P  He  could  get  all  the  legal  training,  use  of 
library,  &c.,  without  going  to  expense  of  a  call. 

Thursday. — In  Court.  Unknown  Counsel  opposed  to  me.  Seem  to 
recognise  his  face.  Can  it  be  the  stranger  who  dined  in  Hall  last 
night  P  It  is.  New  rule  has  thrown  the  Courts  open  to  amateur 
pleaders !  What  are  we  coming  to  'f  Must  say  stranger  pleads  un- 
commonly wfll.  And  Judge  to  deferential  to  him ! 

Friday.—  Wonders  never  cease.  To-day  my  stranger  of  yesterday 
found  seated  on  Bench !  Judge  ill— has  appointed  him  as  Commis- 
sioner in  his  place.  New  rule  allows  this  sort  of  thing.  What  is  the 
reason  of  this  sudden  democratising  of  the  Profession? 

Saturday.— Mystery  explained.  One  of  the  B<  nchers  wants  to  be 
made  a  L.  C.  C.  Alderman !  In  his  Election  Address  he  even  stoops 
so  far  as  to  give  way  to  the  vulgar  delusion  that  Law  is  expensive, 
and  recommends  a  rule  that  oo*t«  should  always  be  "  on  the  lower 
scale."  Perhaps  he  is  right.  Everything  on  the  lowest  possible 
scale  at  Bar  nowadays ! 
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OH  DEAR  NO  I    MERELY  THB 


PATH? 


FIRST  OPXH  DAY"  ATTHL  A  LONG  FROST,  AND  A  TOM-TIT  HAS  BEEN  INCONSIDERATE  ENOUGH  TO 
FLY  SUDDENLY  OUT  OF  THE  FENCE  ON  THE  WAY  TO  CoVEKT  I 


RE-GILDING  THE  GOLDEN  EAGLE. 

["The  amount  subscribed  in  England  for  the  United  Statei  Loan  was 
£120,000,000,  or  twenty  times  the  »um  reserved  for  London."— Dmly  Paper.} 

"  Why,  I  was  a  thinking,  Sir,"  returned  HARK  TAPLBY.  "  that  if  I  was 
a  painter,  and  was  called  upon  to  paint  the  American  Eagle,  how  should  I 
do  it  P  " 

'  Paint  it  as  like  an  Eagle  as  you  could,  I  suppose." 

"  No,"  said  MAKK.  "That  wouldn't  do  for  me,  Sir.  I  should  want  to 
draw  it  Ike  a  Bat,  for  its  sbort-sightednes"  ;  like  a  Han'am,  for  its  bragging ; 
like  a  Magpi*.  f.  r  its  honesty;  like  a  Peacock,  for  its  vanity;  like  »n 
Ostrich,  lor  its  putting  its  head  in  the  sand,  and  thinking  nobody 

BfCB    it " 

'•  And  like  a  Phoenix,  for  its  power  of  springing  from  'he  ashes  of  its 
faults  and  vices,  and  soaring  up  anew  ioto  the  sky  !  "  said  MARTIN. 

Martin  (,hwalew\t. 
BROTHER  JONATHAN  loquitur. — 
HE  was  prejudiced,  that  Mark,  a  Europian,  in  the  dark, 

Conoernin'  i.f  our  Glorious  Institutions. 

He  paint  our  Bird  o'  Freedom  'f     Lots  have  tried,  hut  we  don't 
hetd  'em ; 

And  revolviu'  years  bring  curus  retribu'ions. 
We  don't  care  a  bra**  fai  den  I     DICKENX  had  to  beg  our  pardon, 

And  that  M  »x  O  RF.LL  will  eat  his  word"  one  d  iy,  Sir  I 
The  real  Yankee  Eaide  is  an  strong-«ii  g>d  as  a  Sea-gull, 

With  a  beak  as  sharp  as  any  Sht  ffield  razor. 
Still,  he's  been  a  tnfle  pippy  and  has  1<*  ked  a  little  chippy— 

B»  the  mighty  Itioiiwippi  yes,  Sir !— lately. 
Kinder  moulty  as  10  feathtrs,  as  though  blizzards  and  bad  weathers 

Of  every  blamed  big  sort  had  tried  him  greatly. 
GoodJee-nuulum!  Nowonder!  forgreat  snakes  and  buttered  thunder! 

Our  blasts  have  bten  fair  busters  for  his  pinions. 
In  the  words  of  Mister  Ckullop,  all  creation  he  can  wallop, — 

But  tornaders  hare  been  s>weepin'  his  dominions ! 
As  to  lhat  Mark  Tnpky's  twaddle,  why  the  Peacock  ain't  the  model, 

N'ir  the  Bintam,  nor  the  Ost>ich.  I'd  he  piosin' 
Fur  th«  finest  fowl  in  Na»ur.     Better  dub  him  Alligator, 

A  Whangdoodle,  or  a  Cinoinnatti  Chicken! 


Like  the  Phoenix  he's  immortal,  and  he  loan  to  the  Sun's  portal, 
But— the  Phoenix  hag  sick  spells,  like  lesser  poultry. 

Wants  fresh  fixing  ut>,  I  reckon,  then  the  dawn  once  mor*  h«  '11  broken , 
And  sprint— from  Memnon's  statue  to  Fort  Moultrie. 

BULL  ain't  an  Eagle  builder,  but  he  makes  a  bullv  gilder, 
And  I  reckon,  guess,  and  calo'late  I  '11  je-t  try  him. 

If  I  git  from  the  old  fellow  a  good  coat  of  British  Yellow— 
A  sort  o'  paint  J.  B.  keeps  always  by  him  — 

My  Bird  o'  Freedom  soaring,  where  the  blizzards  are  a  roaring, 
And  the  cloud-bursts  are  emt-j  curing,  will  je-t  fl  cker 

Real  rollicking  and  regal,  like  a  genu-in«  O.Jden  Eagle. — 

(/—  you 'c«  nxtd  him  real  nn-trt,  JOHS!    Lot  ut  liquor.' 


Wai! 


TRANCEMOGRIF1CATION. 


Now  that  hypnotism  is  in  the  air,  our  oonver»ation-booki  *  ill  hare 
to  be  remodelled,  a-  thus :  — 

Good  mcrtnng,  have  j  on  hibernated  well  f 

Yes,  I  haAe  hid  a  most  suicWol  trance  this  winter.  IT  are  yon 
laid  up  at  all? 

Only  fur  a  few  days  at  Christmaf.  juit  to  escape  the  bills.  I  had 
a  delightfully  unomt>ci  u»  B  x  ng  Day. 

Well,  >ou  take  my  advice  o  d  n'an,  and  rent  a  private  catacomb  on 
the  thrce'-yeam'  »ysiem.  It  c-mes  u  u:  h  cheatxr  m  the  end,  and  yon 
save  all  your  coal  and  gas,  to  sav  nothing  nt  clo'hes. 

We  've  started  a  Nirv  an-»  Club  in  our  neighbourhood  on  the  tontine 
principle.  The  last  person  who  wakes  gets  the  prize,  un.eas  the  first 
who  comes  to  mukes  off  wi'h  it.. 

It  is  oipital,  anyway,  whtn  you  are  taking  a  tour.  Saves  all  the 
trouble  of  sight- seeing.  You  are  just  packed  up  and  forward* d  from 
place  to  place,  with  an  automatic  Kodak  which  records  everything 
you  visited.  Try  it  1 

Will,  some  day.  By  Jove,  I  must  be  off !  I  've  got  to  attend  an 
aofflsthetio  concert,  absolutely  painless. 

And  I  've  got  a  mesmeric  dinner-party  on  to-night.  All  the  bores 
will  be  put  in  fr)ast-c«8es,  and  fed  mechanically. 

Good-bye,  then.    Sleep  well ! 
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MEN    OF    THE    HOUR. 

THE  TURNCOCK. 

This  eminent  individual,  born  in  the  early  forties,  comes  of  a  numerous 
family,  and  was  originally  destined  by  his  parents  for  the  career  of  a  night- 
watchman.  Not  feeling,  however,  any  vocation  in  this  direction,  he  tried 
many  other  professions,  and  many  other  professions  tried  Mm.  At  last, 
in  the  year  1864,  he  entered  the  service  of  the  Twiddlesex  Water  Company, 
where,  by  strict  attention  to  the  quality  of  his  liquor,  and  his  unfailing 
perception  of  the  right  time  to  be  sober,  he  has  risen  to  his  present 
conspicuous  and  responsible  position. 


OF  THE  ART  OF  TOBOGGANING. 

Canton  des  Grisoni,  Feb.  10. 
FOE  the  neighbourhood  it  is  a  sultry  day ;  glass  up  to  5°  Fahrenheit 


say  openly  and  pompously  to  my  fellows.  With  my  own  dear  heart 
I  commune  otherwise,  saying  how  heaven  should  he  praised  for  this 
one  blessed  day's  recess  from  broken  scalp. 

If  I  have  asked  myself  once  (as  is  proper  with  an  enigma)  I  have 
asked  myself  a  thousand  times,  "  Why  did  I  come  out  nere,  to  this 
resort  of  invalids  and  polar  athletes  ?  My  right  lung  is  flawless : 
my  left  is  very  perfect.  On  the  other  hand  I  do  not  show  well  on 
ice ;  my  legs  are  ill-shaped  for  bandy  ;  curling  I  find  to  be  but  poor 
sport  after  skittles ;  and  I  have  met  one  wayfarer  only,  and  that  a 
fool,  who  did  not  laugh  upon  my  figure-skating. 

In  a  climate  where  one  must  either  do  or  suffer  something  to 
justify  one's  existence,  there  remained  this  sole  thing — to  toboggan 
1  said,  "  I  will  surely  toboggan ! " 

"Good!"  they  said;  "  hut  on  an  instrument  of  what  sort  ?  'Swiss1 
for  women  and  children ;  ordinary  '  Americas '  for  men ;  '  Skeleton 
Americas'  for  heroes." 

"  I  will  choose  the  last,"  I  said ;  for  if  I  do  anything  at  all  I  like 
to  do  it  passing  well,  and  with  the  best  of  tools. 

There  was  no  lack  of  willing  teachers  to  illustrate  for  me  the  true 
posture— renlre  a  terre,  and  to  show  me  how  I  should  go  armed  as  to 
my  Alpine  boots  with  spiked  rakes  screwed  to  the  forefront  of  my 
sole  for  the  better  negotiation  of  sharp  angles  on  th«  side  of  a  ravine. 

One  may  add  that  if  a  pine-tree,  or  a  telegraph  post,  or  an  ascend- 
ing hay-sleigh  opposes  your  career,  you  learn  by  the  simple  inter- 


position of  your  head  to  save  the  delicate  machinery  <  f  the  toboggan 
from  brutallzation.  It  may  be  that  by  inadvertence  you  have  at- 
tained an  impetus  so  terrific  that  you  overtake  a  walking  horse  m 
possession  of  the  path.  Once  again  your  headpiece  will  protect  the 
instrument  from  the  fiery  choler  of  the  beast's  hind  hoof.  After 
some  two  miles  of  fortuitous  descent,  diversified  by  such  checks  as 
I  have  here  shadowed  forth,  you  will  be  rounding  the  final  corner 
at  a  pointed  angle  of  45°,  travelling  perhaps  several  miles  per  hour, 
when  a  large  beer-cart  with  an  upward  tendency  will  dispute  the  road. 
Then  the  banked  snow  shall  be  your  pall,  and  your  requiescat  shall 
be  rendered  by  the  local  teamster  in  German  of  a  bastard  order. 

Nor  is  this  all.  To  the  beetling  edge  of  the  descent  you  willlfirst 
have  been  conveyed  by  an  impetuous  zieei-  spanner,  thoughtlessly  gay 
with  bells  and  feathers.  Twenty-five  candidates  having  urged 
their  claims  for  the  five  seats,  some  will  have  need  to  be  content 
to  trail  behind  on  their  toboggans.  As  one  wanting  in  experience, 
you  will  have  the  last  place  assigned  to  you,  or  else  the  last  but  one, 
with  a  casual  riderless  machine  at  the  tail-end  to  give  you  an  unholy 
spasm  as  it  swings  off  the  track  round  the  comers.  At  intervals, 
while  your  pensive  mind  is  absorbed  upon  the  maintenance  of  a  happy 
equilibrium,  rendered  strangely-difficult  by  the  ruthless  speed  of 
the  sleigh,  some  two  or  perhaps  three  of  the  tailing-party  will  fall 
off  in  front.  The  sharp  contact  of  several  raked  boots  with  your 
open  countenance  draws  your  attention  to  the  altered  condition  of 
things.  Over  the  mangled  bodies  of  friend  and  foe  vou  are  carried 
forward.  The  sleigh  is  tardily  arrested,  and  your  innocent  head 
becomes  the  recipient  of  fearless  abuse. 

Or  again,  from  some  mountain-hut  upon  the  route  issues  forth  a 
gross  and  even  elephantine  dog,  born  of  unhallowed  union  between  a 
wolf-hound  and  an  evilly-bred  St.  Bernard.  Foiled  in  his  attack 
upon  the  head  of  the  caravan  he  revenges  himself  upon  the  out- 
stretched leg  of  the  hindmost.  The  lacerated  calf  will  be  your  own. 

This  is  well  enough  in  open  daylight,  and  when  you  are  swathed  in 
buskins  from  heel  to  hip,  and  your  rakes  are  good  for  retaliation. 
But  in  doubtful  moonlight  with  the  air  at  15°  below  zero,  as  you 
toboggan  back  to  your  hostelry  in  the  valley  from  a  fancy  dress  ball, 
where  you  have  simulated  Hamlet  in  black  silk  tights  and  pumps, 
the  humour  lies  purely  on  the  side  of  the  dog. 

But  apart  from  the  lower  animal  nature,  in  this  barbaric  sport  you 
_re  never  confident  of  your  dearest  friends.  Thus,  we  had  been  a 
pleasant  and  hilarious  party  at  the  international  bal  masque :  the 
ardour  of  the  stirrup-cup  was  still  upon  us  as  we  attained  the  brow 
of  the  decline.  By  a  happy  inspiration  I  had  proposed  that  my 
friend  Mr.  STARK  MutTRO,  being  a  heavy-weight  and  disguised  as  a 
Viilsunga  Saga,  should  proceed  in  the  van  to  clear  any  incidental 
drift  or  desultory  avalanche.  He  disappeared  headlong  down  the 
pine-forest  track  followed  by  the  Ace  of  Clubs,  a  Sardinian  Brigand, 
and  a  Tonsured  Benedictine.  All  the  costumes  gained  in  picturesque- 
ness  from  the  Arctic  background. 

The  New  Woman  of  the  party,  attired  as  Good  Queen  BESS,  begged 
m«  to  precede  her,  arguing  that  I  should  go  faster  on  my  Skeleton 
than  she  on  her  Swiss.  I  engaged  to  do  so  on  the  understanding  that 
she  should  allow  me  seven  minutes'  start  in  case  of  eventualities, 
the  course  being  usually  done  in  some  5J  minutes  under  happy  con- 
ditions. She  was  to  be  succeeded  by  Antigone,  the  Spirit  of  the 
Engadine  and  the  Mother  of  the  Gracchi. 

I  do  not  greatly  care  to  linger  over  the  details  of  my  descent.  . 
had  started  gaily  humming  those  Elizabethan  lines,  "  Fain  wnuld  I 
climb,  but  that  I  fear  to  fall,"— out  of  pure  gallantry  to  Good  Queen 
BESS  who  had  given  me  a  daintv  little  c  >w-bell  as  a  favour  at  the 
cotillon ;  and  1  had  been  travelling  cautiously  for  8J  minutes,  with 
my  nose,  no  fewer  than  six  fingers,  and  all  the  toes  on  each  foot 
frostbitten,  and  a  half-moon  piece  already  gone  out  of  my  calf  at  the 
spot  where  it  had  attracted  the  notice  of  the  St.  Bernard  wolf-hound, 
when,  even  as  I  was  navigating  a  rotten  bridge  at  a  sharp  turn,  I 
heard  a  rushing  sound  out  of  the  night  behind  me,  and  "  Achtung  !  " 
(the  terrible  warning-note  of  the  tobogganer)  rang  in  my  stricken  ear. 

I  had  barely  time  to  throw  a  backward  glance  of  horror  and 
deprecation,  when  the  projecting  feet  of  Good  Queen  BESS,  her 
toboggan  and  her  spiked  steering -pegs  were  upon  me. 

The  bridge  had  never  been  strong  in  point  of  bulwarks ;  the 
torrent  which  it  spans  is  rapid  and  fed  from  icy  heights  ;  its  banks 
do  not  lend  themselves  to  debarkation. 

****** 

When  I  recovered  consciousness  by  force  of  exquisitely  painful 
restoratives  applied  by  the  ViJlsunga  Saga,  the  Mother  of  the 
Gracchi  and  Good  Queen  BESS  (herself  unscratched,  though  the 
plush  of  her  toboggan  was  tarnished  with  my  gore),  1  was  solemnly 
intoning,  "  World  without  end :  Achtung .' "  with  all  the  conviction 
of  a  cathedral  tenor.  I  am  going  home  the  day  after  to-morrow. 


SUGGESTION. — A  certain  restaurant  not  a  hundred  miles  away  from 
the  St.  James's  Theatre  advertises,  among  other  attractions,  "  Diner 
Salon  Gobelin,  Is.  6d."  But  wouldn't  it  be  more  appropriate  to 
spell  the  last  word  "  Gobbling  "  ? 
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TH£  ECUADOR  BONDHOLDER'S 
SONG. 

AIR — "  Toreador." 

I "  After  it*  recent  behariour,  Ecua- 
dor cannot  be  8*id  to  hare  any  credit 
worth  talking  about."—  Timet  City 
Article,  Fekrtury  10.] 

ECUADOR,  oontentoP 

Ecuador!  Ecuador! 
You  have  all  our  money  spent  0, 

Who  will  lend  you  more  ? 

No  one  here  on  British  shore 

Will  lend  you  more,  Ecuador ! 
Ecuador ! 


FROM  H.  W.  L.'s  SUMMARY  OF 
THE  DEBATE  LAST  THURSDAY  IN 
THE  DAILY  Nswa. — "  Mr.  BABLOW 
approved  the  action  of  the  Govern- 
ment in  exempting  coarser  yarns 
from  duties."  This  is  not  exactly 
what  might  have  been  expected 
from  Mr.  BARLOW,  but  no  doubt 
Masters  SANDFORD  and  MEBTON 
in  the  Strangers'  Gallery  were 
mightily  delighted  at  the  pros- 
pect of  "  coarser  yarns  " — (which 
is  only  another  name  for  men's 
stories  after  dinner  when  the 
ladies  have  left  the  room) — being 
"  exempted  from  duties."  Really 
our  old  friend,  the  preceptor  of 
SANDFOBD  and  MERTON,  has  de- 
teriorated, and  Mr.  Punch  is 
severely  against  him  on  this  point. 


FEDERATION    FOR    THE    SNOW-SWEEPERS. 

Leader.  "  Now,  DON'T  FORGET,  THE  UNION  RATE  OF  PAY  is  FOUM>ENC»  A  DOORWAT.     ANT 
CHAP  WORKIN'  FOR  LESS  is  A  BLOOM  IN'  '  BLACKLEG  '  I  " 


THE  BOOT-BILLS  OF  NARCISSUS. 

AN  IRRELEVANT  BIOGRAPHY. 

(Scraps  collected  by  Richard  Medallion.) 

SCRAP  I.— HORTICULTURE.    (Boot-treet.) 

"  AH  1  old  men's  boots  don't  go 
there.  Sir,"  said  the  boot-maker  to 
me  one  day,  rather  pointedly,  point- 
ing to  the  toes  of  the  boots  I  had 
brought  him  for  mending.  As  I 
danced  home,  writing  another 
chronicle  with  every  springing 
step,  the  remark  filled  me  with 
reflection— such  reflection,  reader, 
as  your  mirror  shows  you  when 
you  gaze  in  it  to  rejoice  in  your 
own  beauty. 

Have  you  kept  a  diary  for  thirty 
years  P  Dear  me !  And  have  yon 
kept  your  gas  bills,  your  water- 
rates,  your  Christmas-cards,  your 
writs,  your  circulars  of  summer 
sales  ?  I  might  never  have  under- 
taken  to  write  this  biography  if  I 
had  not  chanced  one  evening — 
being  unoccupied — to  break  open 
a  private  desk  belonging  to  my 
friend  NARCISSUS,  and  tearing 
open  an  envelope  (sealed,  and 
labelled  "  Compromising  Post- 
cards— to  be  opened  before  my 
death")  came  across  these  old 
boot- bills,  and  been  struck  by  the 
manner  in  which  there  lay  re- 
vealed in  them  the  story  of  the 
years  over  which  they  ran.  .  .  . 


SCRAP  II.— THB  HAPPY  HOME. 
The  first  night  we  went  to  see 
GEORGE  DONKEYSTIR  we  heard  in 
the  kitchen  a  curious  voice — sug- 
gestive somehow  of  vine-leaves  in 
the  hair— singing  "  Ouri  it  a 


1'ublishi'd  at  the  Bodily  Head.    A 
body  and  precious  lutle  head. 


Happy,  Happy  Hume  !  "    la  the  hall  we  saw  none  but  a  wee  boy 
of  four,  standing  on  his  head,  balancing  a  billiard-cue  on  his  chin. 


"  All  done  by  kindness !  "  lisped  the  little  chap. 
As  we  made  an  attempt  to  enter  the  dining-room, 
what  thould  fall  on  our  heads  but  a  great  wet 
sponge,  backed  by  a  ring  of  laughter  from  the 
hidden  prompter,  and  GEORGE  appeared,  shouting 
"Bo!"  followed  by  the  loving  wife,  who  helped 
to  make  the  fun  possible.  What  a  time  we  had  I 
From  the  moment  we  arrived  (and  fell  over  a 
'string  adroitly  arranged  by  the  dear  little  children 
across  the  little  hall)  to  the  moment  that  we  had 
got  into  our 
little  apple-pie 
beds,  all  was 
fun,  frolic, 

merriment,   andj  domestic  joy. 

Just  as  we  were  falling  asleep, 

tired  out  with  a  happy  evening, 

we  were  disturbed  by  a  chorus, 

as  of  u-aitt,  tinging  outside  our 

room  these  beautiful  words — 

"  0 !  FLO,  what  a  change  you  know  ! 
When  he  left  the  Tillage  he  was  «hy, 
But  since  he  come  into  a  little  bit 

of  uploth 
Hi*  golden  hair  is  hanging  down 

his  back ! " 

This  was  more  of  GEORGE'S  loving  ingenuity.  But  we  wished  he 
had  made  it  rhyme.  His  wife  had  helped  him,  but  she  would  not 
take  the  credit.  "  That  was  GEORGE'S  idea,"  laughed  along  her  lips. 
I  threatened  "  to  make  copy "  of  him,  and  now  1  have  done  it. 
Moreover,  I  shall  further  presume  on  bis  forbearance  by  writing  no 
more  about  him  for  the  present. 


ALL  THE  DIFFERENCE.— In  the  programme  of  the  Ballad  Concerts 
given  in  the  Times,  Mr.  BEN  DA  VIES  was  advertised  to  sing  SULLI- 
VAN'S "  Come,  Come,  Margherita."  Now  the  title  of  this  song  is  its 
refrain,  i.e.,  "Corns.  MARGHEHITA,  come!"  which  is  evidently  a 
lover's  passionate  invitation,  while  if  it  is  written  as  "  Come,  Come, 
Margherita,"  it  is  clearly  only  an  expostulation  of  a  rather  common- 
place character  uttered  to  M\Hc;nERJTA,  who  has  been  exasperatingly 
petulant,  and  who  won't  come  when  asked.  For  many  many  years 
it  was  the  fashion  (as  it  still  is  with  the  veteran  tenor)  for  MAUD 
to  be  invited  to  "  come  into  the  garden,"  just  as  the  fly  used  to  be 
requested  by  the  spider  to  "walk  into  his  parlour.  Now  H 
MAROHERITA  who  is  having  her  turn  (in  the  garden)  with  BEN  DAVOS. 
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THE   SPORTING    INSTINCT. 


'OMB  ALONG,  BOBBIE!    DON'T  LAO  BEHIND!" 

'WAIT  A ^MINUTE,  MOTHEB,      THERE  ARE  TWO  SOLDIERS  OOINO  TO   MEET.      I  JUST  WANT 
TO   SEE   1UE    DATTLK  I 


"WHITTINGTON  EEDIVIVUS;" 
OH,  TUE  BURDEN  OF  THE  BELLS. 

The  new  Progressive  Dick  ffhiUington,  would-be 
Lord  M'iyor  of  London,  sittetb  on  Satur- 
day, March,  2,  1895,  and  meditateth  on  the 
probable  meaning  of  the  L.  G.  C,  Election 
JStUi:— 

HEAR  the  loud  Election  bells- 
Noisy  bells ! 
What  a  world  of  wonderment  their  clatter- 
el  a~h  compels ! 
How  they  jangle,  jangle,  jangle, 

On  the  air  of  coming  night ! 
Like  committee-men  a-wrangle. 
And  my  thoughts  are  in  a  tangle 
Of  mixed  doldrums  and  dtlight. 
How  they  chime,  chime,  chime  I 
In  my  head  there  runs  a  rhyme, 


And  I  wish  I  were  but  certain  what  their 

shindying  foretells, 
What  a  future  I  may  gather  from  the  voices 

of  the  bells— 
The  jangling  and  the  wrangling  of  the 

bells! 

Now  they  sound  like  wedding  bells. 

Golden  bells! 
Meaning   mischief   in   their   music   to    the 

Moderates  and  the  swells ! 
Their  vibrations  there 's  a  vox  in 
Which  to  me  sounds  like  a  tocsin. 
From  their  molten  golden  notes, 

All  in  tnne, 

What  a  pleasant  st.und  there  floats 
Like  a  promise  of  Progressive  Party  Votes, 

Blessed  boon! 

Oh,  from  Bow  to  Sadler's  Wells, 
What  a  guth  of  Unity  voluminously  swells. 


How  it  swells  1 
How  it  dweils 

On  the  Future  I  how  it  tells 
Of  the  Progress  that  impels 
To  the  swinging  and  the  ringing 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells. 
From  the  Brixtons,  Claphams,  Southwarks, 

Islingtons  and  Clerkenwells, 
To  the  rhyming  and  the  chiming  of  those 
bells  f 

Hear  the  Rate-Alarum  bells — 

Brazen  bells  I — 
What  base  tarradiddles  their  loud  turbulency 

tells! 

In  men's  startled  ears  in  spite, 
How  they  scream  out  their  affright.! 
Too  much  horrified  to  speak 
They  can  only  shriek,  shriek, 

Through  the  fog, 
In  a  clamorous  appealing  to  the  voters  to 

retire 
That  much  Progressive  Party,  which— much 

like  the  Kates,  or  fire-^- 
Climbeth  higher,  higher,  higher, 
With  a  desperate  desire, 
And  a  bull}  ing  endtavour 
Now — now  to  sit,  or  never 

In  the  seat  of  Gog-Magog ! 
Oh,  those  bells,  bells,  bells, 
What  a  tale  thtir  terror  tells 

Of  dei-pair ! 

What  reac'ionary  roar! 
What  a  horror  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  City  and  Mayfair. 
Yet  the  far  it  fully  knows 
By  their  twanging 
And  their  clanging 
How  the  voting  ebb<  and  flows. 
Yet  the  ear  distinctly  telli 

In  the  janglingand  the  wrangling 
How  Monopoly  guilts  or  swells 
By  the  sinking  or  the  swelling  in  the  clangour 
of  the  is e  bells — 

Beastly  bells  !— 
Their  is  Landlordism,  Ground-rents,  Dirty 

Slums,  and  Drinking  Hells 
In  the  clamour  of  those  norrid  Moderate 
bells! 

Hear  the  rolling  of  the  bells, — 

Polling  bells ! 
What  a  world  of  solemn  thought  their  monody 

compels. 

So  DICK  WHITTINGTON — poor  wight ! — 
Heard  them  ringing,  with  delight 
At  the  fair  prophetic  promise  of  their  tone ! 
For  every  sound  that  floats 
May  1  too  hope  my  votes 

Will  have  grown  ? 
And  the  People — ah,  the  People ! — 
Is  their  verdict,  from  each  steeple, 

All  mine  own  ? 
D.ies  that,  tolling,  tolling,  tolling, 

Mean  "  Return  again  my  DICK  1 " 
Or  do  they  as  they  're  rolling 

Mean  "turn  out"  or  "cut  jour  stick! "? 
Shall  1  be  "  Lord  Mayor  of  London"  '( 
Or  are  we  Progressives  undone 

At  the  Polls  ? 
Pussy,  what  is  it  that  tolls 
From  each  belfry,  as  it  rolls, 

Rollsi' 

A  pwan  from  the  bells 
To  the  Party  of  the  Swells  ? 
Or  a  message  from  the  bells 
That  Reaction  howl«  and  jells? 
Does  that  tintinnabulation 
Mean  fal-e  JOK  s  "  Temtioation  " 
Or  our  own  "  Unification  "  'f 
Sounds  dear  "  Betterment "  this  time 
In  the  rolling  Runic  rhyme 

Of  the  bells  P 
Does  their  throbbing  mean  that  jobbing, 
And  the  London  Landlord's  robbing, 
Find  their  finish  in  these  btlli '( 
That  Monopoly  is  sobbing 
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To  the  fobbing  of  those  bells  ? 
That  their  knells,  knells,  knells, 

Ring  out  in  Runic  rhyme '( 
Dof  s  the  rolling  of  those  belW 

Mean  that  I  turn  out  this  time  ? 
Can  they  possibly  mean  that, 
Faithful,  purring,  Pussy-Cat, 
After  all  your  sweet  mol-rowmg  ? 
Sounds  the  verdict  "  DICK  is  going" 
In'the  tolling  of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 

bells, 
In  the  moaning  and  the  groaning  of  the  bells? 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MBS.  BONNER  has  done  well  to  write  a 
record  of  the  life  and  work  of  her  father, 
CHABLES  BBADLAUGH,  which  FISHER  UNWIN 
publishes  in  two  volumes.  If  it  had  been 
one  'twould  have  been  better.  Mrs.  BONNEB 
has  been  assisted  in  her  labours  by  Mr.  J.  M. 
ROBEBTSON,  who  deals  with  Mr.  BBADLAUGB'S 
political  doctrine  and  work,  and  describes  in 
detail  his  parliamentary  struggle.  The  con- 
sequence is  that  the  record  runs  into  two 
closely-printed  volumes,  a  proportion  that 
somewhat  overweights  the  interest  of  the 
subject.  Mrs.  BOXNEU  is,  naturally,  indig- 
nant at  the  treatment  her  father  received  in 
the  early  days  of  his  parliamentary  life  and 
in  other  public  relations.  But  Mr.  I'.K \ i>- 
LAUQH  was  a  lighting  man.  He  gave  hard 
knocks  and,  to  do  him  justice,  did  not  unduly 
complain  when  knocks  were  dealt  back  to 
him.  It  is  a  pathetic  story  how  the  crowning 
triumph  of  his  life  came  in  the  hour  of  hit 
death.  He  never  knew  that  the  House  of 
Commons  had  unanimously  agreed  to  the 
motion  which  expunged  from  its  journals 
the  resolution  excluding  the  junior  member 
for  Northampton  from  its  membership.  That 
confession,  my  Baronite  says,  was  the  com- 
pleteet  justification  of  the  action  on  Mr. 
BBADLAUGH'S  part  that  enlivened  the  Par- 
liament of  1880-5  and  was  the  immediate 
cause  of  the  birth  of  the  Fourth  Party. 

Mr.  JOHN  DAVIDSON'S  Earl  Lavender  is 
"perniciousnonsense/'andtheAubrey-Beards- 
ley  frontispiece — if,  considering  its  subject,  it 
can,  with  absolute  correctness,  be  described 
as  a  "/ronrispiece," — might,  a  few  years  ago, 
have  endangered  its  existence.  But  "I  sup- 
pose," quoth  the  Baron,  "I  am  becoming  old- 
fashioned,  and  'we  have  changed  all  that 
now.'  But  in  view  of  this  extraordinary  illus- 
tration, i»  it  a  book  that  can  be  left  out '  pro- 
miscuously-like '  on  the  drawing-room  tablet' 
I  trow  not,"  quoth  the  Baron.  "And  as  to 
The  Great  God  fan  ('Key-note'  series), 
well  —  infernally  or  diabolically  clever  it 
may  be,  but,  were  I  informed,"  quoth  the 
Baron,  "  that  we  should  never  look  upon  its 
like  again,  I,  for  one,  could  not  grieve." 

Another  Keynote  worthy  book  .i.e.,  one  quite 
worthy  to  belong  I  o  such  of  the  Key-note  series 
us  the  Baron  has  read,  is  The  IJancing  Faun. 
Had  a  novel  appeared  some  years  ago  in  the 
palmy,  but  not  less  leggy,  days  of  the  drama 
at  the  Gaiety,  entitled  The  Dancing  Vaughan, 
when  the  elegant  KATE  of  that  ilk  was  the 
light  and  leading  tlanseusv,  what  a  vogue 
such  a  volume  would  have  had  among  the 
patrons  of  the  above-mentioned  Temple  of 
Burlesque  -  Extravaganza.  "  Ou  sont  les 
ueiges  ifantan  t"  and  "  Where  is  dat  barty 
now  •(  "  B.  DE  B.-W. 


A  DOUBLE  APPLICABILITY.—"  Intrigues 
which  reader  stable  government  impossible," 
though  a  phrase  applied  by  the  Times  to 
Egyptian  affairs,  would,  it  is  clear,  be  ap- 
plicable to  attempts  to  get  at  the  jockey,  or 
the  stable  assistants,  guarding  the  loose  box 
ol  the  Derby  favourite. 


Professional  Model.  "  IT  '»  COMIN'  TO  SOMKFINO,  BOKNET  JONES  A  DKAWBIH'  FC» 
DAILY  PAPERS  I  BAD  BNCF  WHEN  'K  DRAW'D  FUR  THE  FK-AY-TKKS.  I  RECKON  'K  'LL  BK 
ON  THE  PAVBMBNT  NEXT." 

[Note. — Sir  EDWARD  BURNE-JONES.  who  deiigned  the  costumes  for  the  L-c-m,  has  made  a  drawing 
representing  "  Labour  "  for  the  J)-ly  Chr-n-cle.] 


A  SONNET  OF  SONNETS. 
(A  Dreadful  Object-Lesson.) 

I  'vEoften  thought  I  M  like  to  write  a  sonnet, 
1  wonder,  though,  if  I  can  find  the  way. 
Sometimes  you  muse  upon  your  mistress — 

say 

Her  eyebrow,  then  you  poetise  upon  it. 
Maybe  instead  you  celebrate  her  bonnet, 
A  striking  symphony  in  green  or  grey. 
And  when  it's  done,  for  many  and  many  a 

day, 

With  eager  eye,  you  ever  scan  and  con  it, 
Intent  on  seeing  that  it 's  quite  correct, 
And  free  from  all  suspicion  of  defect, 
No  inauspicious  phrase,  no  halting  line. 
And  when  the  time  of  scrutiny  is  past 
Your  thought  is  probably  exactly  mine — 
Thank  heaven  I  the  horrid  thing  is  done 
at  last ! 


A   CABINET   COUNCIL   RECORD. 

THE  St.  James's  Gazette,  in  giving  the 
news  of  the  Cabinet  Council  meeting  last 
Thursday,  said,  "  Mr.  JOHN  MORLEY  left  at 
12.30,  and  Mr.  FOWLER  a  few  minutes  later ; 
but  a  messenger  was  almost  immediately 
despatched  to  call  the  last-named  Minister 
back,  and  he  returned  to  the  Council  Room, 
and  remained  until  12.35,  when  the  Council 
broke  up." 

12.30— Mr.  MORLET  leaves. 

12.33,  »'.«.  "a  few  minutes  later"— Mr. 
FOWLKK  leaves. 

12.33J—  Messenger  sent  after  Mr.  FOWLKR. 

12.34$ — Messenger  returns  withMr.FowLEB. 

12.341 — Discussion  with  Mr.  FOWLKK. 

12.35 — Cabinet  Council  breaks  up. 

So  you  see  a  good  deal  may  happen  in  five 
minutes. 
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AN    AUTHORITY    ON    FASHION. 

Jones  (who  has  come  to  stay  the  night  at  lAUle  Peddlington  HaU,  and 
finds  he's  forgotten  to  bring  his  white  ties).  "I  WANT  SOME  WHITE 
EVENING  TIES,  PLEASE." 

The  Pillage  Draper.  "  I  'M  SOEKY  WE  'AVTEN'T  GOT  ANT  IN  STOCK, 
SIR.  You  SEE  THE  WHITE  TIB  SEASON  HAS  'ARDLT  COMMENCED  ! " 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 

AT  the  re-opening  of  the  Royal  United  Service  Institation  last 
week  by  H  R.H.  the  Prince  of  WALES,  in  new  premises  at  Whitehall, 
a  novel  and  ingenious  electrical  instrument  was  exhibited.  By  means 
of  this  addition  to  the  list  of  communicators  a  general  in  the  field  is 
able  not  only  to  send  an  autograph  letter  to  a  colleague  or  subordi- 
nate at  a  distance,  but  al«o  to  convey  infnc  simile  a  drawing  of  his 
own  composition.  On  the  occasion  to  which  reference  i<  made,  1  he 
Prince  of  WALKS  sent  a  message  to  his  brother.  To  this  despatch  the 
Duke  of  CoNNAroHr  was  obliged  to  respond  that  he  did  not  quite  un- 
derstand its  full  meaning.  According  to  the  reports  some  slight 
error  was  rectified,  and  then  the  machine  worked  to  everyone's  satis- 
faction. However,  the  fact  remain*  that  the  ini'iil  attempt  to  convey 
intelligibly  a  message  was  nor,  entirely  successful.  To  impress  upon 
those  answerable  fur  the  perfect  action  of  the  instrument  the  im- 
purtanc-i  of  their  tatk,  we  subjoin  an  imaginary  scene  of  a  newly 
impossible  situttion.  We  will  a  sume  that  a  oommaijder-in-chiet  is 
converging  with  a  general  in  the  field  some  ten  miles  distant. 

Commnnder-in-Chirf  (wiring).  We  hear  here  that  a  force  of 
twenty-five  thousand  infantry  are  advancing  by  the  Dover  road  with 
a  view  to  turning  your  left  front. 

Oeneral  in  the  Field.  Kindly  repeat.  (Message  repeated.)  No, 
we  do  not  want  any  more  marmalade,  a<  we  have  plenty  of  butter. 

C.-in-C.  1  said  nothing  about  inirmalade,  I  was  talking  of  the 
enemy.  Twenty- five  thousand  men  are  advancing  on  your  left  front. 

Gen.  I  think  I  now  understand  what  you  mean,  but  we  can't  get 
near  Woolwich,  because  our  gas  has  failed  us.  However,  we  will 
look  out  for  the  twenty-five  thousand  balloons  you  say  are  coming. 

C.-in-C.  I  said  nothing  about  balloons.  Infantry,  I  spoke  of. 
They  are  approaching  by  the  Dover  Road. 

ff?n.  Thank  you  for  your  offer,  but  we  have  plenty  of  hammocks. 
"We  have  jn«t  seen  this.  Can  yon  identify  her '(  I  forward  sketch. 

C.-in-  C.  Yon  have  sent  me  whit  appears  to  be  a  drawing  of  either 
a  grand  pianoforte  or  a  hippopotamus.  Which  i*  it  ? 


G«i.  It  in  very  difficult  t*.  make  out  your  message".  We  think 
we  u  iderstand  ymr  last.  Yfp,  the  mail  to  India  did  start  without 
the  el  -phants.  We  did  not  knew  that  any  had  been  ordered. 

C.-'n-  C.  I  said  nothing  abuui  elephants.  What  is  the  meaning  of 
your  drawing?  .,  , 

Get.  Very  sorry;  can't  maie  out  your  message.  .besides,  nave 
no  m  >re  time  for  telegraphing.  Twenty-five  thousand  infantry  of 
the  e  lemy  have  just  been  noticed  on  the  Dover  Road,  threatening 
our  left  front.  Why  did  vou  rot  tell  us  they  were  o jtning ? 

But  of  course,  as  we  have  already  said,  when  the  hour  arrives 
everything  will  be  in  perfect  working  order.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
there  will  be  a  eupplemen  ary  t-ignal  to  be  used  in  cases  of  extreme 
emergency,  to  decide  promptly  a  line  of  action  where  two  courses  are 
open  for  adoption.  It  might  signify  "  Toss  up." 

Nursery  Rhyme  for  the  New  Woman. 
(  When  Literary.) 

I  HAD  a  brutal  husband,  as  is  our  sex's  doom, 

I  put  him  in  a  problem-novel ;  then  I  made  it  boom ! 

I  bought  a  little  "  Log-roller"  who  twaddled  up  and  down, 

Discovered  it,  and  slavered  it,  and  made  it  take  the  town. 

But  meaner  beauties  of  my  sex  declared  I  wore  blue  hose, 

And  at  my  Gospel  of  Revolt  cocked  each  a  pretty  nose. 

"THE  RIVALS"  AT  THE  A.  D.  C. 

ONCK  again  I  salute  you,  oh  actors  of  the  Cambridge  A.  D.  C.,  and 
congratulate  you  on  your  rendering  of  The  Rirals — no  mean  task  for 
a  body  of  amateur  actors.  Specially  do  I  note  the  admirably  and 
grotesquely 
humorous  im- 
personation of 
Mrs,  Mala- 
prop  by  Mr. 
R.  A.  AUSTVN 
LHIGH.  Will 
the  elab  rate 
Wildean  vara- 
doxes  have  to 
a  future  gene- 
rati'in  the 
freshness  and 
the  langh'er- 
pro  voking 
qualities  of 
Mrs.  Mala- 
p  r  o  p's  d  e- 
rangements? 
I  doubt  it.  At 
Cambridge  the1 
other  day  I  saw 
a  learned  Doc- 
tor of  Letters 
in  convulsions 
over  theMala- 
propian  sallies. 
Will  a  Doctor 
of  Letters  to- 
wards the  end 
of  the  next 
century  be  eeen 
to  smile  over 
OSCAR'S  inver- 
sion* ?  Mr.  R. 
BiLFOtTKmade 
an  excellent 
Bub  Acres, 

broad  in  his  char  ic'erisation,  self-posfe^sed  and  clear.  I 
have  called  him,  however,  a  iritte  too  smart  and  modish  in  dres*. 
Mr.  GKIKIE  was  very  effective  in  the  rages  of  Sir  Anthony,  and  Mr. 
WATSON  played  well  as  Jack  Absolute.  Admirable,  loo.  was  the  Fag 
of  Mr.  TALBOT.  The  leading  ladies  were,  as  usual,  miracles  <f  curls 
and  divine  complexions.  Yet  did  their  voices  and  their  hands  bewray 
them.  We  were  fortunately  spared  the  gloomy  maunderings  ot 
Julia  and  Faulkland.  "  Hearty  congratters,"  as  they  ;say  at  the 
sister  university.  A  VAORANT. 

HER  PCZZLE.— "  I  recollect,"  quoth  Mrs.  R.,  "  a  sort  of  riddle  that 
used  to  puzzle  me  when  I  was  a  child,  and  I  can't  say  I  quite  see  tht 
an«wer  now.  It  is  this:  'If  DICK'S  uncle  is  M'S  son,  what  lation 
is  DICK  to  JOHN  P ' " 

"  THE  RTOHT  MAN  nr  THE  WRONG  PLACE."— LABBT,  M.P., 
the  Unionist  Lobby,  Monday,  February  18. 
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Son  of  Toil.    "  Ow   YUS,   ME   AN'  MY   Missrs  GITS  ON  FCST-CLOHSS  TEROITHBR,  SIR. 
REO'LAK  CHUMMY,  VE  ORE.     I  TELLS  'JR  BVKBYTHIKK  I" 
J  hilant hr'fiitt.   "  EVER  TBLL  HRR  A  LlKJ" 
Son  of  Tail.  " TELLS  'IR  EVERTTTHINK,  I  TELL  YER I" 


THE  ADVISABILITY  OF  NOT  BEING 
BR  L'CHT  UP  IN   A  HANDBAG. 

A  TRIVIAL  TRAGEDY  VOR  WONDUHFUL  PEOPLE. 

(fragment  found  between  the  St.  James's  and 
UaynaiTat  Thtatres  ) 

AUNT  AUGUSTA  (an  Aunt). 
COUSIN  CICELY  (a  Ward}. 
AlGY  (a  Fhilbrpate). 
DOBI«N  (a  Butti'ti-htile). 
THE  PUKE  OF  BFRWICK. 

TIME — The  of  her  day.  The  PCENE  is  in  a 
garden,  and  begins  and  ends  with  rela- 
tions. 

Algy  (eating  cucumber-sandwiches}.  Do 
yon  know,  Aunt  AUGUSTA,  I  am  afraid  I 
thall  not  be  able  to  come  to  your  dinner  to- 
night, after  all.  My  friend  BUHBUBT  has 
had  a  relapse,  ai.d  my  jilape  is  by  bis  ride. 

Aunt  Avg  'Ufa  (drinking  ten^.  Really, 
ALGT  !  It  will  put  my  table  out  dreadfully. 
And  who  will  arrange  my  music  ? 

Dorian,  /will  arrange  your  music.  Aunt 
AUGUSTA.  I  know  all  about  music.  I  have 
an  extraordinary  collection  of  musical  instru- 
ments. 1  give  curiuus  concerts  every  Wed- 
nesday in  a  long  latticed  room,  where  -wild 
tear  mad  music  from  little  zither*, 


and  I  have  brown  Algerians  who  beat  mono- 
tomutly  upon  copper  diums.  Besides,  I  have 
s-et  myself  to  music.  And  it  has  not  marred 
me.  1  am  ftill  the  same.  Moreno,  if  anything. 

Cicrly.  Shall  you  like  dining  at  WILLIS  s 
wilb  Mr.  DORIAN-  to-night.  Cousin  ALGT  J* 

Algy  (erasively).  It 's  much  nicer  being  here 
with  yon.  Cousin  CICELY. 

Aunt  Augusta.  Sweet  child !  I  see  distinct 
social  probabilities  in  her  profile.  Mr.  DORIAN 
has  a  besu'iful  nature.  And  it  is  such  a 
blessing  to  think  that  he  was  not  brought  up 
in  a  handbag,  like  so  many  young  men  of 
the  present  day. 

Algy.  It  is  such  a  blessing,  Aunt  AUGUSTA, 
that  a  woman  always  grows  exactly  like  her 
aunt.  It  is  such  a  curse  that  a  man  never 
grows  exactly  like  his  uncle.  It  is  the 
greatest  tragedy  of  modern  life. 

Dorian.  To  be  really  modern  one  should 
have  no  soul.  To  be  really  mediaeval  one  should 

have  no  cigarettes.    To  De  really  Greek 

[The  Duke  of  BEHWICK  rites  in  a  marked 
manner,  and  leaves  the  garden. 

Cicely  (writes  in  her  diary,  and  then  reads 
aloud  dreamily}.  "The  Duke  of  BEKWICK 
rose  in  a  marked  manner,  and  left  the  garden. 
The  weather  continues  charming."  .... 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FB.OM  THB  DIARY  or  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  February  18. 
— Debate  on  Address  finished  at  last.  Been 
on  the  whole  dreary  business.  Instead  of 
sharp  roar  of  honest  artillery  from  Opposition 
camp  at  opening  of  campaign,  series  of  squib* 
popped  off ;  some  of  them  damp.  Novel  idea 
at  commencement  of  new  Session  for  Opposi- 
tion chiefs  to  lurk  in  the  wood  armed  with 
blunderbusses,  watching  efforts  of  lesser  vil- 
lains to  waylay  and  murder  Ministers,  they 
coming  on  scene  when  these  efforts  been 
repulsed.  Novel,  but  on  whole  not  H>  suc- 
cessful that  we  are  likely  to  see  repetition. 

Odd  thing  is  that  in  series  of  divisions 
Government  had  nea»e-t  squeak  on  motion 
for  the  Closure.  S.  WOODS  had  amendment 
on  paper;  wanted  to  have  debate  adjourned 
«o  that  another  day  mivht  be  appropriated 
for  hit  use  ;  SQUIBB  OF  MALWOOD  thought 
really  been  enough  talk  r- und  Address. 
Moved  closure.  WOODS  and  two  or  time 
other  go<>d  Radioali  go  into  Lobby  against 
Ministers;  other*  abstain  :  Opposition  seeing 
opportunity  nock  into  Lobby ;  Ministry  saved 
by  eight  votes. 

"  Y™,"  said  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  as  we 
walked  home  together,  after  la«t  divi*i«n,  "it 
is  not  exactly  encouraging.  But  what  dis- 
tres-es  me  most  is  the  wav  some  of  our  fellows 
talk  about  ROSEBKKY.  Used  to  be  old  con- 
stitutional maxim  that  the  King  can  do  no 
wrong.  Modern  reading  on  our  side  is  that 
PKKMIF.R  can  do  no  right.  Speeches  like 
DILKB'B  to-night  hurt  me  more  than  anything 
el*e."  This  conversation  followed  clove  on 
one  I  had  earlier  in  day  with  the  noble  lord. 

"  How's  the  bquiie  looking?"  he  asked, 
anxiously.  "Bearmir  up  I  tni-t,  against  the 
fatigues  of  a  1  hankies*  ta»k.  What  a  few  of 
our  men  tay  about  me  not  the  slightest  con- 
wquence.  Pattes  over  me  like  fluttning  of 
idle  wind.  Ki  ow  all  about  it.  Could,  an'  I 
would,  describe  animating  motive  in  each 
ca-e.  What  cuts  me  to  the  heart  is  thdr 
treatment  of  the  Sj  >  •  i  K  K.  He  manages  admir- 
ably. Spates  to  labour;  makes  no  mistake. 
Yet  whenever  tome  men  returned  to  support 
us  are  not  permitted  to  take  in  own  hands 
direction  of  public  buriaess,  they  go  over  to 
the  enemy.  Gr.  at  bUs^ing  the  SQCIRE  is 
endowtd  by  nature  with  angtlio  temper. 
Otherwise,  when  this  son  of  tiling  happens. 
he  would  chuck  up  the  »h  >le  burinex*,  and 
tell  malcontents  and  deserters  to  manage 
matters  for  themselves." 

So  nice  to  have  this  state  of  things  existing. 
Sufferers  in  common  affliction,  each  thinks 
only  of  the  other.  Butinrss  done. — Address 
agreed  to  after  ten  days  talk. 

Titetday  Night. — Every  prospect  of  quiet 
eveuii  g,  even  talk  of  count  out.  After  spend- 
ing our  Lights  and  days  with  Address  during 
last  fortnight,  small  wonder  if  the  hearts  of 
Members,  untravelled.  fondly  turn  to  home. 
Diversion  created  by  appearance  on  f-cene  of 
HOWARD  VUCCENT.  Got  up  in  extraoidinary 
fashion.  Round  his  want  a  h.lt,  in  which 
slung  miscellaneous  assortment  of  bnith<s 
and  oth»r  artiilcs  if  domestie  use.  Pendent 
were  hair  brui-hee,  hat  bruthes,  tooth  brushes, 
bxit  brushes  (with  case  in  solid  leather), 
whisk  brooms,  carpet  sweepers,  wall  blushes, 
chimney-sweeping  machine  (with  whaltbune 
head  and  chimney  cloth),  deck  scrubbers, 
one  Venetian  blind- duster,  feather  brushes 
(eight  feet  long  with  jointed  handles),  floor 
polishers,  hearth  brushes  (white  hair  and 
black),  lamp  brushes,  and  one  hair  waver 
patent  for  producing  in  a  few  minutes, 
without  the  use  of  heated  irons,  a  natural 
wavy  appearance  in  the  hair.  (FKASK 
LOCKWOOD  much  interested  in  this.) 
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Other  brushes  peeped  out  from  every 
pocket  save  th^sel  at  coat-tails,  which,  as 
being  morelroomy/were  reserved  for  speci- 
mens of  filters,  fish-kettles,  bread-platters, 
revolving  boot-cleaners,  specimens  of  boxes 
in  which  eggs  may  be  safely  sent  through 
the  parcel-post,  and  a  lemon-squash  stand 
(oak  and  nickel  mounts  complete,  with  four 
tumblers,  corkscrew,  lemon-knife,  and  glass 
sugar  basin). 

"Been  to  a  bazaar?"  I  asked;  "or 
are  you  going  to  (rive  up  military  pursuits, 
and  set  up  a  stall  somewhere  on  your  own 
account  ? 

"No,  TOBY,"  said  the  Colonel,  severely 
— "  would  you  just  hitch  round  the  handle 
of  that  frying-pan  ?  Thank  you ;  it  might 
get  in  HARTLEY'S  way  whilst  I  am  address- 
ing the  House— these  few  things  you  see 
only  partially  concealed  about  my  person 
are  the  result  of  the  labours  of  convicts  and 
felons  working  in  foreign  prisons.  A  Gov- 
ernment lost  to  all  sense  of  public  duty 
permits  their  free  importation,  to  the  detri- 
ment of  honest  British  workman.  You  'd 
better  stop  and  hear  me  broil  BRYCE." 

Colonel  walked  off  with  curious  clatter, 
much  more  effective  than  the  spurs  he 
wears  on  field  days  with  the  Queen's  West- 
minster Volunteers.  Most  interesting  lec- 
ture, occasionally  marred  by  Colonel, 
intending  at  particular  point  to  produce  a 
blanking-brush,  fishing  forth  from  his  mis- 
cellaneous store  a  plated  biscuit-box.  But 
the  moral  all  the  same.  The  articles  all 
made  in  Germany  or  elsewhere  on  Conti- 
nent. BRYCE  glad  to  get  out  of  difficulty 
by  offering  Committee. 

Business  done. — Motion  carried  for  re- 
striction of  foreign  prison-made  goods. 

Thursday    A  fternoon.— "  Hist  I  "     said 


Colonel  Howard  Vincent 
and  has  a  brush 

Sir   HENRY   JAMES   to 
JOEY  C.    "  A  word  in  thine  ear.    PRINCE  ARTHUR  away  to-night ; 


ground  clear ;  suppose  we  occupy  it  ?  show 
PRINCE  ARTHUR  now  we  would  manage 
business,  and  let  the  MARKISS  see  that 
there  are  statesmen  other  than  those  who 
hfil  from  Hatfield  and  its  dependencies. 
Here 's  this  import  duty  added  on  British 
yarn  entering  India.  Lancashire  members 
sore  about  it.  Don't  know  much  on  sub- 
ject myself,  but  can  do  simple  rule  in 
arithmetic.  If  we  can  detach  seven  or 
eight  Lancashire  Liberals  and  put  on  all 
our  forces,  the  Government  must  go.  Think 
how  pleasant  for  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  sitting 
with  his  feet  in  hot  water  and  his  head  out 
of  the  window,  to  hear  the  tramp  of  our 
messenger  along  Carl  ton  House  Terrace 
bringing  news  that  Government  is  out.  If 
we  'd  only  time  we  might  hire  man  with 
wooden-leg,  like  the  party  in  Treasure 
Island,  wasn't  it?  Sound  of  wooden-leg 
tramping  along  silent  broadway  where 
PRINCE  ARTHUR  lives,  and  is  just  now 
nursing  his  cold,  would  be  most  dramatic. 
That  a  mere  detail.  Thing  is  this,  Indian 
cotton  business  is  so  much  gun-cotton  for 
Government ;  I  apply  torch  ;  up  they  go — 
HARCOURT,  FOWLER,  ASQUITH  (who  was  so 
rude  to  you  the  other  night) ,  and  the  rest  of 
them.  What  do  you  think  ?  " 

JOEY  C.  is  sly,  de-vilish  sly ;  said  no- 
thing. But  he  winked. 
HENRY  JAMES  knew  that  all  was  well. 
Friday,  12.10  A.M. — Not  quite  so  well  as 
it  looked  when  House  met  at  three  o'clock 
yesterday  afternoon.  Ministerialists  then 
in  state  of  trepidation  •  Ministers  assuming 
ah  of  resignation.  Odds  distinctly  in  favour 
of  defeat  of  Government.  HENRY  FOWLER. 
formally  recognising  situation,  had  declared 
they  were  prepared  for  the  worst.  Some- 
how things  got  mixed  •  explosion  took  place  as  arranged  ;  gun- 
cotton  went  off  with  gtmal  roar ;  but  it  was  HENRY  JAMFS  blown 
into  the  air,  and  with  him  JOEY  C.  109  Members  mustered  under 
new  Opposition  Leadership ;  304  going  with  Ministers.  Majority,  195. 
"  Glad  I  didn't  engage  the  messenger  with  a  wooden  leg,"  said 
HENRY  JAMES  with  deepened  gloom.  "Awful  to  have  a  man  of  that 
kind  going  stamping  through  a  quiet  thoroughfare  in  the  dead  of  the 
night  carrying  news  of  Government  majority  of  a  trifle  under  200. 
Wish  PRINCE  ARTHUR  would  stick  to  his  post  and  not  take  colds  at 
such  inconvenient  seasons."  Business  done. — HENBY  JAMES  and 
JOEY  C.  go  out  to  shear  and  come  back  shorn. 

Friday,  8  P.M. — House  counted  out.  Members  gone  home  in  state 
of  hair -bristling  perturbation.  BRUNNER  brought  under  notice  of 
SPEAKER  circumstances  attendant  upon  mysterious  disappearance  of 
JOEY  C.  last  night.  When  House  cleared  for  division  on  JAMES'S 
motion,  JOE  seen  to  leave  and  go  into  Lobby.  Thereafter  all  trace  lost 
of  him.  Name  does  not  appear  in  division  list.  Witnesses  report 
he  was  seen  endeavouring  to  induce  SKRJEANT-AT-ARJIS  to  unlock 
door  ana  *et  him  pass  through.  SERJEANT  incorruptible,  inflexible. 
JOSEPH  turned  back  and  straightway  lost  to  human  ken. 

"When  I  was  a  lad,"  says  WILFRID  LAWSON,  "I  used  to  be 
baffled  by  inquiry,  'Where  was  MOSRS  when  the  candle  went  out?' 
That  a  plain  proposition  compared  with  this  new  one,  '  Where  was 
JOSEPH  when  the  division  was  taken  ?'"  House  faced  by  mystery 
could  not  set  itself  down  to  business.  Something  uncanny  about  the 
place.  Accordingly  got  itself  counted  out  at  eight  o'clock.  Business 
done.— See  <nd  reading  of  London  Waterworks  Bill  carried. 


bristles  with  indignation, 
with  the  enemy. 


During  Act  of  attempted  Incendiarism   *or,  "  The  Light  that  failed.1 
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TALL   TALES    OF    SPORT    AND    ADVENTURE. 

I.— THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS.    (CONTINUED.) 

FAR  below  lay  the  globe  like  huge  ball  of  (flowing  light, 
patched  here  and  there  with  dark  tracts.'and'intersected  with  lines 
brighter  than  the  surrounding 
brightness.  That  was  my  goal. 
But  here  I  was  still  swiftlv 
soaring  from  it.  Oh,  if  1  could 
but  change  my  direction;  for 
such  was  the  still  unexhausted 
force  of  the  momentum  acquired 
by  the  explosion  that  I  knew  I 
should  not  drop  down  for  many 
a  long  day.  If  I  could  only 
manage  to  speed  diagonally 
down  towards  the  earth,  I  cal- 
culated that  I  could  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  waves  of  the  air 
to  move  in  a  kind  of  switchback 
fashion  towards  the  earth,  and 

nsjhly,  as  I  neared  the  ground, 
light  either  hook  myself  on 
to  some  tall  tree  or  plunge  into 
a  river  or  an  ocean  and  save 
myself  by  my  unequalled  powers 
of  swimming.  And  here  a 
sudden  thought  struck  me.  In 
life  I  had  respected  the  Ayah, 
but  now  she  was  dead  and  was 
far  beyond  the  possibility  of 
feeling.  I  do  not  say  of  resent- 
ing, a  discourteous  action.  Time 
was  slipping  awav;  the  earth 
was  visibly  diminishing ;  the 
moment  for  action  had  come. 
Slowly  and  with  determination 
I  drew  up  my  right  leg,  and 
letting  it  out  backwards  with  ^^ 
the  force  of  a  Nasmyth  hammer,  •££><. 
delivered  my  foot  full  against  S 
the  body  of  the  Ayah.  Every- 
thing happened  as  I  had  anti- 
cipated. There  was  a  dull  and 
melancholy  thud  as  the  lifeless 


"  With  a  rush  and  a  swoop  I  wai  upon  him." 


body  went  off  at  its  involuntary  tangent,  while  I  flew  sidelong  and 
in  a  downward  direction,  my  whole  course  being  changed  by  the 
impetus  of  the  kick. 

How  long  I  flew  like  this  I  know  not.  At  such  a  crisis  moments 
are  centuries.  After  a  time  I  re-opened  my  eyes  and  looked  about 
me.  Where  was  I  r1  Could  it  be  ?  Yes— no— and  yes  again.  All 
that  I  saw  was  familiar.  The  towers,  the  cupolas,  the  domes,  the 
minarets,  the  battlements — all  these  I  had  seen  oefore.  Scarcely  two 
hundred  yards  below  me  lay  the  Diamond  City  from  which  I  had  that 
very  night  ascended. 

I  ought  to  explain  that,  as  I  had  expected,  partly  owing  to  the 
well-known  laws  of  gravitation,  partly  owing  to  the  celebrated  air- 


Professor  Phlebotomy  in  the  University  of  Bermuda,  I  was  now 
proceeding  in  a  series  ot  gigantic  serpentine  curves  through  the  air. 
At  the  moment  of  which  I  am  speaking  I  was  at  the  top  of  one  of 
these  curves,  and'I  calculated  that,  with  luck,  I  should  just  be  able, 
on  my  downward  "course,  to'  clear  the  western  gate  of  the  city,  and 
then,  having  oome'to  within 'a'few  feet  of  the  ground,  I  should  speed 

upward  again  and  onward 
heaven  knows  whither.  In  a 
flash  it  occurred  to  me  that  if 
GANDERDOWN  was  ready  at  his 
appointed  post  beyond  the  gate, 
I  might  in  passing  he  able  to 
seize  him  and  bear  him  with 
me  in  my  wild  flight.  I  pulled 
out  my  watch.  The  hands 
pointed  to  five  minutes  past 
twelve,  and  as  we  had  fixed 
midnight  for  our  meeting,  I 
knew  that  my  henchman,  the 
very  soul  of  punctuality,  would 
be  at  the  rendezvous.  Yes, 
there  was  the  faithful  old  fel- 
low, armed  and  provisioned  to 
the  teeth,  standing  stolidly  as 
was  his  custom,  apparently 
paying  but  little  attention  to 
anything  that  was  going  on 
around  and  about  him.  With 
a  rush  and  a  swoop  I  was  upon 
him.  I  stretched  out  my  hand, 
and,  as  I  passed,  took  a  full 
and  powerful  grip  of  the  collar 
of  his  coat,  wrenched  him  from 
the  ground,  and  thus  accom- 
panied went  serpentining  on- 
wards into  the  unknown. 

I  am  bound  to  say  that  when 
his  first  surprise  was  over  the 
old  warrior  took  it  uncommonly 
well.  His  was  never  an  inqui- 
sitive mind.  Like  all  who  were 
brought  into  contact  with  me, 
he  had  an  unswerving  faith  in 
my  genius.  "  If  WILBRAHAK 
says  so,  it  must  be  so,  and 
there  's  an  end  of  the  matter," 


iiicic    o  ail    euu    ui    iuo   mail***. 

was  one  of  his  commonest  sayings,  never  more  justified  than  on  the 
occaxion  of  which  I  am  now  speaking. 

'  Have  you  the  pemmican  r"  I  asked  him. — "  I  have." 

'  And  the  solidified  beef-tea  ?  "— "  In  my  left  pocket." 

'  And  the  combined  boiler  and  cooking  range  F  " 

'  Slung  on  my  back." 

'  And  the  patent  portable  mule-cart  with  adjustable  tram-lines  P  " 

'  Attached  to  my  belt."—"  And  the ?  " 

What  I  was  going  to  say  I  cannot  remember,  for  at  this  moment 
there  was  a  crash  of  glass,  we  both  struck  violently  against  some 
hard  surface,  rebounded,  fell,  and  lay  perfectly  still.  In  a  minute 
or  two  I  recovered  from  the  shock,  and  looked  about  me.  We  tctrt 


wave  theory,  first  propounded  by  my  friend,  Dr.  HASEWITZ,  Regius   lying  in  the  manger  of  the  Pink  Hippopotamus  !  (To  be  contd.) 


IRISH  ASTRONOMY. 

SIB  ROBEBT  BALL,  recently  delivering  a 
lecture  (by  request)  under  the  above  title, 
admitted  that  he  did  not  quite  know  what  it 
meant,  as  he  did  not  suppose  Irish  astronomy 
was  different  from  that  of  other  nations.  Isn't 
it  be  j  abers  ?  Judging  by  parity  of  reasoning, 
we  can  imagine  that  Irish  astronomy  may  be 
as  tui  generis  as  are  Irish  politics.  It  is  pro- 
bably unusually  nebulous,  and  characterised 
by  the  revolution  of  suns  round  their  satel- 
lites, and  the  prevalence  of  excentric  comets 
and  shooting  stars.  Had  ADDISON  had  it  in 
mind,  he  would  probably  have  written  his 
celebrated  hymn  somewhat  as  follows  : — 

The  spaycious  firmament  on  hoigh, 

And  all  the  green  Hibernian  skoy, 

And  wrangling  hivens  a  foighting  frame, 

The  reign  of  chaos  do  proclaim. 

What    though  the      stars"  do  shoine — and 

squall, 

And  on  each  other's  orbits  fall! 
What  though  no  order,  stable,  sound, 
Amidst  those  jarring  ephayres  be  found! 


Onraison  there  doth  loud  rejoice, 
At  hearing  echoed  her  own  voice ; 
For  iver  shouting  as  they  shoine. 
Our  hiven  's  a  Donnybrook  divoine 


THE  ARCHITECT  TO  HIS  WIFE. 

I  POETISE  seldom  or  never. 

As  a  rule  I  am  not  such  an  ass ; 
I  handle  a  metre  scarce  ever. 

Unless  it 's  connected  with  gas. 
But  once  I  was  tempted  to  stray,  dear, 

In  the  realms  of  the  Muses  above, 
And  in  somewhat  professional  way,  dear, 

To  sing  the  delights  of  my  love. 

I  thought  of  you,  sweet  my  DKUSILLA, 

As  the  daintiest  lot  in  the  land, 
The  prettiest  fairy-like  villa 

That  ever  an  architect  planned. 
You  offered  attractions  unnumbered, 

Your  aspect  was  sunny  and  bright, 
And  my  fancies  ran  wild,  when  I  slum- 
bered, 

Depicting  the  charms  of  your  site. 


I  think  I  shall  never  forget,  love, 

How  I  called  with  an  order  to  view  ; 
You  were  empty,  and  still "  To  be  Let,"  love, 

And  I  wan  untenanted  too. 
I  stocked  you  ;  I  saw  that  we  stood,  love, 

On  mutually  suitable  spots, 
And  I  swore  I  would  do  what  I  oould,  love. 

To  try  to  unite  the  two  lot*. 

I  cautiously  mooted  the  question. 

And  great  was  my  rapture  to  find 
That  my  timidly- ventured  suggestion 

Was  not  quite  averse  to  your  mind. 
I  therefore  grew  bold  and  took  heart,  love, 

The  business  was  promptly  despatched, 
We  no  longer  stood  coldly  apart,  love, 

For  lo,  we  were  closely  attached. 

'Tie  long  since  this  happened,  and  now,  love. 

Folk  see  us  so  happily  matched. 
They  are  ready  to  promise  and  vow,  love, 

We  never  were  semi-detached. 
Two  beings  were  never  so  blended, 

They  say  we  could  never  be  twain — 
Well,  so  let  it  be,  till  life's  ended, 

And  one  let  us  ever  remain ! 


VOL.  CVIIl. 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  VI.— THE  GEEAT  CKICKET  MATCH.    "  ENGLAND  r.  AUSTBAUA."    UMPIRES,  THX  Two  WOMBATS. 


THE  SECOND  MOUNT; 

OK,  THE  NEW  "GALLOPING  SQUIKK"  AND  THE  IRISH  GROOM. 

Galloping  Squire  (of  the  St.  Stephen' t  Hunt)  .  S-R  W.  H-HC-KT. 

Irish  Groom J-HN  M-HL-Y. 

Welsh  Hone D-S-ST-BL-SHM-HT. 

Irith  Horse L-ND  B-LL. 

Galloping  Squire  (pounding  along).  Pouf  !  Pretty  heavy  going ! 
This  country  doesn't  seem  to  be  what  it  was  when  I  was  younger, 
and  rayther  a  lighter  weight,  in  old  Huntsman  BILLY'S  days. 
Laudator  temports  actif  Well,  perhaps  so — perhaps  so.  Still, 
neither  meets  nor  mounts  strike  me  as  being  quite  up  to  the  old 
form.  Some  of  our  new  men  have  the  manners  of  a  cheeky  young 
chawbaoon  on  a  gate.  That  hard  rider  from  the  Midlands,  for 
instance  I  Most  of  our  new  mounts  lack  the  blood  and  pace  of  the 
horses  of  old  times.  This  weedy  Welsh  crock  for  example !  "  Kim 
up,  ye  hugly  brute ! "  as  JOHN  LKECH'S  huntsman  put  it.  Ah !  when 
Old  WILL  took  us  across  the  Stone- Wall  Country  in  '69  and  '70,  hunt- 
ing was  hunting,  horses  were  horses — yes,  and  gentlemen  of  the  hunt 
were  gentlemen !  Now,  what  with  mixed  fields,  cocktail  crocks,  and 
false  scents,  the  sport's  no  longer  a  sport  for — persons  of  Plantagenet 
descent  and  patrician  instincts. 

However,  Taffy  answers  gamely  enough  to  spur  and  whipcord. 
Considering  my  weight  and — well,  other  difficulties,  the  weedy- 
looking  nag,  is  going  fairly  well.  Fancy  he'll  hold  out  to  the  crest 
of  the  hill  yonder,  where  I  think  I  see  JACK  MORLBY  with  my  second 
mount.  Kim  up!  Yes,  there's  JACK,  with  the  Irish  horse  he  thinks 
so  much  of,  and  takes  such  pains  with.  Humph !  Bit  tired  of  Irish 
mounts  myself,  though  mustn't  mention  it  to  JACK.  'Twas  Irish 
horses  brought  Old  BILLY  his  biggest  croppers  after  all,  though  he, 
too,  was  wondrous  sweet  on  'em.  Prefer  a  mount  from  the  stable  of 
the  Predominant  Partner,  myself,  if  I  might  have  my  choice — which 
I  mustn't — worse  luck !  Good  old  Budget  strain  my  fancy !  Not 
over  fast,  perhaps,  but  first-rate  weight-carriers,  and  always  in 
at  the  death— or  the  Death  Duties,  as  I  might  say,  if  on  a  Derby 
platform  instead  of  a  Welsh  pigskin.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Yes,   Taffy  will  hold  on  to  the  top  of  the  hill— (First  Reading 
Point)— and  then  for  a  "quick-change"  to  the  Irish  horse.    If 
don't  lose  time,  and  have  ordinary  luck,  the  two  will  carry  me 
through,  ridden  alternately. 

y        .".       *.~  .  ...  .    .         ". 

Irish 


away  on 

judge.    Rides  a  bit  lumpy,  the  Guv'nor  does,  nowadays,  though  his 


pluck 's  as  good  as  ever,  I  must  say.  Well,  we  're  ready  for  him,  the 
Irish  horse  and  me,  fit  as  a  fiddle,  and  groomed  to  a  hair,  though  I  say 
it  as  shouldn't,  p'raps.  Come  along,  my  new  incarnation  of  good  old 
WHYTE-MKLVILLJB'B  "  Galloping  Squire."  (Singi.) 

The  Galloping  Squire  to  the  saddle  has  got, 
That  saddle  a  heavier  weight  has  ne'er  borne ; 

From  his  stable  he 's  drafted  the  pick  of  his  lot, 
(Two  nags  by  his  enemies  held  in  foul  scorn,) 

One  Welsh,  t'other  Irish ;  both  likely  to  tire. 

I  must  trust  to  these  two !  says  our  Galloping  Squire. 

He  takes  the  Welsh  horse  hy  the  head,  and  he  tails 
O'er  this  Grossest  o'  countries,  all  ear  and  all  eye. 

He  takes  as  they  come  high  banks,  fences,  and  rails ; 
The  cramped  ones  he  '11  creep,  and  the  fair  ones  he  '11  fly. 

It 's  a  mighty  queer  place  that  will  put  in  the  mire 

That  artful  old  horseman,  our  Galloping  Squire. 

A  fast  forty  minutes  of  run  and  of  race, 
And  he 's  glad  of  a  change,  as  indeed  are  we  all. 

The  two  he  must  ride  are  not  gluttons  for  pace, 
Still,  the  slow  need  not  stop,  and  the  weak  may  not  fall. 

His  second  mount 's  here.    He  may  pufl  and  perspire, 

But  he 's  game  to  go  on,  is  our  Galloping  Squire  1 

Galloping  Squire  (coming  up  and  prep  .ring'lo  chinge  w;  Hints',. 
Pouf !  Oh  F  here  you  are,  J  ACK  !  Sharp 's  the  worJ  !  Quick  change, 
and  on  we  go  again !  The  Welsh  horse  has  carried  me  better  than  I 
expected,  though  I've  had  to  bustle  him  along,  and  he's  a  bit 
blown  [Change!  mount!  imartly. 

Irish  Groom.  That 's  right.  Squire.  The  Welsh  'un  hasn't  done  »o 
badly,  but  I  think  you  '11  find  the  Irish  'un  fit  as  a  hddle.  These 

Irish  horses Ah !  he  's  off.  (Looking  after  him,  at  he  takes  the 

bridle  of  "  Taffy.)  Well,  he'll  do  AM  best,  beaten  or  not,  Wowed  if 
he  won't !  Goes  well,  too,  he  does,  for  an  old  'un !  Hope  faddy  '11 
pull  him  through  to  the  end  o'  the  run.  (Singt.) 

"  And  long  may  it  be  ere  he 's  forced  to  retire. 
For  we  breed  very  few  like  our  Galloping  Squire !  " 

[Leads  off  "  The  Welsh  'un  "—fur  the  present. 

No  CHOPS  THIS  YEAB  li! — A  startling  announcement,  founded  upon 
the  new  rule  of  the  Kennel  Club,  to  the  effect  that  after  March  110 
crop-eared  dog  can  win  one  of  the  K.  C.  prizes.  "  Hooray  I "  quoth 
the  dogs.  "  Full  ears  and  no  crops !" 
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editor  of  Libellous  Sag  (u>\o  has  iust  received  a  terrific  but  well-deserved  A-iot).   "Duo  Toe 

KANI  THOT I " 

Colonel Mclfurdrr.   "Yis,  01  DUD,  TOU  THUNDKRHf"  VILLAIN  I" 

Editor.  "  OH,  VERY  WILL,  THOT  'a  ALL  ROISBT.    Or  T'OUOHT  IT  MOIGHT  AV  BEEN  WAX  o' 

THIM  PBAC-TA-CLK  JOKES  I  " 


THE  INTERVIEWER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

Question.  What  is  the  object  of  an  inter- 
viewer ? 

Answer.  To  show  the  merit  of  his  work  at 
the  expense  of  the  interviewed. 

Q.  Is  there  any  choice  in  selecting  a  sub- 
lect? 

A.  Very  little,  all  that  is  necessary  is  that 
the  name  at  the  head  of  the  article  shall  be 
fairly  familiar  to  the  general  reader. 

Q.  Need  the  interviewer  record  the  historv 
of  the  interviewed  ? 

A.  No ;  unless  matter  grows  short  and  the 
exploits  of  the  hero  are  required  for  padding 

Q.  But  have  not  those  exploits  made  the 
hero  famous  f 

•  •  "f  j  Tef:  *"»  consequently  they  have  become 
old  matter."    To  be  interesting,  details  if 
frivolous,  must  be  up  to  date. 

Q.  Which  would  be  the  better  copy— an 
account  of  the  subject's  most  successful  cam- 
paign, or  a  description  of  his  wardrobe  ? 

Jhe  latter-    Tne  «Pl°its 
been  described  a  score  of 

wirW,?  £*t  hats  Md  «« 

will  probably  have  the  charm  of  novelty. 

0t  T&lue  your 


A.  Not  if  it  merely  recorded  his  public  life. 
In  such  a  case  it  would  be  distinctly  less 
interesting  than  his  butcher's  book. 

Q.  Are  the  surroundings  of  a  hero  of 
moment  ? 

A.  Certainly,  if  they  are  little  known. 
The  back  yard  of  the  greatest  poet  becomes 
a  spot  fufl  of  interest  if  it  nas  hitherto 
1  escaped  description. 

Q.  Then  a  poet's  staircase  is  more  memor- 
able than  his  stanzas  ? 

A.  Certainly ;  and  the  warrior's  umbrella- 
stand  than  the  record  of  his  battles  —  a 
philosopher's  overcoat  than  the  tale  of  his 
scientific  discoveries. 

Q.  If  the  interviewed  has  a  dog  or  a  cat, 
is  it  advisable  to  refer  to  the  fact  ? 

A.  Assuredly ,  and  such  a  reference  should 
run  to  the  length  of  half  a  dozen  pages,  and 
possibly  a  couple  of  illustration*. 

Q.  But  surely  the  interviewed  must  sacri- 
fice a  fair  amount  of  time  to  the  interviewer  ? 

A.  Quite  so  ;  but  the  obligation  is  mutual. 

Q.  And  yet  it  is  only  the  interviewer  get* 
a  reward  ? 

A.  In  money.  But  then  the  interviewed 
has  his  advertisement. 

Q.^Is  such  an  advertisement  very  valu- 


A.  If  the  account  is  published  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  season  it  mar  convert  the 
subject  into  a  Society  lion. 

Q.  And  what  are  the  advantages  enjoyed 
by  such  a  creature  ? 

A.  Invitations  to  dinners,  dances,  and  at 
homes,  from  all-out-perfect  strangers — for  a 
while. 

Q.  And  what  follow  ? 

A.  Reaction  and  forgetfulness. 

Q.  It  seems  that  to  be  interviewed  is  not 
permanently  beneficial  to  the  subject  ? 

A.  Of  course  not ;  but  that  is  a  matter  of 
small  importance  to  the  interviewer. 

Q.  Then  what  advantage  does  the  latter 
ubtain  at  the  cost  of  the  former  ? 

A.  That  is  a  question  that  can  best  be 
answered  by  reference  to  the  ledgers  of  the 
publishers. 

Q.  Why  should  not  the  interviewed  turn 
the  tables  upon  their  visitors  and  become  the 
interviewers  ? 

_  A.  Because  an  interviewer  is  seldom  of  suf- 
ficient importance  to  undergo  the  operation. 

Q.  Is  there  any  other  reason  ? 

A.  Certainly  ;  and  a  most  important  one. 
If  the  interviewer  became  the  interviewed, 
from  the  latter's  point  of  view  it  wouldn't 
pay. 


MARCH  THOUGHT. 
(An  Afttr-thaict.') 

MARTIIS  quid  agam  Ealenduf 

First  thing  the  broken  p'pes  to  mend  is. 

The  leek  upon  St.  David's  day 

FLUELLKX'S  doughty  kin  display, 

But  England,  fraught  with  cans  and  pails, 

This  March  is  all  at  one  with  Wales. 

While  plumbers  play  their  hide-and-seek 

We  all  must  grin  and  bear  the  leak. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Sixes  it  first  lifted  its  tall  head,  "  like  a 
bully,"  as  POPE  rudely  put  it,  the  London 
Monument  has  been  much  looked  at.  If  it  is 
not  to  be  superseded  amid  the  sights  of 
London,  it  is  time  it  be- 
gan to  look  out  for  itself. 
A  rival  has  been  creep- 
ing up  year  after  year  in 
the  bulky  volume  known 
as  Burdttt's  Official  In- 
telligence. The  volume 
j  ust  out  bears  the  record 
Fourteenth  Year  —  a 
mere  child  in  point  of 
age,  but  a  prodigy  of 
colossal  size  and  almost 
supernatural  know- 
ledge. It  is  perhaps 
quite  an  accident  that 
the  pages  run  up  to 
1899.  But  the  faot  is 
fresh  testimony  to  the 
fin  de  siecle  character  of 
the  work.  Persons  about  to  marry  would, 
my  Baronite  says,  find  it  a  nice  start  in  the 
way  of  furnishing  a  library.  In  emergency, 
it  would  serve  as  a  dining-table,  a  footstool, 
a  four-post  bedstead,  or  (if  the  pages  were 
cut  out  and  distributed  as  tracts  in  the  Citv) 
the  binding  might  be  rebuilt  to  form  a  spar- 
bedroom.  Just  the  book  to  take  down  with 
you  to  Brighton,  or  up  the  river  on  some 
of  those  sunny  days  we  hope  are  coming. 
Crammed  full  of  information  from  cover  to 
cover.  What  Burdetts  Intelligence  does  not 
know  about  financial  affairs  and  Stock  Ei- 
change  business  would  make  a  very  small 
book.  THE  BAEOS  DE  B.-W. 


".THE  NIOSE  COMPANY."— Christy  Min- 
strels. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  TRAVEL. 

(By  Ane  that  hat  Icent  them. ) 

'Tis  a  great  thing,  the  Traivel !    I  '11  thank  ye  tae  find 
Its  equal  for  openin'  the  poors  p'  the  mind. 
It  mak's  a  man  polished,  an'  gies  him,  ye  ken, 
Sic  a  graun'  cosmypollitan  knowledge  o  men ! 

I  ne'er  was  a  stay-at-hanie  callant  ava, 
I  aye  must  be  rantin'  an'  roam  in'  awa', 
An  far  hae  I  wandered  an'  muckle  hae  seen 
0'  the  ways  o'  the  warl"  wi'  ma  vara  ain  een. 

I  've  been  tae  Kingskettle  wi'  WULLM  'an' 

JKAMKS, 

I  've  veesited  Anster  an'  Elie  an'  Wemyss, 
I  've  walked   tae  Kirkca'dy  an'   Cupar  an' 

Crail, 
An'  I  aince  was  awa'  tae  Dundee  wi'  the  rail. 

Losh  me,  Sir !    The  wunnerf  u'  things  that  I  saw  1 
The  kirks  wi'  their  steeples,  sae  bonny  an'  braw, 
An'  publics  whauriver  ye  turned  wi'  yer  ee — 
'Tis  jist  a  complete  eddication,  Dundee! 

Theer',' s  streets— be  the  hunner !    An'  shops  be  the  score ! 

Theer  's  bakers  an'  grocers  an'  fleshers  galore ! 

An'  milliners'  winders  a'  flauntin'  awa' 

Wi'  the  last  o'  the  fashions  frae  Lunnon  an'  a'. 

An'  eh,  sic  a  thrang,  Sir !    I  saw  in  a  minnit 
M air  folk  than  the  toun  o'  Kinphorn  will  hae  in  it ! 
I  wadna  hae  thooht  that  the  hail  o'  creation 
Could  boast  at  ae  time  sic  a  vast  population ! 

Ma  word,  Sir  !     It  gars  ye  clap  hann'  tae  yer  broo 
An'  wunner  what 's  Providence  after  the  noo 
That  he  lets  sic  a  swarm  o'  they  cratur's  be  born 
Wham  naebody  kens  aboot  here  in  Kinghora. 

What  ? — Leeberal  minded  ?  —Ye  canna  but  be 
When  ye  've  had  sic  a  graun'  eddication  as  me. 
For  oh,  theer  is  naethin'  like  traivel,  ye  ken, 
For  growin'  acquent  wi'  the  natur*  o'  men. 


ADVERTISEMENT  EXTRAORDINARY. 

To  the  Editor  of  "Punch.." 

SIR,  —  We  think  ".it  our  duty  to  call  your  attention  to  the  appearance 
of  a  book  that  otherwise  would  have  possibly  entirely  escaped  your 
attention.  It  is  palled  A  Neglected  Incident  ,.  in  a  Company's 
Career  It  is  written  by  a  gentleman  with  a  name  of  historical 
importance,  and  contains,  amongst  other  inviting 
matter,  several  letters  from  the  author  to  his 
illustrious  ancestor.  It  is  full  of  the  most  in- 
teresting stories,  although  its  accuracy  is  scarcely 
unimpeachable.  As  some  of  the  tales  are  not 
entirely  laudatory  of  the  Company  with  which  we 
had  the  honour  once  to  be  connected,  we  beg,  to 
lay  our  case  before  you. 

We  have  approached  the  writer  of  the  book, 
and  asked  him  to  withdraw  it.  We  have  not 
obtained  a  satisfactory  answer.  We  have  also 
appealed  to  the  publisher  of  the  book  (whose  name 
we  would  give  m  full  if  we  did  not  think  that 
you  might  editorially  suppress  it,  as  there  is  a 
column  set  apart  in  .another  portion  of  your  issue  for  book  adver- 
tisements), and  he,  too,  has  not  seen  his  way  to  rendering  us  any 
assistance.  He  has  referred  us  to  the  .author,  who  still  leaves  us 
without  a  remedy. 

However,  the  publisher  (with  whom  we  cannot  absolutely  agree) 
makes  a  suggestion  which  seems  to  us  in  every  way  admirable.  As 
it.is  our  wish  to  cause  A  Neglected  Incident  in  a  Company's  Career 
to  be  as  little  circulated  as  possible,  he  proposes  that  we  should  write 
a  .'joint  letter  to  all  the  leading  London  papers,  setting  forth  the 
highly  interesting  character  of  its  contents.  This  we  are  now  doing, 
as  yon  will  see  from  this  communication. 

Yours  truly,      (Signed)    BENJAMIN  BROWN.         )    j_te   f  <v- 


P-S.  —  It    is    unnecessary  to  state,    after    the    above   ingenious 

explanation  and  gratuitous  advertisement,  that  it  is  highly  probable 

that  A  Neglected  Incident  in  a   Company's  Career,  once  possibly 

ttle  read,  may  now   be  obtained  at  every  respectable  circulating 

library  in  town  or  the  country. 


IS    IT    POSSIBLE?" 

0Mr.    GooldenAeim  of  London  (to  Mr.  Beavehamf  S.  Potts  of  New 
York).    "Now  YOU  TINK  THAT   TOP  CAM  AI/VATS  ALSO  TILL  AW 

ENGLISHMAN   IN  AMERICA.      I    TILL  YOU  DAT    U  A  OREAD    MISTAKE. 

I  VASS  ORES  MONTS  IN  THE  UNIDED  STADES,   ADD  DERE  VASN'T 
ONE  MAN  DAT  GUESSED  I  TAB  AN  ENGLISHMAN  I " 


A  HOPELESS  CASE. 

Op  literary  pleasure*,  my  first  and  chief  delight, 

Was  to  read  the  thrilling  serials  our  deft  romancers  write, 

To  follow  up  each  hero  to  the  altar  from  hit  teens, 

By  reading  each  instalment  in  the  monthly  magazine*. 

The  system   answered   splendidly 'while 

magazines  were  few, 
But  journal  follows  journal  now,  review 

succeeds  review ; 
And  when  the  monthly   parcel  I  have 

carefully  perused,  [confused ! 

Alas,  I  find  the  characters  are  woefully 


They  follow  me  about  by  day,  at  night 

they  haunt  me  still, 
A  hero  out  from  Longman's  weds  a  lady 

from  CornhiU  ; 
A  villain  from  Belgravia,  who  a  burglary 

has  planned,  [the  Strand. 

Is  suddenly  arrested  by  detectives  from 

I  hear  a  stalwart  warrior  from  one  of  WEIMAR'S  plot* 

Engaged  in  Dolly  dialogues  with  MART  Queen  of  Scots ; 

And  persons  in  the  Argosy  for  gold  in  Harper's  toil. 

Or  interview  physicians  brought  to  light  by  CON  AS  DOTLK. 

Not  only  in  the  notion,  too,  I  find  my  fancy  trip, 

The  Idlers'  Club  are  gathered  at  the  Sign  that  bears  a  Ship, 

While  Blachtcood's  sober  chronicler  in  quite  a  flippant  way 

Discusses  "  Without  Prejudice"  the  topics  of  the  day. 

And  so,  although  my  intellect  is  reasonably  strong, 

It  will  not  bear  the  strain  of  this  bewilderment  for  long"; 

Please  carve  upon  my  tombstone  when  I  quit  terrestrial  scenes, 

"  Here  lies  a  man  who  perished  from  too  many  magazines ! " 
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KNOWING   WHERE    TO    STOP. 

He.  "  YES,  IT  WAS  VEST  CONFUSING." 

She.  "!T  MUST  HAVB  BEEN!    HAD  I  BEEN  YOU,  I  SHOULD  HAVE  BLUSHED  TO  THB  ROOTS  OF  My — EE — EYEBROWS  I' 


DISTURBED ! 

["The  (Turkish)  soldiera  then  came  and  pro- 
mised the  protection  of  the  Imperial  troops  to  all 
who  should  lay  down  arms,  and  seek  refuge  in  the 
Turkish  camp.  This  offer  was  accepted  by  an 
Armenian  clergyman  on  behalf  of  360  persons  of 
all  ages  and  both  sexes.  The  Turkish  colonel 
ordered  them  to  be  provided  with  supper  along 
with  the  soldiers,  and  then  at  night  tad  them 
escorted  to  a  distance  from  camp,  where  they  were 
despatched  and  thrown  into  a  Luge  pit,  dead  and 
dying  together."— Report,  from  Mouth,  of  Daily 
Telegraph,'!  Special  Corretpondent,  on  the  Armenian 
Mrocities.] 

_  ["The  hyaena's  aspect  is  repulsive.  Malign, 
inexorable,  and  untameably  savage,  its  eyes  shine 
like  lucifers  in  the  dark  night ;  its  stealthy,  dusky 
form  surprises  us.  It  fears  the  light  of  day,  and 
strangles  what  is  weak  and  straying  from  the  path. 
It  mocks  its  prey  with  a  laugh."—  The  Eook  of 
Nature  and  of  Man.} 

UNCHANGED,  unchangeable]!    A  scourge 

A.ttila-like  from  age  to  age ; 
What  plea  can  Charity  now  urge 

For  such  immitigable  rage  ? 
No  rest  from  ravin,  no  surcease 

Of  carnage?    Vain  it  seems  to  ply 
.Earth  s  butcher,  foe  of  love,  home,  peace 

With  pleadings  of  humanity. 

Since  words  avail  not,  any  more 

Than  SAMPSON'S  withy-bands,  to  bind 
This  worse  than  Erymanthian  boar, 

I  his  fell,  fierce  foe  of  humankind  • 
"hat  use  in  wasting  words ?    The  hand 

Oi  Hercules  to  cleanse  and  slay 
The  monster  scourges  of  the  land 

Is  needful  in  a  newer  day. 

Malign,  inexorable,  untamed, 
This  hoar  hysena  of  the  East 


Our  skill  has  scorned,  our  wisdom  shamed. 

Must  the  implacable,  fierce  beast 
Have  room  and  verge  for  ravage  still, 

Unmenaced  by  the  hunter's  spear ; 
Blast  the  beginnings  of  goodwill, 

Fill  the  fresh-budding  waste  with  fear  ? 

'Tis  time,  'tis  time  I     Incarnate  crime, 

Embodied  cruelty  and  lustt 
Trampler  in  slaughter-sanguined  slime, 

Mocker  of  loyalty  and  trust ; 
Derider  of  the  human  bond, 

Befouler  of  barbaric  faith, 
Are  there  fanatics  now  so  fond 

As  to  protest  against  thy  scath  ? 

Seeing  thine  old  defenders  turn, 

Sickened  at  that  dread  Death-Pit's  sight, 
And  with  just  indignation  burn, 

Sure  the  horizon  bears  a  light, 
A  blade-like  beam  of  menace  clear, 

Typing  the  brand  of  Nemesis. 
E'en  Power's  panders  well  might  fear 

To  palliate  such  a  scene  as  this. 

The  treacherous  pact,  the  stabber's  snare, 
The  butcher-orgie,  that  grim  grave, 

From  which  fire  would  not  purge  the  air, 
That  was  not  hidden  by  the  wave ; 

The  stealthy  trick,  the  crawling  lie, — 
^  These  stain  the  record.    Can  the  Turk, 

For  all  his  age-learnt  subtlety. 
Blot  out  the  count  of  such  black  work. 

Justice  will  heed  the  faintest  plea 

Even  from  blood-stained  lips,  if  truth 
Linger  upon  them ;  but  must  flee 

All  maundering  and  maudlin  ruth, 
If  this  red  record  'stablished  stand. 

The  stealthy  prowler  loves  the  night, 
But  crouches  at  the  threatening  hand 

It  glimpses  in  the  breaking  light. 


Disturbed .'     Those  shining  furtive  eyes 
Glance  angrily  askance — in  fear ! 

The  women's  shrieks,  the  children's  cries, 
Which  we  in  fancy  still  can  hear, 

Left  that  hyrena-heart  unmoved ; 
But  now  a  voice  upon  the  air, — 

The  same  stern  voice  which  CAIN  reproved, — 
Frightens  the  ghoul  in  his  dark  lair ! 


THE  UNEMPLOYED. 

AN  APPEAL. 

WE  've  got  no  work  to  do-o-o ! 

Our  homes  are  cold  as  the  wintry  air. 
Our  stomachs  areempty,booho-o-o!  booho-o-o! 

And  like  Mother  Hubbard  our  cupboards 

are  bare.  [stout, 

We're  frozen  out!    Though  our  hearts  are 

And  we  're  full  of  industry,  zeal  and  thrift ; 
There  is  not  the  chance  of  a  job  about,   [drift. 

Through  the  hardened  earth  and  the  chilling 
We  do  not  howl  as  we  prowl  the  street, 

With  ruddy  faces  and  bodies  plump  ; 
Our  voices  though  dulled  by  the  cold  are 
sweet,  [pump, 

But  the  snow-spread  lawn,  and  the  Irozen 
The  ice-bound  pond,  and  the  highway  hard, 

Are  all  our  foes.     And  no  Union  door, 
No  Refuge  warm  is  for  us  unbarred  ; 

We,  we  are  the  helpless  deserving  poor : 
So  Christians  thoughtful,  gentle  and  good, 

Warm  by  lire- side  or  snug  in  bed. 
Be  sure  your  bounty,  of  broken  food. 

For  us  on  pathways  and  lawns  is  spread  ; 
For  we  're  poor,  and  hungry,  and  frozen  out. 

We  may  not  thank  you  in  eloquent  words ; 
But  litter  your  welcome  largess  about, 
And  thousfh  cockney  carols  we  cannot  shout 
We'll  gather  on  branch  and  on  gutter-spout, 

And  chirrup  our  thanks,  tee  poor  London 
Bird,!!! 
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THE    FARMING    OF   THE    FUTURE; 

Or,  What  British  Agriculture  is  coming  to. 

SCENE — A  Car  on  an  Electric  Light-railway, 
TIME—  The  Twentieth  Century. 

Pint  Farmer  (recognising  Second  Farmer).  Why,  'tis  Master 
FKETWAIL,  surelie  !  didn't  see  it  was  you  afore.  And  how  be 
things  gettin'  along  with  you.  Sir,  eh  ? 

Farmer  Fretwail  (lugubriously).  'Mong  the  middlin's,  Muster 
LACEADAT  ;  'mong  the  middlin's !  Nothen  doin'  just  now — nothen 
'tall! 

Third  Farmer  (enviously).  Well,  you  hevn't  no  call  fur  to  cry 
out,  neighbour !  I  see  you  've  got  a  likely  lot  o'  noo  'oardins  oomin' 
up  all  along  your  nart  o'  the 
line.  I  wish  mine  wur  art 
as  f urrard,  I  know  thet ! 

F.  Fretwail.  Ah,  them 
"Keep  yer  'air  on"'s,  you 
mean,  BTEMOUTH.  I  don't 
deny  as  they  was  lookin'  tidy 
enough  a  week  back.  But 
just  as  I  was  makin'  ready 
fur  to  paint  up  "  Try  it  on  a 
Billiard  Ball,'f  blamed  if  this 
yere  frost  didn't  set  in,  and 
now  theer  's  everything  at  a 
standstill  wi'  the  brushes 
froze  'ard  in  the  pots ! 

F.  Ryemouth.  'Tis  the 
same  down  with  me.  Theer 's 
a  acre  o'  "  Banyan's  Easy 
Boots"  as  must  her  a  noo 
coat,  and  I  cann't  get  nothen 
done  to  'en  till  th'  weather's 
a  bit  more  hopen  like.  Don' 
keer  '010  soon  we  hev  a/ 
change,  myself,  I  don't! 

F.  Lackaday.  Nor  yet  me, 
ao  long  as  we  don't  aye  no 
gales  with  it.  Theer  was 
my  height-acre  pasture  as  1 
planted  only  las'  Candlemas 
wi'  "  Eoopy's  Long  Tonics" 
—  wunnerful  fine  and  tall 
they  was,  too — and  ivery  one 
on  en  blowed  down  the  next 
week! 

F.  Fretwail.  Well,  I  'ope 
theer  wun't  be  no  rain, 
neither,  come  to  that.  I 
know  I  'ad  all  the  P's  of  my 
"Piffler's  Persuasive  Pill- 
ules" fresh  gold-leaved  at 
Michaelmas,  and  it  come  on 
wet  directly  arter  I  done  it, 
and  reg'lar  washed  the  gilt 
out  o'  sight  an'  knowledge,  it 
did.  Theer  ain't  no  standin' 
up  agen  rain ! 

F.  Ryemouth.  I  dunno  as 
I  wouldn't  as  lief  hev  rain  as 
sun.  My  "  Hanti-Freckle 
Salves  "  all  blistered  up  and 
peeled  af  oor  the  summer  was 
ardly  begun  a' most. 

F.  Lackaday.  'Tis  a  tur- 
r'ble  'ard  climate  to  make 
'ead  against,  is  ourn.  I  'ye  'eard  tell  as  some  farmers  are  takin'  to 
they  enamelled  hiron  affairs,  same  as  they  used  to  hev  when  I  wur  a 
lad.  I  mind  theer  wur  a  crop  o'  "  Read  Comic  Cagmag  "  as  lin- 
gered on  years  arter  the  paper  itself.  Not  as  I  hold  with  enamelling, 
myself— 'tain't  what  I  call  'igh  farmiu'— takes  too  much  outer  the 
land  in  my  pinion. 

F.Fretwatl.  Aye,  aye.  "Rotation  o'  boards.''  Say,  "Spooner's 
Sulphur  Syrup"  fur  a  spring  crop,  follered  with  some  kind  o  soap  or 
candles,  and  p'raps  cough  lozengers,  or  hembrocition,  or  bakin' 
powder,  if  the  soil  will  bear  it.  arterwardi— that's  the  system  /  war 
reared  on,  and  theer  ain't  no  bettei  'pend  upon  it ! 

F.  Ryemouth.  I  tell  'ee  what  'tis ;  it 's  time  we  'ad  some  pro- 
tection agen  these  yere  f  arrin  advertisements.  I  was  travellin'  along 
the  Great  Northern  tother  day,  and  I  see  theer  was  two  or  three  o? 
them  French  boards  nigh  in  ivery  field,  a  downright  shame  an'  dis- 
grace I  call  it,  distigurin'  the  look  o'  the  country  and  makin'  it  that 
ontidy— let  alone  drivin'  honest  British  boards  off  the  land.  Gover- 
ment  ought  to  put  a  stop  to  it ;  that 's  what  /  say ! 


F.  Lackaday.  They  Parliment  chaps  don't  keer  .what  .becomes  of 
us  poor  farmers,  they  don't.  Look  at  last  General  Election  time. 
They  might  ha'  given  our  boards  a  turn:  but  not  they.  Most  o' 
they  candidates  did  all  their  'tisin'  with  rubbishy  Hags  and  balloons 
— made  in  Japan,  Sir,  every  blamed  one  o'  them !  And  they  wonder 
British  Agriculture  don't  prosper  more  I 

F.  Ryemouth.  Speakin  o'  queer  ways  o'  hadvertisin',  hev  any 
on  ye  set  eyes  on  that  farm  o  young  FoLLACRAjut'sl1  panged  if 
iver  7  see  sech  tomfool  notions  as  he's  took  up  with  in  all  my 
bom  days ! 

F.  Fretwail.  Why,  what  hev  he  bin  IP  to  now,  eh  ? 
F.  Ryemouth.   Well.  I  thought  I  shud  ha'  bust  myself  larfin' 
when  I  see  it  fust.    Theer  ain?t  not  a  board  nor  a  sky  sign ;  no, 
nor  yet  a  'oarding,  on  the  'ole  of  his  land ! 

/'.  Lackaday.  Then  how 
do  he  expect  to  get  a  profit 
out  of  it?— that's  what  / 
want  to  year. 

F.  Ryemouth.  Yon  '11 
'ardly  credit  it,  neighbours, 
bat  he 's  been  buryin'  some 
o'  they  f  tin-in  grains,  boats 
and  barley,  an'  I  dunno  what 
not,  in  little  'oles  about  his 
fields,  to  as  to  make  the 
words,  "  Use  FADDLEH'S 
Non  -  farinaceous  Food  "  — 
fe»and  the  best  on  it  is  the 
•  Jarned  young  fool  ex  pecks 
as  'ow  it'll  all  sprout  come 
next  Aperl — he  do  indeed, 
friends ! 

F.  Fretwail.  Flyin'  in  the 
face  o'  Providence,  I  calls  it. 
He  must  ha'  gone  clean  out 
of  his  senses  I 

F.  Lackaday.  Stark  starin' 
mad.  I  never  heerd  tell  o' 
such  extravagance.  Why. 
as  likely  as  not.  'twill  all 
die  off  o'  the  land  afore  the 
year 's  out — and  wheer  wull 
he  be  then  f 

F.  Ryemouth.  Azackly 
what  I  said  to  'en  myself. 
"  You  tek  my  word  for  it," 
I  sez,  '"twuu't  niver  come 
to  no  good.  The  nateral  crop 
for  these  yere  British  Hisles, 
I  told  'en,  "  is  good  honest 
Henglish  hoak  an'  canvas,'1 
1  sez,  "  and  'tain't  the  action 
of  no  sensible  man,  nor  jet 
no  Christian,"  sez  I,  "  to  go 
adrillin'  'oles  and  a-droppin' 
in  houtlandish  seeds  from 
Canada  an'  Roosha,  which 
the  sile  wasn't  never  in- 
tended to  bear !" 

Farmeri  Fretwell  and 
Lackaday.  Rightly  spoke, 
neighbour  RTKMODTH,  'twas 
a  true  word!  Bat  theer '11 
be  a  jedgement  on  sech  new- 
fangled Join's,  and,  what's 
moor,  you  and  I  will  live  fur 
to  see  it  afore  we're  very 
much  older ! 
[They  all  thake  their  heads  solemnly  as  scene  closes  in. 

"PISTOLS  Bm.."— SIR,  I  am  not  much  of  a  newspaper  reader, 
but  1  flatter  myself  on  being  a  fair  Shakspearian  student.  Judge  my 
delight,  then,  Sir,  on  seeing  that  "Pistols  Bill"  was  recently  the 
subject  of  parliamentary  discussion.  1  "  read  no  more  that  day," 
bat,  satisfied  with  the  heading,  at  once  write  to  you  to  know  if  "  Fal- 
staff's  Bill "  (with  the  small  item  of  "  bread  "  in  it)  will  next  come 
under  discussion  ?  I  am,  indeed,  rejoiced  to  find  that  our  British 
Parliament  has  now  before  it  a  subject  worthy  of  consideration. 

Yours,        A  WORSHIPPER  OF  THE  BARD. 

SPOKTINO  QUEKY.— Why  is  it  pretty  certain  that  Captain  GRAT- 
WICJLE,  of  the  National  Ritte  Association,  will  not  run  a  horse,  or  if  he 
does  he  will  not  employ  the  jockey  he  had  originally  intended,  for 
this  year's  Derby  ?  Because  at  a  meeting  of  the  N.  R.  A.  it  was 
announced  that  Captain  GBATWICKB  withdrew  his  proposed  ridsr." 
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'ARRY    ON    'ORSEBACK. 

' A  rry  (in  extremities).   "WELL,  01"  HE  A  '  BIKS' !  ' 


"L1TEEATUKE  AND  ART." 

[The  Table  of  Contents  of  the  Yellow  Book  has 
two  sub-titles,  "  Literature  "  and  "  Art."] 

No  possibility  of  doubt 

Can  stop  us  now  in  finding  out 

What  "  literature  "  should  be ; 
No  longer  dazed  by  rival  claims, 
We  read  a  row  of  deathless  names, 

Not  yet  renowned,  but  would-be. 

Not  "  letterpress,"  or  other  word 
As  modest,  that  would  be  absurd, 

Contemptuous  and  slighting ; 
But  "  literature,"  which  for  long, 
It  may  be  right,  it  may  be  wrong, 

Has  meant  the  best  of  writing. 

Those  duller  minds  which  once  essayed 
To  ply  the  literary  trade, 

Poor  SHAKSPEAHE,  DANTE,  HOMER, 
Did  not  describe  their  feebler  work 
As  "  literature."    GIBBON,  BUKKE 

Avoided  this  misnomer. 

The  art  of  writing  now  we  learn. 
Should  POE  or  WYCHEKLY  return 

They  would  not  be  neglected. 
The  corpses,  tombs  and  worms  of  one, 
The  other's  plain,  outspoken  fun, 

Would  never  be  rejected. 

Rut  anyone  may  marvel  why 
Sane  persons  read,  and  even  buy, 

A  page,  a  word,  a  letter 
Of  this  new  school,  yet  hardly  know 
The  works  of  WYCHBKLY  or  POE, 

So  infinitely  better. 


Still  literature  is  but  a  part ; 
These  pages  also  teach  us  "  art," 

Surpassing  TINTOKETTO. 
Allegro,  not  in  MILTON'S  way, 
But,  with  the  modern  meaning,  "  gay  "  ; 

Not  too  gay,  allegretto. 


VELASQUEZ,  you  were  but  an  ass, 
Like  REMBHANDT,  TITIAN,  alas ! 

All  despicable  duffers. 
And  ROMNEY,  REYNOLDS  (poor  old  fool ! ) 
And  GAINSBOHOUOH,  a  simple  school 

Of  blundering  old  buffers. 


At  last  we  know  what  art  should  be. 
A  subject  which  we  cannot  see, 

In  spite  of  all  our  trying  ; 
The  portraits  not  like  anyone, 
The  landscapes,  though  not  "  well  begun,1' 

"  Half  done  "  there 's  no  denying. 

And  BEARDSLEY  shows  us  now  the  nude  ; 
It  would  not  shock  the  primmest  prude, 

Or  rouse  the  legislature. 
An  unclothed  woman,  ten  feet  high, 
Could  not  make  anyone  feel  shy  ; 

She 's  "  art,"  she  is  not  nature. 


TENIFICATION. 

(By  the  Birmingham  Oracle.) 

THE  "units "  or  "  areas "  of  London, 

However  you  turn  'em  or  twist  'em, 
Must  be  ranged— or  the  Capital's  undone — 

On  the  (Birmingham)  Decimal  System, 
For  London 's  just  ten  times  as  big 

As  the  Midland's  Miraculous  Model. 
For  the  L.  C.  C.  care  not  a  fig, 

Their  "  Unification  "  is  twaddle : 
Lord !  what  can  such  novices  know 

Of  the  right  size  for  Municipalities  ? 
Sir  JOHN  should  take  council  with  JOE, 

Who  is  old,  and  has  dealt  with  realities. 
Great  PLATO  might  prate  about  "  types," 

Which  were  stored  in  some  limbo  ideal. 
His  eye  modern  Brummagem  wipes, 

"Tis  the  standard  for  all,  and  'tis  real. 
No.  London's  "  divides  "  must  be  Ten ! 

'Tis  no  matter  what  you  '11  be  terming  'em, 
But  surely  'tis  clear  to  all  men 

That  they  mustn't  be  bigger  than  Birming- 
ham! 
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RESOURCE! 

Young  Mr.  Softly.  "En— Miss  ETHEL,  THERE  is  SOMETHING  I— BE— PARTICULARLY  WANT  TO  SAT  TO  YOU.    EB—  WHIN  COULD  I 
HAVE  A  MINUTE  WITH  YOU  ALONE  ? " 

Mins  Ethel.  "On,  THAT'S  ALL  RIOHT  I    SOMETHING  FROM  WAONBR,  PLEASE,  LUCY  I    Now,  MR.  SOFTLY!" 


ESSENCE   OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  February  25.  —  Glassrae 
setting  _  its  house  in  order.  Local  authorities  have  drafted  Bill 
regulating  domestic  institutions.  One  of  a  class  that  come  regularly 
to  Westminster.  House  knows  nothing  of  particulars,  but  is  final 
arbiter.  This  Bill,  like  many  others  of  same  kind,  would  have 
passed  without  notice,  if  lynx  eye  of  JEMMY  LOWTHER  had  not 
chanced  to  fall  upon  it.  Horrified  to  discover  its  many  infringe- 
ments of  personal  liberty.  Glaegae  bailies  well  known  for  what 
ASQUITH  woxild  call  their  "almost  convulsive"  purity.  Only  the 
other  day  they  sternly  repressed  artistic  enterprise  whose  develop- 
ment was  unaccompanied  by  what  they  regard  as  adequacy  of 
clothing.  In  this  Bill  they  leave  nothing  untouched. 

Happily,  whustling  on  the  Sabbath  is  a  crime  long  ago  stamped  out 
on  the  banks  of  the  Clyde.  But  there  are  other  habits  indigenous  to 
headlong  youth  which  Glasgae  is  determined  to  put  down.  Boys  have 
been  known,  for  example,  unlawfully  to  run  behind  a  tram  car,  fol- 
lowing up  the  vehicle  with  felonious  intent  of  obtaining  a  free  ride, 
probably  in  the  opposite  way  they  were  going  when  they  met  the 
conveyance,  and  were  attracted  by  the  opportunity  furnished  by  the 
conductor  collecting  fares  on  the  roof.  They  would  be  well  advised, 
after  the  Glasgae  Corporation  Police  Bill  is  passed,  to  forego  that 
delirious  delight.  As  CBOSS,  apologetically  presenting  himself  as 
Glasgae  citizen  and  Glasgae  Member,  put  it,  if  the  Bill  passed,  no 
cat  could  catch  a  mouse,  no  dog  might  worry  a  rat  in  Glasgae,  with- 
out being  subject  to  a  penalty  of  forty  shillings.  A  similar  fine 
awaits  a  man  upon  conviction  of  having  exposed  to  public  view  a  leg 
of  mutton,  unless  it  be  decently  draped. 

#>  Effect  of  Bill  upon  CALDWELL  a  little  painful  to  Members  sitting 
near  him.  i  Lashed  himself  into  appalling  fury.  Desiring,  with 
national  economic  instinctl  to  make  one  effort  simultaneously  serve 
two  purposes,  he  pitched  his  voice  in  a  key  upon  which,  whilst  osten- 


sibly addressed  to  SPEARS  in  Chair,  it  might  be  heard  in  Glasgae. 
Something  weird-looking  about  CALDWELL  when  he  thus  from  his 
seat  in  House  of  Commons  whispers  in  ear  of  constituents  in  far-off 
Lanark.  The  startled  stranger  crossing  Palace  Yard  and  hearing 
the  voice  grow  more  thundrons  as  he  advances,  pictures  to  himself  a 
man  in  a  towering  rage.  Reaching  House  he  will  find  upright 
behind  Treasury  Bench  a  man  decently  dressed  in  black,  without 
the  slightest  flash  of  expression  on  his  face,  roaring  with  volume  of 
sound  that  would  cause  to  blush  any  stray  bull  of  Bashan  medita- 
tively making  its  way  down  Saucieha'll  Street,  pricking  npits  ears  at 
the  reverberation  brought  northward  across  the  timorous  Tweed. 

As  CAWMBL-BASITERMAW,  suffering  on  the  bench  below,  observed, 
"  It  really  doesn't  seem  fair  that  a  man  should,  with  perfectly  placid 
face  and  mien,  continuously  roar  in  this  fashion.  If  he  were  in 
Glasgae  under  this  Police  Bill,  he  would  immediately  be  wrapped  up 
in  a  decent  cloth  and  fined  forty  shillings." 

Business  done.— ASQUTTH  moves  for  leave  to  bring  in  Welsh  Dis- 
establishment Bill.  "Sheer  political  cant  of  the  most  nauseous 
kind,"  was  HICKS-BEACH'S  genial  description  of  HOME  SICRITART'S 
argument. 

Tuesday.—"  The  world,"  said  CHESNXY,  speaking  just  now  in 
debate  on  EVERETT'S  motion,  "  is  divided  into  two  classes,  people  who 
understand  the  subject,  and  people  who  do  not.  The  former  are  all 
bimetallist,  the  latter  are  gradually  going  over." 

I  fancy  I  must  be  going  over ;  certainly  I  don't  understand  the 
subject.  Thankful,  therefore,  for  opportunity  to  hear  EVERETT 
discourse  on  it.  A  tall,  grave-looking  man,  with  a  touch  of  sad- 
ness suggestive  of  long  brooding  over  bimetallic  theories.  In  full- 
ness of  design  to  instruct  House,  went  back  all  the  way  to  JULIUS 
C.SSAR.  Finally  arrived  in  Garden  of  Eden  ;  recalled  fact  that  origi- 
nally, in  time  of  primeval  peace  and  prosperity,  two  people  walked  in  it. 
This  principle  of  duality  ran  through  everything.  '  There  are,  for 
example,"  said  EVERETT,  swinging  his  pince-nez  between  finger  and 
thumb  in  convincing  manner,  white  corn  and  red  corn,  white 
grapes  and  blackigrapes.",  ("  White  sand  and  grey  sand,"  hammed 
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QUITE    CORRECT. 

Lady  Visitor  (looking  out  on  playground).  "  AH,  THERE   ARE  ALL 

THB  GlRLS,    AND  MY    LITTLE  GlRL    AMONG   THEM  I      WHAT  ARE  THEY 

DOING?"        Schoolmistress.  " THEY  "RE  MAKING  A  SNOW- WOMAN. " 

Lady  Visitor.   "A  SNOW  WHAT?" 

Schoolmistress.  "  Mr  YOUNG  LADIES  ARE  NOT  ALLOWED  TO  MAKE 
A  SNOW-MAN  1 " 

WILFRID  LAWSON,  waking  up  out  of  sleep.)  "  Nature  has  given  to 
each  of  us  two  eyes  for  the  common  purpose  of  sight,  two  ears 
to  hear  withal,  two  hands  and  two  legs.  "What  about  the  Isle 
of  Man  ? "  asked  ROCHFORT  MAGUIRE.  "  Understand  they  have 
three  legs  there.") 

"  We  are  created  in  two  sexes,"  EVERETT  continued,  half  closing 
his  eyes  and  paying  no  attention  to  the  voice  of  the  scorner ;  "  whose 
highest  purpose  is  fulfilled  only  when  they  are  married." 

Here  he  opened  his  eyes  and  glanced  significantly  at  MAGUIRE. 
ROCHFORT  blushed.  Wished  he  hadn't  interfered. 

These  arguments,  new  in  controversy  of  long  standing,  proved  sur- 
prisingly conclusive.  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  spoke  for  hour  and  a 
half,  vehemently  declaring  that  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
bimetallism,  would  not  touch  it  with  a  pair  of  tongs. 

"Sorry  to  interrupt  the  right  hon.  gentleman,"  said  EVERETT; 
"  but  he  has  just  alluded  to  another  instance  of  the  infinitude  of  1he 
principle  of  duality.  Did  any  hon.  Member  ever  see  a  tong  ?  No, 
always  a  pair.  Tovjours  two,  as  the  French  say." 

SQUIRE  finished  up  by  announcing  he  would  accept  EVERETT'S 
amendment,  though  most  careful  to  protest  that  it  really  meant 
nothing,  least  of  all  approval  of  the  heresy  of  bimetallism. 

"  You  may  say  what  you  please,"  said  COURTNEY  ;  "  so  long  as  you 
take  our  resolution." 

Then  the  bimetallists  jubilantly  went  home  arm  in  arm. 

"Arm  in  arm,  of  course,"  said  EVERETT,  driving  off  in  a  pair- 
wheeled  hansom.  "  Still  another  illustration  of  the  irresistible, 
illimitable  principle  of  duality.  Wish,  bj;  the  way,  I  'd  mentioned 
when  on  the  subject  that  the  result  of  marriage  is  occasionally  twins. 
One  of  those  things — or  should  I  say  two  of  those  things  ? —  a  fellow 
always  thinks  of  on  the  staircase." 

Business  done.— SQULRE  OF  MALWOOD,  swearing  he  would  ne'er 
oons«nt  to  bimetallism,  consented  to  adopt  resolution  put  forward  by 
bimetallists. 


Friday,  2  A.M.— Few  people  know,  even  suspect,  what  takes  place 
here  when  we  have  a  "  nicht  wi'  Burns,"  or  rather  an  early  morning. 
Not  known,  because  few  Southerners  remain  to  witness  orgie:  no 
English  paper  reports  it.  According  to  beneficent  Standing  Order, 
ordinary  debate  stands  adjourned  at  midnight.  Members  go  home, 
whether  work  in  hand  accomplished  or  not.  One  curious  exception 
to  rule.  Scotch  Members,  accustomed  to  get  a  little  more  for  their 
money  than  other  sections  of  community,  managed  to  carry  amend- 
ment whereby  matters  relating  to  educational  affairs  North  of  the 
Tweed  may  be  discussed  all  night  if  necessary.  Accordingly,  from 
time  to  time,  when  ordinary  business  of  sitting  wound  up,  Scotch 
Members  clan  together  and  make  a  night  of  it. 
%'Happened  iust  now.  At  midnight  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill 
brought  in ;  Members  troop  off  leaving  what  JOKIM  irreverently  calls 
"  a  Pict  selection  of  Scots."  Business  on  hand  related  to  Universities 
(Scotland)  Act,  1889.  So  it  appears  on  Order.  First  business  actually 
is  to  bring  in  the  haggis.  MACFARLANE  told  off  for  this  duty,  because 
he 's  only  member  who,  being  resident  in  London,  has  his  kilt  handy. 
Also  there  is  a  subtle,  inexpressed  feeling  that  his  flowing  beard  (when 
it  can  be  kept  out  of  the  haggis-dish)  gives  a  bardic  appearance  to 
ceremony.  Dr.  FA  BQUH  ARSON  preceeds  him  with  bagpipes,  which 
seemed  to-night  to  have  just  a  slight  touch  of  influenza.  CALDWELL 
brews  a  peck  o'  maut;  "  Cald  without"  they  call  it,  in  spite  of  the 
rising  steam  and  the  stirred-up  sugar.  But  a  Scotchman,  as  DONALD 
CUHBIE  admits,  is  not  to  be  done  out  of  a  joke  on  account  of  a  few 
awkward  details  in  the  way  of  matters  of  fact.  No  pipes  are  allowed 
except  those  in  FAEQUHARSON'S  hands,  but  they  manage  to  face 
deprivation,  and  have,  on  the  whole,  a  merrv  evening.  Joining  hands 
round  table,  on  which  lay  the  astonished  Mace,  we  sang  "Auld  Lang 
Syne  "  just  now,  and  so  home  to  bed. 

Don't  quite  know  what  became  of  the  Universities  (Scotland)  Act, 
1889.  Fancy  we  repealed  it.  Business  done  (earlier  in  si'ting). — 
Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill  brought  in. 

Friday,  Midnight. — Best  dav's  work  since  Session  opened.  At 
morning  sitting  ASQUITH  moved  for  leave  to  bring  in  two  important 
measures,  and  got  it.  If  things  go  on  at  this  rate  HOME  SFCRFTARY 
will  soon  be  known  as  ASK-WITH-SUCCESS.  At  night  useful  discus- 
sion on  Post  Office  contract  with  Telephone  Company.  When  SAGE 
OF  QUEEN  ANNE'S  GATE  interposed  everybody  thought  h«  was  going 
to  show  that  all  the  evil  dilated  upon  came  from  having  PREMIER  in 
the  House  of  Lords.  Didn't  even  mention  ROSEBERY,  unless  he 
meant  to  include  him  in  condemnation  of  "  financiers  and  other  dis- 
reputable persons." 

Business  done.—  Bills  brought  in  to  Amend  Factories  and  Work- 
shop Act  and  Truck  Acts. 

THE;  TRUTH  ABOUT  THE  COLD-TUBBER. 

HE  had  read  of  the  frigid  fanatics  who  tub 

In  a  pool  in  the  Park  through  the  ice, 
So  he  took  a  rough  towel  his  body  to  scrub. 
He  sped  to  the  Park, — quite  avoiding  the 
Pub,— 

He  stripped  in  a  blizzard. 
Which  pierced  to  his  gizzard. 
And  shrivelled  his  skin  till  he  lookedlike 

a  lizard, 
Plunged,  shuddered,  shrank,  "stammered, 

How  n-n-n-n-ice ! " 

But  when  through  the  laurels  I  happened 
to  glance, 

I  found  he  was— doing  the  Serpentine  Dance, 
With  a  stiff  frozen  towel,  ten  paralysed  toes, 
And  an  unripe  tomato  in  place  of  a  nose ! 

QUEER  QUERIES. 

PURE  BEVERAGES. — What  is  cocoa?  I  write  to  ask  because  our 
grocer  says  it  has  just  been  legally  decided  that  a  mixture  containing 
eighty  per  cent,  of  flour  and  sago,  and  the  rest  genuine  nibs,  deserves 
to  be  called  by  that  name.  Is  this  really  the  law  ?  He  also  tells  me 
that  in  the  Navy  our  sailors  quite  enjoy  a  cocoa  that  is  half  composed 
of  "  foreign  fats."  If  so,  is  our  Admiralty  justified  in  getting  its  fat 
from  abroad  instead  of  supporting  home  industries  ?  And  when  Jack 
Tar  asks  for  cocoa,  ought  not  he  to  get  it  ?  At  all  events,  I  have 
decided  to  pay  my  grocer's  next  bill  with  eighty  per  cent,  of  French 
pennies,  and  see  how  he  likes  that .'— SOUL  OF  HONOUR. 


AN  ADDITIONAL  "  LABOUR  OF  HERCULES." — To  fill,  for  the  second 
time,  the  post  of  Governor  of  the  Cape  and  High  Commissioner  of 
South  Africa,  to  which  Sir  HERCULES  ROBINSON  is  appointed. 

"  ALONE  !  ALONE  ! " — Very  like  a  wail.  It  has  a  sad  sound,  but 
not  a  bad  look  when  written  as  "  A  Loan  in  London."  Specially  if 
it  be  the  American. 
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THE    COMPENSATING    CIRCUMSTANCES. 

..'  Sympathetic  Visitor.  "PooK  DXAR  MB.  SMITH,  HOW  HK  MUST  BDFFKR  WITH  ALL  THAT 
SNEEZING  AND  OoroHiNO."  „ 

Mrs.  Smith.  "  HB  DOBS,  INDEED  ;  BUT  YOU  CAN'T  THINK  HOW  rr  AMUSBS  THI 


THE  ADVANTACE  OF  BEING  CONSISTENT. 

(A  Dramatic  Forecast  of  the  Farce  of  the 
Future. ) 

SCENE  —  Smoking-room  of  the  Toy  Club. 
Reformed  members  sipping  lemon- 
squashes  and  inhaling  tea-leaf  cigarettes 
and  reading  "  The  Happi/  Hearth"  and 
periodicals  of  a  similar  character. 

First  Member.  I  am  heartily  glad  that  the 
committee  decided  to  change  the  name  of  the 
cluh  from  the  Handicap  to  the  Toy,  as  it  has 
brought  an  influx  of  such  extremely  eligible 
members.  The  bishop  is  perfectly  charming. 

Necoml  Member .  Quite  so,  and  really  the 
archdeacon's  stories  are  first  rate.  I  suppose 
yoxi  heard  his  anecdote  about  the  pew  opener 
who  thought  that  matins  were  a  substitute 
for  oil-cloth  ? 


Firtt  Mem.  Excellent,  it  was  told  me  yes- 
terday by  the  Lord  Chancellor  of  British 
Undisooveredland.  And  how  much  better  it 
is  that  we  are  not  allowed  to  bet  in  the  old- 
fashioned  way.  When  you  come  to  think  of 
it,  there  was  something  amazingly  demoralis- 
ing in  permitting  a  Guinea  Club  Sweep  for 
the  Derby. 

Second  Mem.  I  should  think  so  I  I  give 
you  my  word  that  I  put  my  name  down  in 
every  single  sweep  in  the  old  Handicap  for 
fifteen  y? ars,  and  never  once  drew  a  starter. 

First  Mem.  My  experience  too.  Have  you 
heard  whether  there  is  to  be  any  substitute 
for  the  sweep  this  year  ? 

Second  Mem.  Why,  yes.  I  was  told  by  a 
member  of  the  Becreation  Committee  that  all 
members  taking  the  bread-and- milk  luncheon 
daily  for  a  week  are  to  have  chances  for  the 
Grand  Derby  Bace  Christmas  Tree. 


Fin,t  Mem.  Isn't  a  Christmas  Tree  a  little 
too  late  or  too  previous  in  June  ' 

Secnnd  Mem.  Well,  yes ;  but  then  it  was 
said  that  once  the  Derby  wax  run  in  a  snow- 
storm, and  so  we  might  take  it  that  some- 
times we  have  winter  in  summer. 

First  Mem.  I  see.  Have  you  any  idea  what 
the  prizes  are  to  be  ? 

Second  Mem.  Oh,  some  of  them  will  be  very 
handsome.  I  am  told  that  the  tree  is  to  be 
decorated  with  tea-cozies  and  silver-mounted 
blue  spectacles. 

First  Mem.  Beally !  I  shall  not  forget  to 
take  my  one  o'clock  bread-and-milk  regu- 
larly in  the  coffee-room  for  the  next  week. 
I  suppose  you  have  quite  given  up  yonr 
betting-book  ? 

Second  Mem.  Well,  no,  because  you  see 
the  Act  permits  betting  in  moderation,  and 
under  proper  restrictions.  For  instance,  I 
am  quite  prepared  tn  take  seven  to  one  against 
Snuffbox  for  the  Hardbake  Selling  Stakes, 
only  of  course  it  must  be  in  peppermint  drops. 

First  Mem.  (producing  betting-book).  Well, 
I  would  accommodate  you  it'  I  were  not 
overburdened  with  peppermint-drops.  Make 
it  brandy-balls,  and  I  will  do  it  in  ounce*. 

Second  Mem.  (referring  to  betting-book).  I 
am  not  particularly  fond  of  that  sweetstuff, 
but  I  think  I  can  act  as  commissioner  for  my 
aunt.  (Enters  bet.)  Is  your  list  full  for  The 
Band  of  Joy  Two- year-old  Candle  Cup  P 

First  Mem.  (after  reference  to  betting- 
book).  Well,  I  don  t  mind  backing  my  opinion 
about  the  Churchwarden's  County  Council. 
Do  you  know  his  price  P 

Second  Mem.  I  see  in  the  Charity  Box  of 
last  night  that  he  was  in  considerable  demand 
at  Tattersall's.  As  much  as  two  to  one  in 
Abyssinian  sugar-sticks  was  taken  freely, 
don't  mind  letting  yon  have  a  pound  of  mixed 
biscuits  to  an  ounce  of  Everton  toffy,  if  that 
will  suit  vou. 

First  Mem.  All  right.  (Makes  entry  tn 
belting-book.)  And  now  I  really  must  go. 

First  Mem.  What,  are  you  off  'f 

Second  Mem.  Why,  yes.  I  want  to  see  my 
stockbroker.  I  have  quite  a  heavy  flutter  on 
in  connection  with  these  new  Carbonate  of 
Soda  Mines.  If  they  don't  go  up  a  bit  before 
the  next  account  I  may  lose  a  cool  thousand. 

First  Mem.  Just  my  case.  However.  I 
shall  be  able  to  pull  through,  as  now  that 
gambling  is  prohibited  on  the  turf  and  in  the 
club,  there  is  more  money  available  for 
different  imposes.  «>••  ' 

[Exeunt  for  the  City. 


TOrCORINNA. 

THB  jocund  spring,  in  season  ripe, 

Her  reign  of  gladness  hath  commenced, 
Each  shepherd  mends  his  broken  pipe, 
Each  nymph  knows  well 
The  subtle  spell 
By  which  she  '11  soon  be  influenz'ed. 

Then  tarry  not,  beloved  maid, 

Not  make  thy  worshiper  endure 
Such  woes  as  haunt  him  who 's  afraid, 
And  yet  desires 
To  think  Love's  fires 
Alone  have  raised  his  temperature ! 
What  though  the  crocus  still  delays  P 
No  fragrance  hath  it  sweet  or  rare ; 
The  snowdrop  pale  let  others  praise  ; 
We  need  not  yet 
The  violet 
When  eucalyptus  fills  the  air ! 

Away  with  winter's  peevish  woes ! 

We  '11  wander  though  the  meadows  green 
Or  where  the  babbling  river  flows, 
And  on  the  brink 
We'll  tit  and  drink 
Ambrosial  tincture  of  quinine. 


VOT.  cvm. 
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"OVEB!" 

Or,  The  Battle  of  the  Bats. 

The  Lion  and  the  Kangaroo 
Fighting  for  the  Crown, 

The  Lion  licked  the  Kangaroo- 
Helped  by  Mister  BEOWN  ! 

AIR— "  Battle  of  the  Baltic." 

OF  STODDAHT — splendid  name ! — 

Sing  the  rapturous  renown, 
When  our  boys  to  battle  came, 

All  to  win  the  Cricket  Crown  ; 
Though  Australia  once  again  the  toss  had 
won. 

But  the  Britons  took  their  stand 

In  a  bold  determined  band, 

And  the  Best  Bat  in  the  Land 
Led  them  on. 

Like  "  Leviathan  "  in  form, 

Little  GREGORY  laid  on, 
Doughty  DARLING  made  it  warm, 

And  GEORGE  GIFFEN,  fadeless  one, 
Smote  our  trundlers  with  a  coolness  quite 
sublime. 

Four—One^Four!  The  "wire"  so  saitht— 

There  was  silence  deep  as  death, 

And  our  boldest  held  Ms  breath 
For  a  time. 

But  the  hopes  of  England  flushed 
On  that  mighty  Melbourne  green ; 

How  young  WARD  and  STODDART  rushed 
O'er  the  space  those  stumps  between  I 

Sixty-eight  our  Captain  piled,  and  the  fun 
Cool  MACLAREN  kept  alive ; 
With  Six-Score !  BOB  PEEL  did  strive, 
And  our  score  was  Three — Eight — Five 
Ere  'twas  done ! 

Australia  once  again ! 

And  the  scoring  does  not  slack. 
May  kind  heaven  avert  the  rain, 

Till  the  last  bat  hies  him  back ! 
At  good  shots  how  the  cheers  break  and  boom 

Round  the  ring !— and  oh  I  the  wail 

At  the  click  of  flying  bail, 

As  the  Riohardsonian  hail 

Pelts — like  doom ! 

Good  GREY  GEORGE,  the  Australian  Chief, 
Smote  again  his  swashing  blows. 

Mingled  sounds  of  joy  and  grief 
From  the  Melbourne  ring  arose  I 

When  the  stumps  again  are  drawn  for  the 

day 

BROCKWELL,  prey  to  bad  luck's  blight, 
Is  again  out  of  the  fight, 
WARD  and  STODDABT  in,  to  smite 
As  they  may. 

Two — six — nine  more  runs  to  make ! 

And  one  leading  wicket  down  !— 
Old  World,  let  thine  echoes  wake 

With  the  honoured  name  of  BROWN, 
Yorkshire  BROWN  the  last  selected,  but  not 
least, 

Oh!  to  see  him  smite  and  run, 

With  Lancashire's  great  gun. 

ALBERT  WARD,  to  share  the  fun 
Was  a  feast ! 

One-forty !    Ninety-three ! 

Though,  for  once,  stout  STODDART  failed, 
That  left  few  more  runs,  d'ye  see  P 

And  though  TROTT  and  GFFFEN  hailed 
At  the  stumps,  and  JARVIS  watched  like  a  cat. 

Young  MACLABEN  and  BOB  PEEL 

Won  the  match  slap  off  the  reel, 

By  six  wickets !    How  d'ye  feel 
JOHN,  at  that  T 

Out  spake  the  victor  then 
(And  we  echo  him  o'er  the  wave), 

"  Ye  are  brothers,  trumps,  and  men  I 
And  it  was  the  narrowest  shave 

That  victory  to  us  Britons  did  [allot. 
That  Crown,  as  is  but  meet, 


GRATITUDE. 

Patient  (cured,  and  leaving  the  hospital— to  Nurse).      I  THANK  T00  KINDLY,  Miss,  FOB  ALL 

YOVR  GOODNESS— I    SHALL    NEVER    FORGET    IT  I       I»    IVER    THERE    WAS  A   FALLEN    H ANflKL, 

ran  'KB  ONB  I " 


We  will  lay  at  England's  feet. 
But  by  GHORGE,  you  're  bad  to  beat— 
GEORGE'S  Lot ! " 

Now  joy,  Old  England  raise 

For  the  tidings  of  that  fight. 
Gallant  STODDART  crown  with  bays ! 

When  the  wine-cup  brims  to-night 
His  name  will  sound  the  loudest  midst  the 
roar. 

Thanks  to  him,  and  Mister  BROWN, 

And  some  others  of  renown. 

We  still  keep  the  Cricket  Crown 
On  our  shore. 

But  though  lion-SioDDART  wears 

That  proud  wreath,  the  Kangaroo 
("  Old  Man"  GIFFBN)  fairly  shares, 

With  his  good  and  gallant  crew. 
The  best  honours  of  the  game  they  fought  to 
save. 

At  the  wickets  far  from  flats, 

In  the  field  they  were  like  cats. 

So  here 's  power  to  the  Bats 
Of  the  Brave 


JOHN    STUART    BLACKIE. 

(Died  at  Edinburgh,  Saturday,  March  2,  1895, 

in  Aw  86<A  year.) 

THOU  brave  old  Soot  I    And  art  thou  gone  ? 

How  much  of  light  with  thee's  departed  I 
Philosopher— yettull of  fun, 

Great  humorist — yet  human-hearted  ; 
A  Caledonian — yet  not  dour, 

A  scholar— yet  not  dry-as-dosty  ; 
A  pietest— yet  never  sour  1 

O,  stout  and  tender,  true  and  trusty 
Octogenarian  optimist, 

The  world  for  thee  seemed  aye  more  sunny. 
We  loved  thee  better  for  each  twist 

Which  streaked  a  soul  as  sweet  as  honey. 
We  shall  not  see  thy  like  again  I 

We've  fallen  on  times   most  queer   and 

quacky, 
And  oft  shall  miss  the  healthy  brain 

And  manly  heart  of  brave  old  BLACKIE  I 

I  [MRS.  R.  says  she  wouldn't  miss  the  Naval 
and  Military  at  Sandown  for  anything. 
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USEFUL    HINT. 

(Far  surmounting  the  Snma-drifts  whenever  they  may  be,  as  they  hive  been  till  quite  recently,  heaped  up  behind  mast  of  the  Fences.) 
Sportsman  (with  Spade).  "WOULDN'T  BE  WITHOUT  IT  FOB  THE  WORLD,  OLD  CHAP!    HAD  TO  DIG  MTSBLF  OUT  NO  LESS  THAN 

THREE  TIMES  TO-DAY  I " 


IN  THE  COURT  OF  COMMON  SENSE  (LATE  PLEAS). 

(Before  Mr,  Justice  Reason. ) 

His  Lordship  asked,  whether  Brown  v.  Jones  was  ready  ? 

Mr.  Bands.  No,  my  Lord.  1  am  requested  by  my  learned  friend, 
Mr.  WIGOE  (who  is  in  the  Strand),  to  say  that  unfortunately 

His  Lordship  (interrupting).  Oh,  very  well !  if  the  parties  do  not 
take  sufficient  interest  m  the  matter  to  appear  here  at  the  proper 
time,  I  shall  assume  that  the  whole  affair  is  frivolous,  and  strike  it 
out.  Next  case  please. 

A  Mr.  SMITH  rose  in  the  body  of  the  Court  and  said  that  he 
appeared  in  person. 

His  Lordship.  Is  the  defendant  here  'i 

Mr.  Bands.  I  appear  for  the  defendant,  my  Lord,  Mr.  SNOOKS. 
Allow  me  to  say  that 

His  Lordship  (interrupting).  No,  no.  Mr.  BANDS:  your  turn  will 
come  by-and-by.  I  will  hear  what  the  plaintiff  has  to  say  first. 
Now  you,  Sir— I  mean  Mr.  SMITH — what  is  it  all  about  P 

The  plaintiff  then  entered  into  a  lengthy  narrative  of  certain 
negotiations  about  the  purchase  of  a  house. 

Hit  Lordship  (interrupting).  Do  you  want  to  buy  the  place,  now  ? 

Mr.  Smith.  No.my  Lord,  at  least 

Hit  Lordship.  You  said  no,  and  I  suppose  you  meant  what  you 
said.  And  now,  Mr.  BANDS,  does  you  client  want  to  sell  the  house  P 

Mr.  Bands  (promptly).  Certainly  not,  my  Lord;  but  perhaps  you 
will  allow  me  to  explain. 

Hit  Lordship.  Explanation  absolutely  unnecessary.  No  order, 
and  Mr.  SNOOKS,  at  he  has  gone  to  the  expense  of  instructing  (to  my 
mind  absolutely  unnecessarily)  counsel,  will  have  the  pleasure  of 
paying  for  the  luxury.  Next  case. 

In  this  instance  both  the  litigants  appeared  in  person.  The 
question  in  dispute  was  a  right-of-way. 

His  Lordship.  Now,  gentlemen,  although  you  have  elected  to 
appear  before  me  without  any  intermediary,  I  am  bound  to  tell  you 
that  if  the  matter  is  carried  further— to  superior  courts— you  will 
nnd  yourselves  both  landed  in  heavy  costs.  What  do  YOU  sav 
Mr.  JOHNSON  ? 

Mr.  Johnson  (one  of  the  litigants).  Well,  of  course,  my  Lord,  I 

nt  want  that;  but  if  I  win  my  cause,  why  Mr.  THOMPSON  will 
hare  to  pay  for  us  both. 


His  Lordship.  Come,  come  ;  I  see  there  is  a  good  deal  of  personal 
feeling  in  this  matter.  Take  my  advice  and  settle  it  amicably.  I 
do  not  sit  on  this  bench  to  encourage  gambling,  but  if  either  of  you 
has  in  his  possession,  what  I  believe  was  called  by  Mr.  Box  in  the 
case  of  Box  versus  Cox,  a  "  tossing"  sixpence,  you  might  come  to 
an  understanding  in  five  minutes.  I  will  wait  until  you  have  con- 
ferred with  one  another. 

The  litigants  upon  this  invitation  held  a  consultation. 

Mr.  Johnson.  It  is  all  right,  my  Lord.    I  called  heads,  and 

His  Lordship  (interrupting).  I  don't  want  to  hear  anything  about 
that  so  long  as  Box  and  Cox— I  should  say,  JOHNSON  and  THOMP- 
SON— are  satisfied,  the  rest  is  immaterial.  And  now,  is  there  any 
further  business  before  me  ? 

His  Lordship  was  informed  that  there  were  ten  causes  to  be  heard, 
and  that  all  the  parties  were  in  attendance. 

His  Lordship.  Am  I  to  understand  that  not  only  counsel  but  their 
clients  are  present. 

Mr.  Bands  (after  consultation).  Certainly,  my  Lord. 

His  Lordship.  Then  allow  me  to  address  them  en  bloc.  Now  I 
am  quite  sure  that  a  few  minutes'  conversation  amongst  yourselves 
will  set  everything  right.  Commence  with  the  very  sensible 
assumption  that  anything  is  better  than  litigation,  and  see  what 
comes  of  it.  I  will  retire  to  my  room  to  let  you  have  a  chat  in  com- 
fort. When  you  are  all  ready,  send  for  me.  But  mind,  take  my 
advice,  and  hold  to  the  sensible  assumption  that  anything  is  better 
than  litigation. 

His  Lordship  then  retired,  and  the  parties  interested  acted  upon 
his  suggestion.  After  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  conference  the  Judge 
was  summoned  into  Court. 

His  Lordship.  Well,  and  what  is  the  decision  ? 

Mr.  Bands  (in  a  melancholy  tone).  May  it  please  your  Lordship 
all  the  cases  have  been  settled  out  of  court. 

His  Lordship.  So  much  the  better.  And  now  as  I  have  cleared  off 
my  entire  list,  I  bid  you  an  affectionate  farewell. 

The  Court  was  then  adjourned  sine  die. 


SHAKSPEARE'S  ADVICE  AFTER  THE  L.  C.  C.  ELECTION. — "Furnish 
out  a  Moderate  Table."—  Timon  of  Athens,  Act  III.,  Scene  4. 
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SO    VERY    NATURAL. 

Pint  Friend  (sympathetically).  " GOING  STRONG,  OLD  CHAP?" 
Second  Friend  (preoccupied  with,  rtcent  elections).   "MODERATE.     AND 
YOU?"  first  Friend.  " UM — PROGRESSING." 

Second  Friend  (with  only  one  idea).  "  PROGRESSIVE  I  THEN  WE  SHALL 

KIOHT   IN   THE   L.  C.  C." 

first  Friend.  "  L.  C.  C.  I    No,  NO  !    I  MEANT  THE  INFLUENZA  I " 
TALL   TALES    OF    SPORT   AND    ADVENTURE. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  own  Short  Story-teller.) 
I.— THE  PINK  HIPPOPOTAMUS.    (CONCLUDED.) 

A  DIM  mysterious  light  was  burning  in  the  stall  of  the  sacred 
animal.  By  its  rays  I  was  able  to  see  not  only  the  hippopotamus 
itself,  but  also  the  gaping  hole  in  the  skylight  through  which 
GANHERDOWN  and  I  had  been  thus  fortuitously  projected  into  its 
manger.  The  walls  I  noticed  were  thickly  panelled  with  gold  slabs, 
on  which  were  chased  mystic  emblems  connected  with  the  cult  of  the 
gigantic  beast.  Here  and  there  a  glittering  point  caught  the  light 
and  gave  it  forth  again  in  a  thousand  fantastic  iridescent  rays.  One 
of  these  was  above  my  head,  and  as  I  gazed  at  it  I  realised  that  it 
was  a  huge  ruby  of  the  first  water.  In  the  manger  itself  were  lying 
shivered  fragments  of  the  skylight.  I  picked  one  of  these  up  with 
all  possible  circumspection.  It  was  a  magnificent  piece  of  the  very 
finest  diamond.  Without  another  word  I  crammed  all  I  could  lay  my 
hands  upon  into  my  pockets  and  those  of  GANDERDOWN.  Then  I 
paused  to  reflect. 

The  situation  was  not  an  easy  one.  We  had  arrived,  indeed,  at  our 
goal ;  but  how  should  we  contrive  to  get  away  with  our  booty  ?  No 
doubt  we  could  manage  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  guards  if  we 
returned  alone.  But  this  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  Either  we  would 
take  the  hippopotamus  with  us  or  perish  where  we  lay.  I  com- 
municated my  resolve  to  my  companion,  and,  as  I  expected,  obtained 
his  emphatic  approval.  What  then  was  to  be  done  ? 

All  this  time,  I  should  state,  the  huge  object  of  our  adventure  was 
calmly  munching  his  evening  meal  of  soaked  rice  within  three  inches 
of  the^place  where  GANDEKDOWN  and  I  lay  huddled  up  together.  I 
saw  his  immense  jaws  rise  and  fall  with  the  regularity  of  some 
enormous  machine,  and  I  was  able  to  look  right  down  into  the 
cavernous  recesses  of  his  being.  His  eyes  twinkled  occasionally  with 
a  sidelong  look  at  us,  but  he  seemed  calm  and  undisturbed,  as  though 
he  felt  that  we  could  not  escape  him,  and  that  when  he  had  done 


with  his  rice  there  was   (double  bonne  boiiche  waiting  for  him  in  the 
corner  of  his  manger. 

At  this  moment  the  shrill  voic  "of  a  Muezzin'  sounded  weirdly 
through  the  stillness  o  the  summerjnight.)  .Three*  times  he  railed, 
and  then  once  again  al  was  still.  A,minute"or  BO  afterwards  I  heard 
a  dull  tramp,  as  of  a  regiment,  coming  towards  the  place  in  which  we 
were  sheltered.  What  could  it  mean  r  I .  took)  out  my  watch.  The 
hour  was  fifteen  minutes  after  midnight.  And  then,  by  a  sudden 
effort  of  memory.  I  remembered  that  the  dear  old  MEEBHOT  had  told 
me  that  at  this  hour  every  night  a  crowd  of  fanatical  priest*  and 
attendants,  armed  every  one  of  them  to  the  very  teeth,  came  to  the 
stable  of  their  sacred  brute  in  order'to  take  him  out  for  an  hour's 
promenade  through  the  groves  and  avenues  that  surround  his  shrine. 
The  danger,  then,  was  imminent.  If  we  were  discovered  nothing 
could  save  us,  and  we  should  perish  miserably  with  our  prize  within 
our  grasp.  My  mind  was  instantly  made  up. 

"  GANDKRDOWN,"  I  whispered;  "have  you  ever  been  inside  a 
hippopotamus  t  " 

Never ;  but  I  was  once  told  by  a  dirty  little  urchin  to  (ret  inside  a 
horse — why,  I  know  not,  as  the  attempt  for  a  man  of  my  me " 

"  Enough  of  that,  GANDERDOWN  ;  you  have  got  somehow  or  other 
to  get  inside  this  hippopotamus." 

All  right,"  said  the  major,  who.  as  I  have  said,  never  displayed 
the  least  trace  of  emotion ;  "all  right  I  suppose  I  had  better  take 
my  boots  off,"  and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  words,  he  did  so. 

"  Stay,"  I  murmured  ;      have  you  a  long  leather  thong  ?  " 

"  Here  is  one,"  he  replied,  producing  it ;  "  I  never  travel  without 
one.  You  never  know  what  may  come  in  useful." 

I  took  it  from  him  and  bade  him  prepare  for  the  plunge.  Nearer 
and  nearer  sounded  the  tramp  of  the  advancing  priests.  I  judged 
that  we  had  exactly  three  minutes  left,  and  I  told  GANDEHDOWN  that 
the  next  time  the  animal's  jaws  were  open  to  their  widest  he  was  to 
go  down  head  first,  and  trust  to  providence  and  me  for  the  rest. 
GANDERDOWN  needed  no  further  incitement.  Kissing  a  locket  con- 
taining a  specimen  of  his  wife's  hair  he  extended  his  arms  above  his 
head  in  correct  diving  attitude,  and,  as  the  gigantic  mouth  opened 
slowly,  sprang  forward  and  in  a  moment  disappeared  within  this  living 
vault.  As  he  did  so,  1  passed  a  loop  of  the  leather  thong  firmly  over 
the  beast's  lower  jaw,  fitting  it  in  where  there  are  gaps  in  the  teeth. 
As  I  anticipated,  ne  did  not  notice  this,  being  entirely  taken  up  with 
the  surprise  of  receiving  his  human  cargo.  I  then  took  the  ends  of 
the  thong  in  my  hands,  and,  as  the  step  of  the  leading  priest  sounded 
at  the  door,  I,  too,  leaped  into  the  cavity  in  which  GANDERDOWN  had 
so  bravely  preceded  me. 

There  are  some  things  in  my  life  that  I  do  not  care  to  dwell  upon. 
Description,  however  vividly  it  may  serve  to  paint  the  dauntless 
courage  that  has  ever  borne  me  safe  through  dangers,  can  only  give 
me  pain  by  recalling  to  me  the  horrors  and  the  terrors  through  which 
I  had  to  pass.  The  inside  of  the  Fink  Hippopotamus  was  one  of 
these  awful  situations.  Let  it  suffice  to  say  that  I  found  GANDER- 
DOWN  alive,  but  stertorous,  and  that  I  was  able  to  relieve  him  by 
undoing  his  shirt-collar.  I  had  my  compass,  I  had  a  pair  of  excel- 
lent reins.  Why  say  more '(  To  this  day  the  Ghazis  and  Mollahs,  and 
the  tribe  of  Hippo-worshippers  who  are  still  to  be  found  inhabiting 
the  rocky  mountain  fastnesses  of  Jam  Tirnova,  have  been  unable  to 
realise  why  the  beast  they  prayed  to  should  have  suddenly  taken  it 
into  his  head,  some  forty  years  ago,  to  make  straight  for  the  Dia- 
mond City  instead  of  returning,  as  was  his  wont,  to  his  gilded  stall. 

But  so  it  was. 

•  *•••• 

When  we  arrived  at  my  headquarters,  after  I  know  not  how  many 
days,  and  emerged  from  our  close  confinement  it  was  early  in  the 
morning.  But  my  father  and  the  MEKHHOT  were  ready  to  welcome  us. 

"  Sorra  one  av  ye,"  said  the  fine  old  MEKBHOT,  "  did  I  ever  expect 
to  see  in  this  vale  of  sorrow,  where  the  schemes  of  the  wicked  are 
like  a  butter-slide  in  a  pantomime. 
Bat  I  guess  yon  've  put  the  thing 
through,  my  son  ana  there 's  nane 
ither  of  a'  that  come  ben  the  hoose 
that  could  have  played  Billy  the 
Baker's  Boy  with  the  Ranee's  Pink 
Hippo." 

The  Ranee  was  of  course  deposed, 
and  the  MEEBHOY  was  installed  in 
her  place.  He  offered  me  the  com- 
mand of  his  army  and  a  salary  of 
two  hundred  laks  a  year.  But  I 
had  had  enough  of  the  country,  and 
soon  afterwards  left  for  England, 
taking  the  sacred  animal  with 
me.  Unfortunately,  however,  it  died  at  sea  of  home-sickness,  and 
had  to  be  consigned  to  the  deep  in  latitude  251,  longitude  42'3,  I 
had  grown  quite  attached  to  the  poor  beast,  and  it  used  to  follow  me 
about  like  a  dog,  making  all  kinds  of  funny  noises  to  express  its 
affection  for  me,  and  eating  out  of  my  hand  with  remarkable  tame- 
ness.  Its  loss  was  a  great  blow  to  me.  [TEE  END. 
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THINGS    BETTER    LEFT    UNSAID. 

Husband  and  Host  (waking  up  from  postprandial  snooze).  "  WHAT — GOING  ?    OH,  I  'M  AFRAID  YOU  MUST  HAVE  FOUND  IT  VERT 

DULL.      I  'VB  GOT  A  DREADFUL   HABIT  OF  NAPPING  AFTER   DINNER  !  " 

Quest.  "DULL,  MY  DEAR  FELLOW?    IT'S  NEVER  DULL  HERE  WHEN  TOU'KE  ASLEEP!" 


,  SILENT! 

["  He  (the  late  ISMAIL  PASHA)  did  not  conceal  his  opinion  that  Egypt 
should  be  left  to  the  Egyptians,  but  admitted  that  a  strong  Government  was 
indispensable.  He  thought  that  in  any  circumstances  a  great  deal  would 
depend  upon  the  character  of  the  Khedive.  ISMAIL  believed  that  if  the 
Khedive  were  a  competent  and  energetic  ruler,  a  satisfactory  state  of 
affairs  might  be  established  in  Egypt  within  a  very  short  time."—"  Times  " 
Vienna  Correspondent.] 

COULD  PENTAOUK,  the  Copt  poet-laureate,  scribe,  bard  and  friend  of 

the  King, 
Sing  now,  as  aforetime  to  RAMESES,  how,  and  of  what  should  he 

sing? 

Of  Nile  given  up  to  the  Giaour,  its  increase  made  o'er  to  the  Jew 
Modern  PHARAOH  would  gladly  let  go  with  his  bonds  and  his  power 

of  screw  ? 

Of  RA  superseded  by  APIS,  of  RAMESES  bluffed  by  JOHN  BULL, 
Of  the  pride  of  the  pashas  o'erthrown,  of  the  cup  of  the  fellaheen 

full? 

Should  he  sing  of  the  anger  of  ABBAS,  the  fretful  and  furious  boy, 
Who  with  tantrums,  and  toys,  and  intrigues,  would  the  counsels  of 

CROMER  destroy  ? 

Nay,  for  he  sang  of  heroes  and  men,  of  the  might  of  victorious  gods, 
And  not  of  a  petulant  child  with  the  charge  of  his  champions  at 

odds, 
Or  of  journalists  iuggling  with  words,  or  financiers  jobbing  with 

bonds. 

Young  ABBAS  fares  forth  to  the  Sphinx,  to  the  secular  Sphinx,  that 

responds 
To  none  save  the  fate-ordered  questioner.    Look  at  that  stony  set 

face. 

Which  the  passing  of  many  an  empire,  the  waning  of  many  a  race 
Hath  seen  in  its  stare  o'er  the  sand-wastes  1    It  PENTAOUR  beheld 

in  its  pride ; 
And  now  the  boy  ABBAS,  in  eager-eyed  question,  creeps  close  to  the 

side 

Of  the  age-battered  Oracle!    Hist!    All  the  desert  is  still  as  the 
sky. 

Do  the  voices  of  forty  fled  centuries  sound  on  the  breeze  that 

breathes  by  P 
Bear  they  meanings  the  Frank  would  acclaim,   or  the  latter-day 

Hebrew  approve  ? 
Those  Voices  are  hard  to  interpret,  that  Sphinx  is  not  easy  to  move. 


It  would  speak  with  the  music  of  MEMNON,  in  ABBAS'S  ears,  did 

it  say  [away. 

The  Frank  shall  return  whence  he  came,  and  the  Briton  betake  him 
Yet  ISMATL  the  shrewd,  the  unscrupulous,  knew  what  young  ABBAS 

must  learn, 
That  a  Government  strong  to  subsist,  which  no  blast  of  intrigue  can 

o'erturn,  [of  old, 

Is  not  shapen  of  shifting  Nile  sands,  broken  reeds,  which,  like  Egypt 
But  pierce  through  the  hand  that  shall  rest  on  them.    ABBAS  the 

boy  may  be  bold, 
With   a  thoughtless  boy-boldness,  but  is  he   the    Khedive   keen 

ISMAIL  foresaw, 

Of  character  'stablished  on  justice,  of  force  firmly  founded  on  law  ? 
Poor  boy,   eager- eyed,  half    exultant,   he  lifts,  half  inquiry  half 

plaint,  [faint 

His  Voice  of  Appeal  to  the  Sphinx.    On  the  air  of  the  desert  how 
Sound  his  words,  "  Is  it  Egypt,  0  Sphinx,  for  Egyptians  ?  "    There 

comes  no  reply,  [sky, 

But  straight  o'er  the  sands,  as  of  old,  staring  forth  to  the  weird  desert 
Unmoved,  unresponsive,  indifferent,  gazes  that  stony  face  still. 
Incarnation  of  calm  most  colossal,  cold  patience,  immovable  will, 
Looking  far  beyond  time,  far  above  human  hope,  mere  midge-fret  of 

the  day, 
Into— what?    There's  no  mortal  who  knows,  and  the  Sphinx,  if  it 

know,  doth  not  say.  [appeal ; 

"Tis  silent— with  silence  that  means  not  consent  to  the  youth's  wild 
Still,  still  the  set  face  which  is  stone  gazes  forth  on  a  sky  which  is 

steel!  

THE  ONE  TOPIC. 

First  Man  (impressively}.  I  was  in  bed  for  a  week. 

Second  Man  (indifferently).  I  was  in  bed  for  a  fortnight. 

First  Man  (boastfully).  Ah,  but  I  had  most  severe  pains  in  my 
back  and  head. 

Second  Man  (contemptuously).  Very  likely.     I  had  most  severe 
pains  all  over  me. 

First  Man  (exultingly).  Well,  anyhow,  my  temperature  was  103J°. 

Second  Man  (crushingly).  Oh,  that 's  nothing !     Mine  was  107°. 

[Exit  in  opposite  directions. 


THE  "HAPPY  DESPATCH"  FOE  THE  SWAZIES. — The  Convention  of 
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KRUSER. 
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'  Hi,    BlLLT  I     ARE  YER  MOVIN'  ?  ' 


BAIL   UP! 

A  COBRESPONDBNT,  who  has  been  reading 
GHAT'S  "  Elegy,"  says  there  is  a  reference  to 
the  England  r.  Australia  match  in  it.    He 
quotes  the  line — 
"  How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  !  " 

as  proving  his  point.  The  allusion  to  "drives," 
"teams,''  ana  " fielding,"  he  remarks,  can 
hardly  he  misunderstood.  And  if  they  oould, 
the  following  line  settles  the  matter : — 

"How  bow'd  the  wood  beneath  their  iturdy 
stroke ! " 

Didn't  the  wood  bow  and  bend  when  BROWN 
was  in,  he  at.ks  ?  Wasn't  WARD'S  on-drive 
for  live  a  sturdy  stroke  ?  We  must  refer  him 
to  Mr.  STODDART  for  a  reply. 


PSAXTEH  AND  SALTA.— Aided  by  the  careful 
arrangement  of  "  contents  "  (and  with  regard 
to  "  Mr.  G.'s"  latest  publication  there  are  no 
"  non-contents'1)  the  reader  can  easily  find  any 
passage  in  this  "  Psalter."  At  this  moment 
there  is  another  "  Salta  "  to  which  the  atten- 
tion of  not  a  few  is  directed,  and  the  non-con-  [ 
tents  or  anti-Jabezites  know  that  it  is  very 
difficult  to  get  at  Aim,  or  to  find  a  passage 
out  of  that  Salta  for  J.  B. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

THE  Baron  is  not  aware  whether  the 
volume  btfore  him,  Japhet  in  Search  of  a 
Father,  is  the  first  of  Captain  MARHTAT'S 
works  re-issued  by  M ACHILLA N  ;  but  the 
Baron,  speaking  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Punch,  is 
indeed  delighted  to  welcome  a  very  old 
friend,  and  hopes  to  see  many  more  of  Cap- 
tain MAHRYAT'S  able  and  amusing  crew.  "If 
the  gallant  Captain,  H.N.,  with  his  true 
British  sailors,  cannot  command  a  sale,  who 
can? "  asks  the  Baron,  and  pauses  not  for  a 
reply.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Midshipman 
Easy  is  still  on  board.  The  Baron  antici- 
pates great  pleasure  from  renewing  the  ac- 
quaintance of  that  gay  sea  puppy.  Quite  a 
Happy  Thought,  —  "  Why  not  republish 
MARBTAT  ?  We  will."  So  all  hands  to  the 
re-issue,  and  success  to  it,  quoth  the  nautical 
BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


IF  _ever  there  were  a  clergyman's  name, 
and  title,  suggestive  of  the  Militantest  of  the 
Church  Militant,  it  is  "  Canon  GORE." 


GOOD  OMEN.— One  of  the  Directors  of  a 
New  Water  Company  is  Sir  SPENCER  WELLS. 
Everyone  well  knows  the  genuine  value  of 
the  Sparkling  Wells.  Will  the  worthy  Bart., 
as  the  Madchens  do  at  the  Elisa  Fountain, 
serve  out  "  the  Harefield  "  (not  Hare-aerated) 
"and  Springwell"  waters  at  a  much-fre- 
quented bar,  and  be  thenceforth  known  as 
Sir  Dis-pensary  WELLS  ?  We  wish  them  all 
success.  "  Water,  water,  everywhere,  and 
plenty  fit  to  drink !  " 


TO  MRS.  KEELEY.' 

["Some  time  ago  HBK  MAJESTY  inquired  after 
Mrs.  KBKLKV,  and  was  informed  that  the  was  well 
and  in  her  ninetieth  year.  The  UUEEN  expressed 
a  with  to  see  her,  and  Colonel  COLLINS  airanged 
for  Mrs.  KKKI.KV  to  have  the  honour  of  being  re- 
ceived at  Buckingham  Palaceyesterday  afternoon, 
when  the  wu  presented  to  HEH  MAJESTY.  The 
welcome  given  to  the  gifted  lady,  who  »o  wonder- 
fully preserve!  her  health,  intelligence,  and  vivacity, 
wa»  moit  graceful  and  cordial;  and  the  QUKEK 
was  pleased  to  recall  to  mind  several  interfiling 
incidents  of  the  patt."—JJaitu  Telegraph,  Thuri- 
day,  March!.} 

OH,  when  I  was  a  little  Eton  boy. 

With  a  heigho !  I  need  not  explain, 

'The  KEBLETS"  were  a  wondrous  ioy, 

For  they  were  to  droll  ia  every  play. 

But  now  I  am  at  mid  'estate, 
With  a  heigho !  I  need  not  explain. 

Here 's  Mrs.  KEELEY  tete-d-lete 
With  our  Gracious  Queen  VIC-TO-BI-A. 

No  Hetty  Baker  ere  like  you ! 

With  a  smile,  smirk,  I  need  not  explain ! 
That  rascal,  gay  Jack  Sheppard,  too, 

With  a  "  Nix,  my  dolly  !  fake  away  !  " 

I  've  Been  you  dance  and  heard  you  sing 
With  a  sly  eye,  I  need  not  explain, 

How  well  you  acted  everything 
In  whatever  part  you  chose  to  play ! 

That  yon  're  about  and  well  we  know, 
With  a  Hooray !  a  cheer  onee  again ! 

And  may  yon  long  continue  so. 
Till  the  curtain  falls  and  ends  the  play. 


".Heard  in  Court." 

Countel.  Now  tell  me,  while  yon  were 
standing  as  yon  say  just  in  front  of  the  de- 
fendant, did  anything  remarkable  strike  you  ? 

Pat.  It  did,  Sorr. 

Countel.  And  what  was  that  ? 

Pat.  His  fist. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  BIMETALLI8T. 

i. 
WHO  is  Silver  ?— what  is  she, 

That  all  our  swells  commend  her  ? 
Very  tongh  and  bright  is  she ; — 

The  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  her, 
That  adopted  she  might  be — 
That  adopted  she  might  be  ! 

n. 
Is  she  constant  as  she 's  fair  ? 

Or  is  she  light  and  heady  P 
Gold  might  to  her  arms  repair 

To  help  him  to  keep  steady ; 
And,  being  helped,  inhabit  there — 
And,  being  helped,  inhabit  there. 

m. 
Then,  if  Silver  plays  mad  tricks, 

Or  Gold  in  always  changing, 
So  that  none  their  price  can  fix, 

From  par  to  premium  ranging — 
Let  us  both  together  mix  !— 
Let  us  both  together  mix ! 


FITTING  FINISH.— The  Portuguese  financial 
agent  wrote  last  week  to  the  Times  to  con- 
tradict the  report  as  to  a  "  further  issue"  by 
his  Government  of  "  tobacco  bonds."  So  this 
ends  in  smoke. 

A  BLUE  "  TIP  "  FOR  THE  UNIVERSITY 
RACE.— With  GAME  rowing  and  HOPK  in  the 
bow,  the  Cambridge  Eight  this  year  ought  to 
make  a  close  race  of  it. 
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"ANIMAL   SPIRITS" 

No.  VII.— WHILE  FROZEN  OUT.     A  RECENT  SKETCH  AT  TH«  Zoo. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Illume  of  Common*,  Monday,  March  4.— PRINCE  ARTHUR  still 
away,  dallying  with  influenza.  Recent  experience  of  carefully  con- 
sidered, but  not  altogether  successful  effort  at  leadership  by  other 
wing  of  allied  army  doesn't  make  Opposition  irrepressibly  anxious 
for  more.  At  least,  not  just  at  present.  JOKIM  shunted  off  the  main 
line;  HICKS-BEACH  takes  charge  of  train  in  temporary  absence  of 
regular  guard.  To-night  Ireland  coyly  omes  again  to  front ;  JOHN 
MORLEY  brings  in  still  another  Land  Bill.  In  such  circumstances 
PRINCE  ABTHITH'S  absence,  always  regrettable,  becomes  peculiarly 
unfortunate.  He  knows  Ireland  thoroughly,  and  where  knowledge 
fails  he  supplies  the  lack  with  inflexible  opinion ;  which,  in  an  Irish 
Minister  or  Ex-Minister,  is  the  next  best  thing  to  knowledge. 

Happily  there  is  CARSON  and  ST.  JOHN  BRODRICK.  They  repre- 
sented Front  Opposition  Bench  in  Committee  on  Land  Question 
which  sat  last  year.  At  one  crisis,  things  not  going  in  Committee 
exactly  as  they  desired  to  conduct  them,  they  haughtily  rose  and  left 
the  room.  A  striking  scene,  never  to  be  effaced  from  memory  of 
those  who  witnessed  it.  It  was,  or  should  have  been,  like  with- 
drawal of  props  that  sustain  mighty  masonry.  The  temple  should 
forthwith  have  toppled,  burying  in  its  ruin  the  ten  or  twelve 
Members  who  had  differed  from  middle-aged  youth.  Nothing  hap- 
pened except  the  Committee  went  on  with  its  work  just  as  if  it  were 
still  sustained  by  presence  and  counsel  of  the  retiring  two.  Report 
was  completed  in  sense  of  majority,  and  here  was  presented  to  House 
a  Bill  founded  on  its  recommendations. 

To-night  the  two  props  of  the  Constitution  resumed  their  useful 
service  of  sustentation.  CARSON,  as  he  mentally  struggled  with  the 
problem  of  governing  Ireland,  unconsciously  fell  into  PRINCE 
ARTHUR'S  early  but  now  abandoned  trick  of  sitting  with  his  feet  on 
the  table.  Near  him,  diligently  making  notes  whilst  JOHN  MORLEY 
expounded  his  Bill,  sat  ST.  JOHN  BRODRICK.  "  There,"  said  CARSON 
who  has  not  forgotten  his  POPE — 

"There  ST.  JOHN  mingled  with  ray  friendly  bowl 
The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul." 


The  brew  thus  blended  did  not  prove  very  exhilarating.  Word 
passed  round  Opposition  benches  Land  Bill  not  to  be  ruthlessly 
opposed  at  this  stage.  With  Boanerges  RUSSELL  approving  it  on 
behalf  of  Ulster  farmers,  won't  do  for  Unionists  to  snow  themselves 
implacable.  So  the  friendly  bowl  turns  out  to  be  something  of  the 
texture  of  a  cup  of  tea,  lukewarm  and  oversweetened  withal.  More 
sad  even  than  compulsory  meekness  of  two  statesmen  on  front  beach 
is  depression  of  SAUICDERSON.  The  Colonel  must  need*  ramp  in  on 
such  a  question,  but  is  pledged  to  fight  with  button  on  his  foil. 
After  this  unwonted  spectacle  House  could  stand  no  more ;  grate- 
fully gave  leave  to  bring  in  Bill. 

Jiminesi  done.—  Irish  Land  Bill  brought  in. 

Tuetday.— Quite  like  old  times  to-night.  The  hum  of  the  B'H  is 
heard  once  more  in  the  land,  albeit  the  thermometer  registers 
ten  degrees  of  frost,  and  every  other  Cabinet  Minister  is  down  with 
influenza.  It  is  true  BYRNE  and  BUTCHER  have  not  yet  put  in 
appearance;  but  BARTLEY  is  here  and  TOMMY  B.,  and  Private 
HANBURY,  who  is  perhaps  more  of  a  wasp  than  a  bee.  It  is  the 
sunshine  of  Committee  of  Supply  that  has  brought  them  out.  Came 
to  the  front  in  discussion  round  money  voted  for  improvement*  in 
arrangements  of  House  of  Commons  completed  in  recess.  These 
were  undertaken  by  direction  of  Select  Committee,  which  thoroughly 
went  into  matter.  HERBERT  GLADSTONE,  who  has  taken  to  delicate 
duties  of  First  Commissioner  as  if  he  had  been  born  in  one  of  the 
Parks,  devoted  much  time  and  personal  attention  to  seeing  improve- 
ments carried  out.  Members  coming  back  to  labours  of  new  Session 
found  Home  swept  and  garnished.  New  dining-room  and  large 
smoking-room ;  baths  and  wash-houses,  where  Parliamentary  dirty 
linen  may  be  renovated. 

HERBERT  too  modest  to  anticipate  vote  of  thanks  for  his  labours, 
though  almost  any  other  man  would  in  circumstances  look  for  such 
recognition.  Still,  if  something  of  that  sort  had  been  incidentally 
done,  no  one  would  have  been  much  surprised.  So  far  from  any 
little  embarrassment  of  that  kind  arising  here,  HANBUKY,  in  deepest 
chest  notes  and  most  inflated  manner,  accusing  him  of  undertaking 
large  and  costly  works  without  first  obtaining  sanction  of  House. 

"  Most  unconstitutional ! "  cries  TOMMY  BOWLES,  in  severest  tones. 
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THE    ROOT   OF    THE    MATTER. 

SIMPLE  SUGGESTION  TO  MASTERS  OF  HOUNDS  (Fox  OR  HARRIERS)  FOR 

INSURING  THB  DIRECTION  IN  WHICH  THKIK   PACKS  SHOULD   RON. 

["  If  persons  went  out  hunting,  and,  by  means  of  their  hounds,  did  damage  to 
other  people  who  were  in  proper  use  of  the  highway,  they  must  take  the  conse- 
quences. There  ought  to  be  such  command  over  hounds  that  they  should  not  be 
allowed  to  rush  over  the  highway." — Opinion  of  Hit  Honour  Judge  L-w-s  in  Action 
brought  by  Mr.  H-gh  M-rr-i  againit  Hon.  C.  H.  W-nn.—"  Yorkshire  Post."] 


Besides  this,  GOLDSMID  has  a  way  of  spoiling  sport  unknown 
under  the  more  benignant  sway  of  MELLOR,  whom,  every  one 
is  sorry  to  know,  is  down  with  influenza.  To-night,  after 
three  hours'  discussion  upon  amendment  to  vote  for  expenses 
in  extradition  proceedings  against  JABEZ  BALFOUH,  Committee 
divided ;  amendment  negatived ;  VICARI  GIBBS  proposes 
another  amendment  on  exactly  same  lines.  Had  it  been  put 
from  the  Chair,  another  three  hours  might  have  been  plea- 
santly spent  repeating  what  had  earlier  been  said.  GOLDSMIT; 
positively  declined  to  submit  amendment,  and  before  aston- 
ished, outraged  B's  had  recovered  their  breath  the  main  ques- 
tion was  put ;  Committee  divided ;  no  chance  of  returning  to 
subject. 

Then  he's  depressing  in  other  ways.  When  vote  been 
talked  round  for  an  hour,  he  attempts  to  put  question.  Up 
jumps  TOMMY  BOWLES. 

Chairman.  "  The  question  is  that  a  sum  of " 

Tommy  Howies.  "  Sir  JULIAN  GOLDSMIP." 

Chairman  (continuing,  without  noticing  him),  " £70,000 

be  granted " 

Tommy  (raising  his  voice).  "  Sir  JULIAN  !  " 

Chairman.    " to  HER  MAJESTY  to  complete  the  sum 


Ministry  gone  through  long  succession  of  crises  since  Session 
opened.  Pulled  through  somehow  ;  but  this  new  unsuspected  flank 
attack  seemed  irresistibly  fatal.  The  buzzing  of  the  B's  was  so 
interminable,  'ANBURY  was  so  hangry,  that  it  seemed  there  really 
must  be  some  fire  under  the  smoke.  SIDNEY  HERBERT  chivalrously 
came  to  assistance  of  political  adversaries,  thanking  First  Com- 
missioner on  behalf  of  Kitchen  Committee  for  what  he  had  done. 

The  B's,  fearful  of  consequences  of  this  diversion,  hurried  on 
division-  if  the  thing  was  to  be  done  must  be  done  quickly. 
Approach  of  dinner-hour  had  drawn  away  Members  ;  critical  division 
unexpected.  HANBURY  beheld  vision  of  butler  in  Berkeley  Square 
entering  PREMIER'S  sick  room  with  basin  of  beef -tea  and  the  message, 
"My  Lord,  the  Government's  hoff."  TOKMY  BOWLES  began  to 
think  what  coat  he  should  wear  when  the  QUEEN  sent  for  him. 
House  cleared  for  division ;  tellers  returning  made  known  that 
twenty-four  had  voted  with  the  busy,  now  belated  bees,  173  against, 
rushing  the  ministerial  majority  at  a  single  bound  up  to  149. 

Business  done. — In  Committee  of  Supply. 

Thursday. — Another  pleasing  night  in  Committee  of  Supply. 
Opportunity  favourable  for  shewing  how  varied,  comprehensive, 
illimitable  is  knowledge  of  the  Busy  B's.  On  Supplementary  Esti- 
mates, the  business  of  to-night,  variety  of  topics  succeed  each 
other.  Private  HANBURY  at  home  with  every  one  of  them. 
There  is  nothing  TOMMY  BOWLES  doesn't  know.  If  there  were, 
BAHTLEY  would  supply  omission.  Performance  a  little  hampered  by 
accident  of  GOLDSMID'S  being  in  Chair.  Something  about  JULIAN 
depressing  to  high  spirits.  When  he  takes  Chair  and  submits  vote, 
he  succeeds  in  some  subtle  way  in  investing  the  proceedings  with 
unmistakable  church  service  associations.  He  intones  the  vote, 
and  when,  haying  put  the  question,  he  adds,  "  The  Ayes  have  it,"  it 
is  exactly  as  in  another  place  it  is  remarked,  "  Here  endeth  the  first 
lesson." 

TOMM  Y  B.  doesn't  mind  that.  He  would  as  soon  gambol  in  a  church 
as  on  the  quarter-deck.  But  it's  different  with  GKORGE  CRISTO- 
PHER  TKOUT  BAHTLEY,  who  was  brought  up  respectably,  and  Private 
HANBURY  is  not  altogether  comfortable. 


of 

Tommy  (in  default  of  a  speaking-trumpet,  putting  his  hand 
to  his  mouth),  "  Sir  JULIAN,  I  would  like  to-; — " 

Chairman  (hnking  round,  and  throwing  into  his  voice  tone 
of  infinite  pathetic,  despairing  reproach).  "Mr.  BOWLES!  " 

Then  TOMMY,  thus  called  upon,  makes  his  speech. 

Business  done. — Very  little  in  Committee  of  Supply. 

Friday.—  Success  attending  new  device  of  issuing  tickets 
whereby  seats  mav  be  appropriated  before  prayers,  naturally 
leads  to  further  development.  Now  proposed  that  replica  in 
wax  shall  be  made  of  all  Members.  These  stored  in  crypt. 
When  Member  arrives  just  takes  up  his  wax  image,  carries 
it  under  arm,  pops  it  down  on  his  seat,  and  is  at  liberty  to 
wander  about  at  pleasure.  Of  course,  if  Member  intends  to 
be  in  his  place  continuously,  won't  bring  out  the  wax  figger ; 
be  in  his  seat  himself.  But  five  times  out  of  six  only  looks 
in  now  and  then,  and  likes  to  know  that  his  seat  is  being  kept. 

New  custom  will  be  particularly  convenient  on  Treasury 
Bench.  SQCIBE  OF  MALWOOD  frets  at  continuous  absence  of 
his  colleagues  during  debate.  Sometimes  goes  out  to  look  for 
them,  and  stays  away  long  time  himself.  With  wax  figgers 
all  this  trouble  obviated.  Treasury  Bench  always  full,  either 
with  flesh  or  figger  If  Minister  called  away,  pulls  out 
label,  hangs  it  over  figger's  neck  with  legend,  "  Back  in  ten 
minutes,"  or  the  like.  Whilst  convenience  of  Members  thus 
cared  for,  satisfaction  of  strangers  in  galleries  largely  in- 
creased. No  more  beggarly  array  of  empty  benches.  Pos- 
sibly daring  dinner-hour  there  may  be  noticeable  a  certain 
fixed  smile  on  faces  along  crowded  benches ;  but  that  better  than 
what  we  've  long  been  accustomed  to. 

Business  done. — Busy  B's  took  care  that  not  too  many  Votes  in 
Supply  should  be  granted. 

A  WARM  LAMENT. 
(In  one  of  the  recent  Intervals  of  Sunshine.) 

0  PASSER-BY,  I  prithee  hark  to  me ! 

You  wonder,  maybe,  why  my  eyelids  glisten 
With  clinging  dewy  teardrops,  salt  as  sea. 
I  '11  tell  the  story  of  my  sadness.    Listen  1 

The  Arctic  cold  we  've  had  so  much  of  late 
Made  every  fibre  of  my  body  quiver ; 

1  struggled  hard  against  relentless  fate, 
Then  I  decided  I  would  no  more  shiver. 

And  that 's  just  it.     My  grief  now  knows  no  bounds 
It  crushes  me ;  I  don't  know  how  to  bear  it. 

I  bought  a  new  fur  coat  for  fifteen  pounds, 
And  now  it 's  got  so  hot  I  cannot  wear  it 


to  write  to  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  and  tell  them  about 
;,  and  ask  them  to  come  and  inspect  it?    I  don't  think 


QUEER  QUERIES.— DAMP  AND  DEPRESSION.— I  see  that  they 
have  discovered  a  "  Marsh  Village  "  near  Glastonbury.  _  Would  it  be 
of  any  use  1 

our  village, 

anything  could  well  be  much  marshier.  Even  the  ducks  here  suffer 
badly  from  rheumatism  (which  they  don't  try  to  suppress).  We  live 
all  the  year  round  on  deep  clay,  and  just  at  present  on  charity.  The 
one  thing  that  Soke-in-the-Mire  never  sees  is  dust.  But  it  would 
gladly  see  the  antiquaries,  who  would  impart  a  much-needed  stimulus 
to  local  trade,  and  could  be  well  housed  at  the  village  inn,  which  is 
kept  by  my  brother-in-law,  so  I  know  it  to  be  a  good  one. 

RUSTICUS   EXPECTANS. 


5MARCH  23,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI 


135 


TO  A  BAD  SHILLING. 

I  CONFESS,  "  when  first  I  saw  your 

Face,"  I  swore— _ 
One  or  two  mild  objurgations. 

Nothing  more. 
When  and  where  I  got  you  I  cm 

Not  divine, 
All  I  do  know  is  the  fact  that 

You  are  mine. 
Yes,  I  teas  an  unsuspecting 

Sort  of  muff, 
Everybody  else  suspects  you 

Fast  enough. 
Bus-conductors,  shopmen,  cabbies, 

Booking-clerks 
All  decline  you,  sometimes  adding 

Rude  remarks : 
You  have  danced  on  sundry  counters, 

And  advice 
Not  to  "  try  it  on  "  's  been  given  me 

Once  or  twice. 
Were  you  not  a  paltry  "  bob,"  but 

Half-a-crown, 
You  might  be  of  use  and  save'a 

Nimble  "brown": 
For  you.'d  find  yourself  rightlquickly 

In  the  slot, 
Were  you  of  the  right  dimensions— 

But  you  're  not. 
I  'm  beginning  to  assume  a 

Hang-dog  air. 
For  I  feel  my  conduct's  hardly 

"On  the  square." 
Now  I  leave  church  early  (though  1 

Get  there  late), 
Lest  I  may  be  moved  to  put  you 

In  the  plate  1 
That  last  spark  of  decent  feeling 

I  possess, 
But  my  character  you  've  ruined, 

More  or  less : 
So  it 's  time,  old  pewter  shilling, 

We  should  part, 

Which— I  lose  at  least  a  cab-fare — 
Breaks  mv  heart. 


[here  I  I  've  thrown  you  in  the  river, 

And  at  but 
'.  can  thank  my  star*  devoutly, 

You  are  "pawed"! 

MORAL. 
'  Change  upon  the  counter  should  be 

Strictly  eyed ; 
Afterwards  mistake*  can  not  be 

ReetifUd." 


PRIOR    CLAIMS. 

Harold.    "Yns,   AUNTIB  CONNIE,    I  DO  LOVB  TOU  VEHY 
MUCH;  BUT  I   LOVB  MAMMA  Brsr."    (Apologetically.)    "You 

8KB   I   MET  HEE  FIRST  I  "  


THE  NEW  HEN. 

(A  Fable.) 

A  NEW  Hen  wandering  disconso- 
lately in  a  country  farmyard  once 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  cock  of 
the  old  school,  when  both  fell  into 
somediscourse  concerning  the  changes 
of  the  modes. 

"Ah,"  said  the  former,  arrogantly 
addressing  the  latter,  "times  are 
indeed  a  good  deal  altered  since  you 
were  a  cockerel,  and  all  for  the  better, 
thank  goodness !  Time  was,  and  not 
so  very  long  ago  either,  when  I  was 
expected  to  ao  nothing  save  lay  eggs 
and  breed  chickens:  now,  however, 
my  mistress  must  know  better  than 
to  expect  such  degrading  offices  of 
me,  for  I  will  neither  lay  the  one  nor 
breed  the  other." 

The  old  cock  was  about  to  offer 
some  remarks  in  ridicule  of  these 
sentiments,  when  the  housewife  came 
into  the  yard,  and,  snatching  up  the 
New  Hen,  wrung  her  neck,  remark- 
ing to  herself  as  she  did  so,  that  a 
fowl  that  could  neither  lay  eggs  nor 
rear  chickens,  had  obviously  no  place 
in  the  economy  of  nature. 


New  READING.—  "A  bnll  in  a 
china  shop"  may  be  Latin- Ameri- 
canised with  a  considerable  amount 
of  truth  as  "  The  '  boi '  of  the 
show." 


THE  MENU  A  LA  MODE. 

COME,  DAMON,  since  again  we've  met 

We'll  feast  right  royally  to-night, 
The  groaning  table  shall  be  set 

With  every  seasonable  delight ! 
The  luscious  bivalve  ...  I  forgot, 

The  oyster  is  an  arch-deceiver. 
And  makes  its  eater's  certain  lot 

A  bad  attack  of  typhoid  fever. 

With  soup  then,  be  it  thick  or  clear, 

The  banquet  fitly  may  commence — 
Alas,  on  second  thoughts,  I  fear 

With  soup  as  well  we  must  dispense. 
The  doctors  urge  that,  in  effect. 

Soup  simply  kills  the  thoughtless  glutton, 
It 's  lull  of  germs.     I  recollect 

They  say  the  same  of  beef  and  mutton. 

Yes,  each  variety  of  meat. 

As  you  remark,  is  much  the  same, 
And  we  're  forbidden  now  to  eat 

Fish,  oysters,  poultry,  joint  or  game. 
But  though  a  Nemesis  each  brings, 

The  punishment,  the  doctors  tell,  is 
As  nothing  to  the  awful  things 

Awaiting  all  who  toy  with  jellies. 

"  Cheese  —  that   in   not    condemned  with 
these?" 

Yet  ample  evidence  we  find 
To  make  us,  DAMON,  look  on  cheese 

As  simply  poison  to  mankind  ; 
While  those  who  may  desire  to  pass 

Immediately  o'er  Charon's  ferry, 
Have  but  to  take  a  daily  glass 

Of  claret,  hock,  champagne  or  sherry. 


And  therefore,  DAMON,  you  and  I, 

Who  fain  would  live  a  year  at  least, 
Reluctantly  must  modify 

The  scope  of  our  projected  feast ; 
A  charcoal  biscuit  we  will  share, 

Water  (distilled,  of  course.)  we'll  swallow. 
Since  this  appears  the  only  fare 

On  which  destruction  will  not  follow ! 

SHAKSPEARE  REVISED  BY  AM  ALDERMAN. 

"  MAY  I  ask,"  said  the  worthy  Alderman 
DA  VIES,  and  he  might  have  added,  "  I  ask 
because  ' DAVIM  sum,  non  (Ediptis 
he  didn't,  and  it  was  a  chance  lost,  "what 
salary  you  [the  witness  under  examination] 
rec-ived  for  this  conduct  of  yours  while 
secretary?"  To  which  witness  an«wered, 
"  £500  a  year,  and  a  bonus  of  £200."  Where- 
upon the  Alderman  remarked,  "  Then  all 
can  say  is,  you  could  have  got  many  honest 
men  to  do  the  work  for  much  less. 

Quite  so,  Mr.  Alderman,  true  for  you  ;  bu 
if  a  man  will  act  honestly  for  a  sovereign, 
what  might  not  the  addition  of  ten  shillings 
do  ?  It  ought  to  make  him  more  honest  com- 
paratively, while  another  ten  shillings  would 
make  him  superlatively  honest.  But  how  id 
there  were  an  obligation  attached  to  the  in- 
crease ?  Just  a  trifling  deviation  out  of  the 
straight  course  to  begin  with,  to  oblige  a 
patron  ? 

Let  honesty  be  the  drug  in  the  market, 
and  the  rare  herb  dishonesty  will  be  at  a 
premium.  It  is  gratifying  to  be  assured,  on 
aldennanic  authority,  that  SHAKSPEARE  was 
wrong  and  that  in,rnture  for  Hamlet 'i  well- 


known  dictum,  "  For  to  be  honest  as  this 
world  goes  is  to  be  as  one  man  picked  out  of 
ten  thousand,"  we  must  read  "For  to  be 
dishonest  as  this  world  goes  is  to  be  as  one 
man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. ' 

Happy  Alderman  DAVIES  i  In  what  para- 
disiacal pastures  must  he  have  moved  and 
breathed  and  earned  his  livelihood ! 

CIRCLING  THE  SQUARE. 

STAND!* o  awhile  at  the  corner  crossing, 

Watching  a  van  as  it  lumbers  past, 
Something  impels  me  to  turn  and  saunter 

Down  to  the  Square,  where  I  met  you  last. 
Down  to  the  Square  with  its  formal  garden 

Slowly  I  pace— yet  I  scarce  know  why ; 
Somehow  I  never  have  since  been  near  it. 

Things  have  all  changed  since  last  July  1 

There  is  the  gate,  where  yon  fumbled  sadly 
Turning  the  key- though  I  lent  mv  aid- 
There  are  the  paths,  where  we  strolled  in  sun- 
There  is  our  seat  in  the  chestnut  shade. 
Borders  all  empty,  and  paths  nncared  for. 
Bleak,  bare  branches,  and  murky  sky— 
This  is  the  "  garden  I  love    no  longer, 
How  it  has  changed  since  last  July '. 

All  that  we  spoke  of,  or  left  unspoken. 

All  that  our  tongues  or  our  eyes  could  say 
Comes  to  me  now,  as  the  Square  I  circle, 

Clear  as  events  but  of  yesterday;. 
Vain  to  renumber,  to  care  still  T"DCT. 

You  have  been  mamed  a  month,  ai 
I 'm  a  misogymBt- just  at  present 

How  we  have  changed  since  last  July ! 
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"FULL    SPEED    AHEAD! 

Britannia,  (to  Lord  Spencer}. 


To  "HEAR  OLD  TRITON"  BLOW  HIS  WREATHKD  , 

My  SPENCER,    IN    THIS  CLEAK  DETERMINED   MANNER, 


s   SPIRIT-OLADDENINU  ;    SIIOWINO   YOU    WtHt   UO11N 
To   BACK  MY   POWER  AND   UPBEAR   My    BANNER  ! 
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"FULL  SPEED  AHEAD!" 

["  The  essential  thing  is  that  the  party  now  in 
office  has  loyally  followed  the  example  of  the  party 
in  opposition,  and, '  neglecting  party  considerations, 
and  provincial  interests,  has,  as  the  Civil  Lord 
claimed  for  it,  '  risen  to  the  full  height  of  its  Im- 
perial responsibilities.'"— The  "  Tima"  on  the 
Navy  Kxlimatt9.\ 

Britannia  (cheerily).    To  "hear  old  Triton 

blow  his  wreathed  horn," 
My    SPENCER,    in    this   clear    determined 

manner, 

Is  spirit-gladdening ;  showing  you  were  born 

To  back  my  power  and  upbear  my  banner  I 

Triton-Spencer.  You  do  me  proud,  Ma'am  ! 

Rootle-tootle-too .' 
Foghorns    not   in   it,   eh?    As  for   those 

sirens ! — 

Aha !    Ulysses  made  a  great  to-do, 
But  by  the  blue  brine  that  your  coast  en- 
virons 

Our  marine  music  beats  'em  out  of  sight ! 
Britannia.  Especially  now  you  blare  so  well 

together 
You   rival  conch-performers.     Ah !     that 's 

right. 
Now  I'm  prepared  for  any  sort  of  weather ! 

Triton- Spencer  sings  : — 

BRITANNIA  's  Sea-Lady-in-Chief, 

Rootle-toot ! 

And  I  'm  her  First  Lord,  and  a  ripper. 
Our  chumminess  passes  belief, 
Rootle-toot! 

Lor !    When  she  appointed  me  skipper 
Some  fancied  I'd  dawdle — at  least,  so  they 
said—  [Ahead ! 

Now  they  see  that  my  motto  is — Full  Speed 

GEORGES  HAMILTON  there  with  his  glass, 

Rootl—toot ! 

Would  spy  out  the  flaws  if  there  were  any : 
EDDABD  REED  wouldn't  let  blunders  pass, 

Rootle-toot ! 

They  're  critical  coves,  and  won't  spare  any. 
Bat  bless  'em,  their  scrutiny  /do  not  dread. 
My  motto,  you  see,  Ma'am,  is— Full  Speed 
Ahead! 

Of  course,  that  won't  do  in  a  fog, 

Rootle-toot ! 

But  I  think  there 's  a  clear  course  afore  us ! 
Give  way  to  old-fashioned  jig-jog  ? 

Rootle-toot ! 

Nay,  not  by  the  mothers  who  bore  us  ! 
With  a  sharpish  look-out,  but  without  stint 

or  dread, 

We  blow  up   our  horn,   Ma'am,   for — Full 
Speed  Ahead ! 

Old  Nep  may  regard  us  with  glee, 

Rootle-toot ! 

Amphitrite  may  shout  an  "  Ahoy,"  Ma'am. 
If  you  're  still  on  for  Ruling  the  Sea, — 

Rootle-toot ! 

To  back  you  in  that  I  'm  the  bhoy,  Ma'am. 
By  my  heart  ('tis  true  blue),  by  my  beard 

(it  is  red), 

My    motto,    BRITANNIA,    is— Full    Speed 
Ahead  1 

Britannia.  Bravo,  my  ruddy-bearded,  brave 

old  Triton ! 
Nep  shouts    approval   from  his   deep-sea 

grotto. 
Friends  need  not  fear  for  me,  foes  shall  not 

frighten, 

While  you,  and  all  my  sons,  stick  to  that 
motto ! 


A  PAKLIAMENTABY  PARADOX.— Sir  ELLIS 
ASHMEAD-BAUTLETT  (alias  "Snowio")  begs 
the  Government  to  suppress  the  Boers. 


CONVALESCENT.— After  "a  bout"  of  in- 
fluenza, the  best  thing  for  the  patient  is  to 
be  "  about  again." 


\. 


A    FIN-DE-SIECLISM! 

LENT. 

Sunday  Visitor.  "Is  MBS.  BROWN  AT  Hoint!" 

Servant.  "No,  SIR,    MRS.  BROWN  is  PLAYING  LAWH-TiNNis  NKT  DOOR." 

Sunday  Visitor.  "ARK  THB  fauna  LADIES  AT  HOME?" 

Servant.  "No,  SIR;  THBT  ARK  AT  CHURCH  I"  


MY  PARTNER. 

You  would  not  guess  which  one  I  mean, 

Sweet  girl  in  white,  sweet  girl  in  green. 

Perhaps  not  either,  do  you  think 

0  even  sweeter  girl  in  pink  ? 

It 's  just  as  well  I  should  not  tell 

Which  seemed  the  belle,  sweet  girl  in  pink. 


A  cripple,  if  he  had  the  chance, 

Would  try  undoubtedly  to  danoe ; 

The  dullest  fool,  the  saddest  cur, 

Might  both  be  charmed  to  dance  with  her ; 

And  here 's  a  tip,  don't  let  it  slip, 

To  cure  la  grippe  just  danoe  with  her. 


So,  safely  vague,  I  simply  say 
Her  face  was  fair,  her  laugh  was  gay. 
A  lively  dance  with  her  would  cure 
The  worst  of  human  ills,  I  'm  sure. 
Her  pretty  face  would  soon  replace 
The  saddest  case  with  health  I  'm  sure. 


The  other  two  might  like  me  less 
If  I  described  the  charmers  dress ; 
I  will  not  name  a  single  stitch 
To  show  which  of  them  may  be  which  ; 
Pink,  white  or  green,  each  one  has  seen 
That  I  must  mean  the  may  bewitch. 
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THE  ORIGINAL  ARYAN  TO  THE 
PROFESSOR. 

I  AM  the  Ancient  Aryan, 

And  you  have  done  me  wrong — 
I  did  not  come  from  Hindustan, 

I  've  been  here  all  along. 

I  never  travelled  from  the  East 
In  huge  successive  waves. 

You  '11  find  your  ancestors  deceased 
Inside  your  own  old  caves. 

[here   my   remains  may  now  be 
sought, 

Mixed  up  with  mastodons, 
iVhich  very  long  with  flints  I  fought 

Before  I  fought  with  bronze. 

n  simple  skins  I  wrapped  me  round, 
Ere  mats  I  learned  to  make ; 

!  dug  my  dwellings  in  the  ground, 
Or  reared  them  on  a  lake. 

'.  had  no  pen — I  'm  sure  of  this, 
Although  you  say  I  penned 

All  manner  of  theologies 
In  Sanskrit  and  in  /end ! 

Hynature  you  've  misunderstood. 

When  first  I  sojourned  here, 
[  worshipped  chunks  of  stone  or 
wood, 

My  rites  were  rather  queer ! 

The  more  my  little  ways  you  scan 
The  less  you  '11  care  to  praise 

And  bless  the  dear  old  Aryan 
Of  Neolithic  days. 

They  've  mixed  me  up,  till  I  declare 

I  hardly  can  report 
Whether  I  first  was  tall  and  fair; 

Or  I  was  dark  and  short. 

But  on  two  things  I  take  my  stand, 
Through  all  their  noise  and  strife, 

I  didn't  come  from  Asia ;  and 
I  had  no  Higher  Life ! 
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THE   TIP    OBLIQUE. 

Verger  (to  over-generous  Visitor).    "  I   BEG   YOUR  PARDON,  SIR. 
No  GRATUITIES— ER— AT  PRESENT.     BDT— ER— THE  DEAN  WILL 

HAVE  PASSED   IN  Two  MlNUTES,    SlR  I  " 


THE  HIGHER  CRITICISM. 

SCENE — Author    at    his   desk,    with 
Newspaper  Cuttings  before  him. 

Author. 
"THE  Critics'  comments  I  '11  peruse, 

And  I  will  profit  by  ; . 
I'll  find  out   what    they    most 

abuse, 
And  strive  to  rectify ! ' 

First  Critic. 
"  His  work  unequal  as  we  read, 

We  think  upon  the  whole 
This  author  almost  would  succeed 
If  nearer  to  his  goal." 

Second  Critic. 
"  H  s  serious  pages  suit  us  well, 

Revealing  thought  and  heart ; 
But  he  is  quite  unbearable 
When  trying  to  be  smart ! " 

Third  Critic. 
' '  Some  sprightly  pages  from  his  pen 

With  pleasure  we  have  read ; 
But  if  he  moralists,  then 
He 's  heavier  than  lead !  " 

Fourth  Critic. 
"  We  by  the  eye  of  faith  can  see  — 

It  isn't  from  his  books — 
He  is  not  such  a  fool  as  he 
Invariably  looks." 

Fifth  Critic. 

"  This  author's  pages  needs  must 
A  sympathetic  mind, —   [thrill 
Of  subtle  knowledge,  tender  skill, 
Deep  pathos,  wit  refined." 

Sixth  Critic. 
"  A  mass  of  folly  more  intense 

Experience  can't  recall. 
We  tried  to  find  one  shred  of 

sense. 

There  is  not  one  at  all !  " 
[Exit  Author,  tearing  his  hair. 


THE  SONG  OP  TEIE  SLUGGARD. 

["A  medical  contemporary  (The  Uritish  Medical  Journal)  asserts  that 
'  The  desire  to  rise  early,  except  in  tbose  trained  from  youth  to  outdoor 
pursuits,  is  commonly  a  sign,  not  of  strength  of  character  and  vigour  of 
body,  but  of  advancing  age.' " — Daily  Telegraph.'] 

'TWAS  the  voice  of  the  sluggard,  I  heard  him  hooray 
As  he  turned  in  his  bed  at  the  dawning  of  day  ; 
"  At  last  early  rising— that  fraud— is  found  out ! 
Henceforth  prigs  wfll  leave  me  alone,  I  've  no  doubt ! 

"  They've  preached  at  me  ever  since  SOLOMON'S  time, 
And  no  doubt  before  it,  in  prose  and  in  rhyme. 
Yet  truth  will  prevail,  and  now  Science  hath  said 
That  for  early  morning  there 's  no  place  like  bed ! 
"  With  their  early  to  bed  and  their  early  to  rise, 
They  've  tortured  the  good,  and  tormented  the  wise. 
In  sermons,  and  spelling-books,  proverbs  and  tracts, 
And  now  they  just  find  they ' ve  mistaken  the  facts ! 
"  It 's  just  like  those  moralists  I    Talk  stilted  bosh 
For  an  aeon  or  two,  and  then  find  it  won't  wash ! 
Lord !  how  they  have  stuck  up  their  noses,  the  prigs, 
And  compared  us  to  sloths  and  to  somnolent  pigs. 

"  What  price  now  the  ant,  and  that  huge  bore  the  bee  ? 
Whilst  our  old  foe,  the  lark,  proves  pure  fiddle-de-dee. 
Their  healthy,  and  wealthy,  and  wise,  and  what  not. 
Is  exploded  at  last ;  it  is  all  tommy-rot ! 

"  A  man's  not  a  black-beetle,  to  find  it  a  lark 
To  go  crawling  about  chilly  rooms  in  the  dark  ; 
And  if  you  must  rise  in  the  gloom  and  the  cold. 
The  fact  only  proves  that  you  're  foolish  or  old .' 

"No  more,  then,  need  man  feel  constrained  in  the  least 

To  turn  out  like  an  insect,  a  bird,  or  a  beast ; 

ior  Medical  Science  has  spoken,  and  said 

That  the  sluggard  is  right,  and  there's  no  place  like  bed !  " 

[Curls  up,  and  snores  with  a  clear  conscience 


THE  DRAMATIC  COMMON  SENSER-SHIP. 
LAST  week  the  name  of  Mr.  BEDFORD  as  newly-appointed  Licenser  of 
Plays  was  announced.  This  is  just  to  the  late  Licenser's  assistant  and 
deputy.  But  if  the  office  is  to  be  continued,  why  should  it  not  be 
;hrown  open  to  competitive  examination  ?  A  paper  of  such  questions 
as  the  following  would  secure  a  learned  Theban  for  the  office: — 

1.  Who  was  the  Licenser  of  Plays  in  the  time  of  SHAKSPEARE  ? 

2.  Translate  passages  (given)  from  (a)  French  dramatists,  (/3)  Italian, 
(7)  German,  («)  Spanish,  (t)  Norwegian,  (Q  llussian,  (n)  Japanese. 

3.  Translate  passages  (given)  from  the  works  of  English  drama- 
tists into  the  above-mentioned  languages. 

4.  Give  your  opinion  on  the  following  "  situations"  and      plots," 
and  say  whether  you  consider  it  in  the  interests  of  public  morality 
that  they  should  be  licensed  for  performance  or  not. 

5.  State  your  reasons  for  such  opinions. 

6.  Is  it  vour  opinion  that  an  officer  of  the  Licensing  (Play)  Depart- 
ment should  be  in  attendance  every  night  at  every  theatre  (a  stall  being 
kept  for  him  by  the  manager  on  pain  of  fine  or  forfeiture  of  licence)  to 
note  if  any  change  or  any  introduction  be  made  in  the  dialogue  or  in 
any  part  or  portion  of  the  play  already  licensed  ?  And  if  not,  why  notr" 

7.  Would  it  be,  or  not,  advisable  in  your  opinion  that  every  author, 
or  all  the  authors  when  collaborating,  should  read  their  own  pieces 
aloud  to  the  Licenser,  giving  as  much  action  and  dramatic  illustra- 
tion as  space  will  allow  ?    And  that  the  low  comedians  and  eccentric 
comedians,  male  and  female,  with  songs  and  dances,  should  attend,  and 
show  (a)  what  steps  they  propose  taking  in  the  new  piece,  (6)  what  words, 
(c)  winks,  (d)  becks,  and  (e)  wreathed  smiles  they  intend  giving  in 
order  to  point  an  innuendo  or  adorn  an  apparently  harmless  joke  ? 

8.  Do  you  think  that,  as  an  assistant  judge  on  such  occasions,  one 
or  more  experts  (at  so  much  an  hour)  should  be  present  ? 

9.  (a)  In  your  opinion  should  not  every  play  be  seen  by  the  Licenser, 
duly  acted,  with  the  costumes,  before  a  licence  can  be  granted  ?  (6)  and 
then  that  the  licence  be  granted  only  on  the  condition  that  no  alteration 
in  word  or  action  be  made  at  any  time,  and  under  no  pretence  whatever, 
during  the  run,  on  pain  of  forfeiture  of  licence  ? 

The  above  suggestions  will  serve  as  a  foundation  for  some  future 
Licensing  Exam. -paper. 
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COURTLY  QUADRUPEDS. 

(To  the  Editor  of  the"  Sp-et-tor.") 

SIR, — I  am  sure  you  will  be 
glad  to  have  another  veracious 
story  about  Animal  Etiquette. 
During  the  recent  frost  we 
hung  a  bone  up  in  the  garden 
for  the  starving  birds  to  peck 
at,  and  one  of  our  dogs — a 
collie — was  mean  enough  to 
steal  it.  Next  day  we  noticed 
him  limping,  ana  were  sur- 
prised to  find  a  great  gash 
across  one  of  his  paws.  I  at 
once  understood  what  had  hap- 
pened. Our  other  dogs  had 
evidently  thought  stealing  the 
bone  under  the  circumstances 
was  very  bad  form,  and  the 
collie  had  been  cut  by  them  ! 

Yours  sympathetically, 

PARISH  PUMP. 

SIR, — Itind  thatevenkittens 
have  a  code  of  etiquette,  and 
understand  theniceties of  social 
rank.  The  other  day  our  kit- 
ten was  on  the  table,  when  a 
winged  creature  which  I  took 
for  a  fly  settled  just  in  front 
of  it.  Pussy  immediately 
gracefully  retreated  back- 
wards till,  on  arriving  at  the 
edge,  she  slid  to  the  ground. 
At  first  I  put  down  her  be- 
haviour to  fright,  but  it  was 


CLASSICAL    CAB    STRIKE    AT 


TYTTTn 


["  Tourists  and  foreigners  . 
on  account  of  the  cab  strike." 


.  .  in  Athens  have  been  put  to  great  inconvenience 
-Standard,  March  14.1 


nothing  of  the  sort.  •  It  was  a 
pure  act  of  courtesy.  Thttup- 
poied  fly  teat  a  lady-bird .' 
Our  intelligent  little  animal 
had  shown  her  instinctive  re- 
spect for  title  and  MX,  which 
was  naturally  very  gratifying 
to  an  ardent 

PRIMKOSE  LBAGUXK, 

SIB,— Onr  terrier  killed  a 
rat  yesterday.  To-day  we  saw 
him,  for  no  obvious  reason, 
approach  the  rat-hole  again. 
We  all  agreed  that  he  must  be 
paying  a  visit  of  condolence  to 
the  bereaved  relatives ! 

CotTNTRT  CUM. 


"  TH«  PROPOSED  COMMONS 
PRESERVATION  BILL."— Seeing 
this  heading  to  an  article,  an 
eminently  well-informed  Con- 
servative politician,  whose  zed 
waa  in  excess  of  his  know- 
ledge, exclaimed,  "Ah I  I 
thought  it  would  come  to 
this!  The  Ultra-Radicals  are 
not  going  straight  for  the 
abolition  of  the  Upper  House, 
but  have  decided  on  under- 
mining if,  by  doing  away 
with  the  Lower  One  to  begin 
with.  Fancy  its  being  neces- 
sary for  the  Commons  to  bring 
in  a  Bill  for  their  own  self- 
preservation  I ! " 


VADE  MECTTM  FOR  A  CEBTAIN  COUBT  OFFICIAL. 

Question.  Your  duty,  I  believe,  is  to  protect  the  public  from  receiv- 
ing impressions — from  your  point  of  view^-of  a  pernicious  character  ? 

Answer.  Certainly ;  and  this  I  accomplish  by  reading  and  rejecting 
what  I  think  the  public  should  avoid. 

Q.  How  long  has  the  office  been  in  existence  ? 

A.  About  a  century  or  so. 

Q.  How  did  the  public  get  on  before  your  office  came  into  existence  ? 

A.  Fairly  well,  especially  in  the  days  of  SHAKSPEARB. 

Q.  Had  the  Bard  of  Avon  to  obtain  a  licence  for  the  production  of 
his  plavs  P 

A.  So;  they  were  then  practically  edited  by  the  public. 

Q.  Could  not  the  public  edit  plays  in  the  reign  of  (iueen  VICTORIA 
with  the  intelligence  displayed  in  the  days  of  "  Good  (iueen  BESS"  P 

A.  It  is  impossible  to  say,  as  the  question  has  not  been  tested  by 
experiment. 

Q.  You  say  that  your  duty  is  to  preserve  the  purity  of  the  public 
taste ;  was  that  also  the  object  of  the  earlier  of  your  predecessors  ? 

A.  Seemingly  not,  as  the  office  was  called  into  existence  to  serve  as  a 
bar  to  the  dissemination  of  opinions  of  an  entirely  political  character. 

Q.  But  that  is  not  now  the  raison  d'etre  of  the  appointment  P 

A.  Oh,  no;  for  nowadays,  thanks  to  the  newspapers,  politics 
enj-iys  free  trade. 

Q.  B_ut  still,  the  right  of  interference  exists  ? 

A.  Yes,  hut  it  is  only  used  to  prevent  a  performer  from  "  making 
up"  as  a  Cabinet  Minister,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  right  hon. 
gentleman  favoured  with  the  attention. 

Q,  Is  there  any  rule  to  guide  the  use  of  the  official  blue  pencil  ? 

A.  None  in  particular.  That  emblem  of  concrete  authority  may 
be  diligently  used  for  a  decade,  and  then  be  laid  aside  for  a  quarter 
of  a  century. 

Q.  Then  there  is  no  policy  in  the  office  P 

A.  None  to  speak  of .  What  was  wrong  in  1875  may  be  right  in  1895, 
and  may  be  wrong  again  at  the  commencement  of  the  next  century. 

Q.  But  surely  such  an  office  has  not  gained  the  entire  applause  of 
the  London  Press  ? 

A.  On  the  contrary,  the  all  but  universal  condemnation. 

Q.  And  yet  when  the  office  became  vacant  there  were  many 
journalistic  applicants  ? 

A.  Because  journalists  accept  the  situation  of  the  hour,  and  make 
the  best  of  it. 

Q.  Is  it  possible  that  the  candidates  who  have  failed  may  find 
their  objection  to  the  exigence  of  the  office  stronger  than  ever  r 

A.  It  is  not  only  possible,  but  probable. 

Q.  And  thus  any  non-journalist  who  accepts  the  appointment  may 


not  have  a  very  pleasant  time  of  it  Y 
A.  So  it  would  i 


i  appear  to  the  casual  observer. 


MY  INFLUENZA. 

Monday. — This  is  the  day  I  promised  to  go  with  my  aunt  to  the 
first  meeting  of  that  new  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  Female 
Suffrage  amongst  the  Turks.  Wish  I  'd  never  promised.  Don't  see 
how  I  can  escape.  Why,  yes,  good  idea — the  influenza !  I  '11  have 
it.  Almost  fancy  I  have  a  slight  pain  in  my  back,  which  would  cer- 
tainly be  a  symptom.  I  will  decide  that  I  pave  a  pain  in  my  back. 
Send  note,  saving,  in  uncertain  weather  caution  is  necessary ;  fear  that 
I  'm  attacked  by  the  prevailing  epidemic :  wish  every  success  to  the 
good  cause,  and  so  forth.  Then,  relieved  in  my  mind,  down  to  the 
club,  and  forget  all  about  the  old  lady. 

Tuesday.— Shall  have  a  melancholy  time  this  evening.  Mrs.  POO- 
SON'S  At  Home,  with  recitations.  Oh  lord!  Daren't  offend  old 
POGSON  bv  refusing.  It  would  not  be  so  bad  if  there  were  not  the 

five  Miss  POGSONS.  Of  all  the  awful,  middle-aged  young  women 1 

Ha,  by  Jove!  Never  thought  of  it  Of  course.  The  influenza. 
Telegraph  at  once.  Deeply  regret,  illness,  and  so  forth.  I  really 
have  a  slight  pain  in  my  back.  Wonder  what  it  is.  Pat  on  my 
thickest  coat  when  I  go  out. 

Wednttday.  —  Awful  joke  this  influenza.  Shall  escape  old 
BLODOETT'S  dinner  to-night.  Should  have  been  bored  to  death. 
Now  sixpenny  telegram  settles  it  all.  The  only  thing  is  I  really 
have  a  pain  in  my  back.  Reminds  me  of  boy  crying  "  Wolf "  in 
the  fable.  Shall  stay  in  this  evening,  and  keep  warm  oy  the  fire. 

Thurtday.—  Do  not.  feel  much  worse,  but  pain  still  there.  Shall 
not  venture  out.  Can  therefore,  quite  truthfully,  excuse  my 
absence  from  BOREHAM'S  matinee.  Good  enough  fellow,  BORKHAM, 
but  can't  write  a  tragedy  at  all.  So  shall  escape  the  awful  infliction 
of  his  mixed  imitation  of  IIISKN  and  SHKI.LKY.  The  worst  of  it  is 
that,  with  this  beastly  pain  in  my  back.  I  begin  to  think  my  influ- 
enza is  no  sham  at  all.  Stop  in  all  day  in  warm  room.  In  the 
evening  feel  headache,  as  well  as  pain  in  back.  Fear  the  worst. 

Friday.— So  doubt  about  it.  In  bed.  Must  see  the  doctor. 
Letter  from  GABSBT.  Wants  me  to  go  to  the  theatre  to-night.  Jolly 
party.  Supper  after  at  his  house.  Little  dance  to  finish  with. 
Jolly,  lively  fellow  ftADSBT.  Knows  lots  of  pretty  actresses,  and  has 
all  sort*  of  larks.  Would  have  been  good  fun.  And  here  am  I  in 
bed !  Hang  the  influenza !  But  cannot  risk  anything.  Get  JONES 
fetched— JONES,  M.D..  my  old  chum.  Tell  him  how  1  feel,  and  say  I 
have  the  influenza.  "Bosh!"  says  he,  "you've  been  sitting  in  a 
draught  somewhere,  and  got  a  little  lumbago  in  your  back.  It 's 
nothing.  And  you  've  stuck  in  a  hot  room  till  you '  ve  got  a  headache 
for  want  of  fresh  air.  Get  up  and  go  out  as  soon  as  you  can."  Feel 
better  already.  Show  him  GADSBT'S  letter.  "The  very  thing," 
says  he;  "I'm  going.  We'll  go  together.  With  that  influenza 
of  yours,  you  oughtn't  to  go  out  without  someone  to  watch  the 
case." 
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THE    "  SEXO-MANIA." 

"  We  think  Lips  that  have  Gone  Astray  the  foulest  novel  that  ever  yet  defiled  the  English  tongue ;  and  that  in  absolute  filth  its  Author  can  give 

any  modern  French  writer  six  and  beat  him  hollow  !  " — The  Parthenon. 

Fair  Author  (to  her  Publisher,  pointing  to  above  Opinion  of  the  Press  quoted  in  his  advertisement  of  her  Novel).   "AND  PRAT,  MR.  SHARD- 
SON,    WHAT  DO  YOU   MEAN   BY   INSERTING   THIS  HIDEOUS  NOTICE  ? " 

Publisher.  '  MY  DEAR  Miss  FITZMORSE,  YOU  MUST   REMEMBER  THAT  WE  'VE   PAID  YOU   A   LARGE  PRICE  FOR  YOUR  BOOK,  AND 

BROUGHT  IT  OUT  AT  GREAT   EXPENSE — AND  WB  NATURALLY  WISH  TO   SELL  IT  I " 


THE  EASY  CHAIK; 
OR,  MR.  SPEAKER'S  VALEDICTION. 

["  According  to  present  arrangements  the  SPEAKER  will  deliver  his  vale- 
dictory address  on  the  eve  of  the  adjournment  for  the  Easter  recess." 

The  Time*.] 
Ant— "  The  Cane-bottom' d  Chair." 

AH-H-H-H  !  I  I    Farewell  to  the  Chair,  to  the  Mace,  to  the  Bar ! 
To  tedious  twaddle  and  purposeless  jar ! — 
Away  from  the  House,  and  its  toils,  and  its  cares, 
I  hope  to  sit  snug  in  my  snuggest  of  chairs. 

To  mount  that  old  Chair  was  my  pride,  to  be  sure ; 
But— the  House  got  ill-mannered,  its  air  grew  impure : 
And  the  sights  I  have  seen  there  on  many  a  day 
Were  worthy  a  lot  of  young  Yahoos  at  play. 

Ah !  yet  that  old  Chamber  had  comers  and  nooks, 
Which  seemed  haunted  by  friendly,  familiar  old  spooks. 
The  GOSSETTS,  O'GORMANS,  and  GLADSTONES  !    All  ends  ! 
But  escaping  old  bothers  means  missing  old  friends. 

Old  chums,  like  old  china,  though  possibly  cracked, 
With  rickety  tempers,  and  wits  broken-backed, 
Old  memory  treasures.    And  when  shall  men  see 
Such  champions  as  DIZZY  and  W.  G.  C 

No  better  divan  need  young  ABBAS  require 
Than  this  snug  Easy  Chair  well  drawn  up  to  the  fire. 
Off  robes !    Wig  avaunt !    Now  I  'm  cosy !— And  yet, 
If  there 's  something  to  gladden,  there 's  much  to  regret. 

Why  is  it  one  clings  to  some  genial  old  scamp  ? 
Why  is  it  one  sticks  to  a  worn-out  old  gamp  r 
Why  is  it,  despite  my  relief,  I  feel  drawn 
To  that  hard  high-backed  Chair  I  so  long  sat  upon  ? 

Long,  long  through  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  chimes 
Have  I  sat,  yawned  and  ached  in  the  tiresome  old  times, 
When  faction  and  f og  filled  the  House,  and  for  me 
The  Chamber  was  pitiless  pur-ga-to-ree ! 


Now  comfort  and  quiet  will  gladden  my  rest, 
And  tedium  no  longer  will  torture  my  breast, 
For  that  finest  of  Seats  ever  padded  with  hair 
I  am  going  to  exchange  for  my  own  Easy  Chair  ! 

If  Chairs  had  but  speech  it  would  whisper  alarms 
To  him  who 's  next  clasped  in  its  stuffy  old  arms. 
How  long  there  /languished,  and  lolled  in  despair — 
Till  I  wished  myself  wood  like  the  rest  of  "  the  Chair !  " 

A  decade  and  more  since  I  first  filled  the  place !  * 
There 's  many  a  form  and  there 's  many  a  face 
Have  vanished  since  I  donned  the  wig  of  grey  hair, 
And  sat  and  looked  stately,  at  ease  in  that  Chair. 

Men  say  I  have  honoured  that  Chair  ever  since, 
With  the  poise  of  a  judge  and  the  mien  of  a  prince. 
Perhaps !    But  I  'm  weary,  and  glad,  I  declare, 
To  make  now  a  change  to  my  own  Easy  Chair. 

When  the  candles  burn  low,  and  the  company 's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  I  shall  sit  here  alone, 
Or  with  you,  Mr.  Punch,  many-memoried  pair, 
And  muse  on  old  days  in  that  high  Speaker's  Chair ! 

Eh  ?    What,  Mr.  Punch  1    Read  me  last  night's  debate  ? 
Oho !    Order !  Order ! !    I  'm  drowsy,  'tis  late. 
For  Ayes  and  for  Noes,  Punch,  no  more  need  I  care ; 
I  may  take  forty  winks  in  my  own  Easy  Chair ! 

\_Left  taking  'em. 

*  Mr.  ARTHUR  WELLESLEY  PEEL  was  elected  Speaker  at  the  opening  of 
the  Session  of  1884,  upon  the  retirement  of  Sir  HENRY  BRAND. 

ANCIENT  CUSTOM.— "A  quaint  practice  exists"  at  the  Episcopal 
Palace,  Fulham,  "of  waking  up  the  domestics  by  means  of  a  long 
pole."  "  Stirring  them  up,"  apparently,  as  the  keepers  do  the  beasts 
at  the  Zoo.  The  Sun  reminds  us  of  the  existence  of  "rousing 
staves"  for  waking  sleepers  in  church.  About  Regatta  time 
riparian  dwellers  are  frequently  disturbed  in  their  slumbers  by  "  rous- 
ing staves,"  which,  however,  are  sung  by  jolly  young  watermen, 
canoeists  and  house-boaters. 
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"WELL    HOW  DID  THE  NEW  PLAT  GO  OFF  LAST  NIGHT!" 

"OH,     THERE     WAS     A     SLEEP-WALKING    SCENE    IN    THE  THIRD    ACT    THAT    WA8    RATHER 

IFFKCTIVE."  "2  LA  LADY  MACBSTB,  EH?" 

"WELL— NOT  EXACTLY.    IT  WAS  THE  ACDIBKCB  THAT  GOT  UP  IN  ITS  SLMP  AND  WALKE 
OUT  I "  


TO    A    ELIRTGIRL. 

A  Poem  of  PlatitutU. 

YES,  (jirls  will  be  girls,  and  flirts  will  be  flirts, 
And  coquette  to  the  end  of  the  chapter ! 

"There's  safety  in  numbers,"  the  proverb 

asserts, 
And  I  'm  sure  tbat  no  saw  could  be  apt  IT. 

The  safety,  I  fear,  is  that  DICK  will  tight  shy, 
When  he  hears  that  you're  flirting  with 

HAKRY; 
And  HARUY  will  think,  when  you  've  TOM  in 

your  eye, 
That  you  're  safer  to  flirt  with  than  marry ! 


Nay,  then  you  don't  rest  till  you  've  JACK  at 

your  feet, 

Till  he  finds  that  he 's  WILLY  for  rival ; 
The  odds  are  that  both,  like  the  rest,  will 

retreat, 
And  at  last  there'll  be  no  one  s  survival. 

For  flirting 's  a  game  that  is  risky  to  plav, 
At  least  from  the  standpi  int  of  wedlock ; 

When  each  is  afraid  your  affection  will  stray 
To  some  other,  the  end  is  a  deadlock  ! 

THE  BOOT  WAR.—"  In  consequence  of  the 
strike,"  observed  Mrs.  E.,  "I  am  afraid  a 
great  many  hardworking  men  will  be  left 
with  boots  on  their  hands." 


CHECK! 

"  We  air  governed  too  much."— Arttmui  Ward. 

No !    The  old  spirit  is  not  dead, 
Thoueh  long  it.  trance-like,  slept, 

While  Peter  Putright  reared  his  head, 
And  venom'd  vigil  kept. 

Their  despot  yearnings  retrograde 
Our  tyrants  label     Progress  "  ; 

In  specious  robes  of  light  arrar'd 
They  hide  a  horrid  Ogress ; 

And  many  simple  souls  and  true 

By  guile  seduced  to  err, 
Or  fondly  trusting  something  new, 

Fell  down  and  worshipp'd  ner. 

And  o'er  their  prostrate  senses  roll'd 

A  monstrous  idol  car. 
Whose  priest*,  in  frenzy  nnoontroU'd, 

Still  know  not  where  they  are. 

The  doughtier  freeman  of  the  put 

With  wrath  such  bondage  sees  ; 
Who  freedom  won  with  pike  and  gun 

From  nobler  foes  than  these. 
Some  bygone  champions'  pow'r  benign 

Our  waning  strength  restores  ; 
They  forced  from  kings  what  wo  'd  resign 

To  County  Councillor*. 

The  heirs  of  those  who  won  our  right 

Inherit  such  a  soul 
They  'd  starkly  fight  by  day  and  night. 

But  quite  neglect  to  poll. 

And  so,  in  Law  and  Order's  day 

The  brazen  crew  intrudes, 
And  London  nigh  becomes  the  prey 

Of  pedants,  prigs,  and  prudes. 

But  lo !  the  slip  'twixt  cup  and  lip 
Has  made  their  glory  dimmer ; 

Down,  down  goes  the  dictatorship 
Of  Stiygim  and  of  Trimmer. 

And  threaten'd  London  joys  to  find 

The  Incubus  o'orthrown. 
The  gang  whose  mandate  'tis  to  mind 

All  business  but  their  own. 

With  "  shoulders  to  the  wheel "  alway, 

The  grannies  in  a  batch 
Can  suck  such  comfort  as  they  may 

From  eggs  they  must  not  hatch. 

A   SUUUKSTIO.V  FOB   IMPROVING  TJIK  STAGE. 

— M.  COQOELIN  for  having  played  truant — 
not  an  absolutely  new  part  for  him— from  the 
House  of  MOLI  KRIC  has  been  condemned  by  the 
Court  of  Appeal  to  pay  five  hundred  francs 
every  time  he  performs  away  from  the 
Comedie  Franvaise.  This  may,  or  may  not, 
be  hard  on  M.  COQOKLJS,  an  artist  whose 
absence  from  the  stage  would  be  much  de- 
plored :  but  could  not  there  be,  in  England, 
some  Court  of  Public  Appeal,  empowered  to 
condemn  an  actor  or  two,  not  artists  like 
M.  CottUMJN,  in  similar  penalties  for  appear- 
ing at  alls'  Great  opportunity  for  a  new 
court  and  new  prootaure.  Witnesses  for 
prosecution  from  stalls,  dress  circle,  gallery, 
pit,  upper  boxes.  Witnesses  to  be  heard  in 
defence  of  course  also ;  and  let  the  best 
evidence  win.__ 

A  GOOD  BANK  NOTE.-  After  the  recent 
meeting  of  the  gentlemen  who  manage  the 
affairs  of  The  Old  Lady  of  Threadneedle 
Street,  the  Bank  of  England  may  now  be 
considered  not  as  a  bank  which  may  be  of 
sand  or  mud,  but  as  a  rock,  and  as  firm.  The 
Baring  Straits  haying  been  safely  passed, 
the  look-out  man  criec,  "  All 's  well  that  ends 
well:" 

i  THI  HIGHLY-ROUGED  LAD  Y'sCLAM  ToLms- 
EASY  DISTINCTION.— That  she  is  well-read. 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  VIII. — AFTER  THE  INFLUENZA. 


LETTERS  FROM  THE  SHADES. 

HAVE  just  perused  report  of  Commission  on  Library  Wall-flowers. 
Appears  that  enterprising  book-shop,  resort  of  fashionable  world  for 
past  century,  has  sent  round  urgent  whip  to  Representative  Men  of 
Letters  (and  also  Mr.  LE  GALLIENNE)  asking  for  short  list  of  best 
neglected  books.  Find  that  answers  cover  fairly  wide  ground,  from 
HOMER  to  New  English  Dictionary.  Feeling  that  it  might  please 
general  public  to  have  some  expression  of  opinion  from  various 
defunct  authors  described  with  faint  praise  as  undeservedly 
neglected,  and  finding  it  inconvenient  to  arrange  personal  interview, 
by  reason  of  distance  and  other  difficulties,  have  sent  out  circular 
requesting  that  they  would  interview  themselves  on  the  subject  and 
kindly  let  me  have  result.  Some  answered  evasively  through 
secretaries.  Subjoin  small  assortment  from  letters  of  those  who 
responded  frankly : — 

HOMER  OBLIGES  WITH  A  FEW  HEXAMETERS. 
Lo !  in  the  hollows  of  Hades  I  hear  the  lamenting  of  LUBBOCK, 
Bart.,  who  declares  that  HOMEKUS  (or  somebody  else  of  the  same 

name, 

One  or  the  other,  or  both,  or  perhaps  a  collection  of  poets)— 
LUBBOCK,  I  say,  who  declares  that  the  sale  of  my  poems  is  paltry, 
Says  he  is  sorry  to  see  me  reduced  to  the  state  of  a  wall-flower ! 
But  as  a  matter  of  fact  I  have  got  an  immense  circulation, 
Chiefly  in  Oxford  and  Cambridge  and  Eton  and  other  palcestrte. 
SOPHOCLES  pushes  me  close,  but  PLNDAR  is  out  of  the  running, 
Being  a  bit  too  stiff,  though  the  cost  is  defrayed  by  the  parents. 
As  for  the  rest,  I  consider  HERODOTUS  very  deserving ; 
Quaintly  enough  at  this  moment  I  see  he  is  writing  about  me, 
Writing  to  say  he  considers  HOMEKDS  exceedingly  clever. 
Who,  by  the  way,  is  a  Mr.  LE  GALLIENITB  ?    He,  as  thev  tell  me, 
Prattles  a  lot  on  his  private  affairs  for  the  good  of  the  public. 

HERODOTUS  FORWARDS  A  TRIFLING  BROCHURE. 

To  me  for  my  part  it  appears  that  of  the  other  poets,  both  those 
before  and  after,  no  one,  as  the  saying  is,  can  hold  a  two-penny 
torch  to  HOMERUS.  He.  in  the  language  of  the  Far- Western  people, 
whips  cosmos.  But  of  those  that  write  things  not  to  be  men- 
tioned, no  Then  Man  dwelling  in  the  nether  world  can  surpass  the 
Now  Woman.  So  at  least  they  that  are  over  the  book-market  tell 
me ;  but  them  I  cannot  easily  believe.  Farther,  to  speak  of  such  as 
collect  history,  but,  being  unworthy  indeed  of  neglect  do  yet  escape 
the  notice  of  those  that  appoint  to  office,  I  give  the  front  row  to  Mr. 
OSCAE  BROWNING. 


SHAKKPEARE  SENDS  AN  OCCASIONAL  SONNET. 

Had  I  survived  my  well-consented  age 
And  lived  to  see  the  bettering  of  the  times, 

And  witnessed  HENRY  ARTHUR  on  the  stage, 
Or  read  the  latert  confidential  rhymes ; 

Small  marvel  were  it  that  my  tragic  art 
Should  lapse  among  a  race  of  larger  build  ; 

Or  that  the  sonnet-echoes  of  my  heart 
Should  fail  before  the  booming  Bodley  guild. 

Yet  have  I  lovers  still,  a  faithful  few ; 

And  here  I  take  occasion  for  observing 
How  greatly  I  have  been  indebted  to 

The  Cambridge  Locals  and  to  Mr.  IRVING. 

Post-script. — The  Temple  SHAKSPEARE  for  the  pocket 
Is  selling  now ;  1  know  of  none  to  knock  it. 

LORD  VERULAM  KINDLY  QUOTES  HIMSELF. 

You  shall  not  ask  better  from  me  than  that  I  should  distil  yon 
these  two  extracts  from  my  Standard  Essays,  amended  to  date. 

1.  Of  St'tdies. — Heading,  and  namely  of   the  kitchen  ware    of 
AUTOLYCUS,  maketh  a  full  man  ;  reviewing  maketh  a  puffy  man  ;  and 
my  New  Organ,  now  old  and  strangely  unpopular,  maketh  an  har- 
monious man. 

2.  Of   Gardens.— Very  delightful   for    sweetness  is  the  Wall- 
flower ;  likewise  the  Bonny  Briar-Patch.    But  of  those  flowers  such 
as  the  Aster  and  the  Carnation,  of  which  the  perfume  is  such  that 
they  are  best  trodden  upon  and  bruised,  there  is  yet  another  that  you 
shall  take  heed  of.     It  is  the  Sweet  Earl  Lavender.    You  shall  pa«s 
by  a  whole  alley  of  them  and  find  nothing  of  their  sweetness :  they 
are  like  precocious  odours,  most  desirable  when  incensed  or  crushed. 


Sortes  Shakspearianae. 
SHAKSPEARE  in  the  Commons — 

"  God  speed  the  Parliament !    Who  shall  be  the  Speaker  f  " 

Henry  the  Sixth,  Part  I.,  Act  iii.,  Sc.  2. 


A  FORGOTTEN  MELODY. — A  once  popular  negro  song  that  might 
come  in  as  a  chorus  if  Mr.  BANNKRMAN  does  not  accept  the  Speaker- 
Bhip,  is  to  the  tune  of  "  Old  Bob  Ridley,  O  !  "  and  could  be  evidently 
neatly  adapted  to  "  0  WHITE  KIDLEY,  0 1 " 
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SITTING    ON    HIM. 

Mr.  Slowman  Sopht.    "On  COMB,  I  SAY,  Miss  MAWY,  YOU  ON  FOOT?     WHY,  IF  HOUNDS   RUN,  A  FILLAH  'LL   SKVKR  SKI  YOU 

AGAIN   ALL  DAY  I" 

Jtfiss  Mary.  "  DEAR,  DEAR,  HOW  TRYING  IT  is  I     BECAUSE,  YOU  KNOW,  WHEN  ^  S/.D*  AND  HOUNDS  RUN,  1  NKVKK  MS(.M  TO  S«E 

AOAIN  ALI,  DAY  I" 


AWFUL  REVELATIONS! 

[Mr.  LESLIE  STEPHEN,  speaking  at  Tovnbee  Hall  the  other  day,  stated 
that  the  members  of  the  Athenaeum  had  deserted  the  classics  for  the  pages 
of  Punch  and  the  latest  French  novel.  1 

SCENE  —  The  Library  of  a  well-known  Chtb,  where  are  discovered  a 
few  Bishops,  Judges,  M.P.'s,  and  other  pertons  "distinguished 
in  literature  or  art." 


tionary  for  a  moment,  will  you  ? 

M.P.  Certainly  :  only  it  doesn't  give  half  the  words.  (Sighs, 
aside.)  Why  didn't  I  learn  more  French  at  Eton  I  These  nxeurs 
conjugales  beat  me  every  now  and  then  at  the  most  interesting  point! 

A  Professor  of  Metaphysics  (who  has  concealed  J.  H.  KOSNY'S 
"  Renoureau "  behind  a  file  of  the  "Times,"  and  is  sitting  on 
LAVEDAN'S  "  Let  Marionettes?'  to  himself).  I  really  cannot  go  Lome 
till  I  have  cleared  up  the  relations  between  Chagny  and  Madame 
d'Argonne  ! 

A  Judge  (caught  reading  "  Le  Mariage  de  Chiffon  "  by  a  Bishop, 
apokujetically).  Ah,  I  find  my  French  gets  rusty  without  systematic 
daily  practice.  Why,  would  you  believe  it,  I  found  yesterday  I  had 
forgotten  what  en  guguettes  meant ! 

Bishop.  Ahem,  1  believe  it  is  a  synonym  for  en  ribote,  with  nearly 
the  vulgar  eonnota*  ion  of  gris  or  soul — tipsy,  you  know !  (Hastily, 
to  Waiter,  aware  that  he  has  displayed  a  rather  too  close  acquaint- 
ance with  Gallic  slang.)  Kindly  fetch  me  to-day's  number  of  Punch. 

Waiter.  They  are  all  engaged,  my  Lord. 

Bishop.  Then  let  me  look  at  last  week's  issue  again. 

Head  Muster  of  Public  School  (dubiously).  Dare  I  be  seen  with 
Madame  Chrysanthcme  t  (Noticing  that  all  the  quiet  corners  are 
occupied  with^students  nf  French  literature.)  No — another  time ! 

Leading  Xortlist.  Here 's  LESLIE  STEPHEN  been  betraying  us ! 
He  says,  what  is  only  too  true,  that  we  've  abandoned  the  standard 
authors,  including  myself,  for  Punch  ! 

Cabinet  Minister  (as  a  deus  ex  niaehitui).  Well,  Mr.  Punch  is  a 
clasbic.  To  read  him  is  a  liberal  education ! 

[They  do  so,  with  a  general  sigh  of  relief. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FKOM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday  Xight,  March  11. — A  great  cloud 
fallen  over  House  to-day.  Soon  the  stately  presence  that  tills  the 
Chair  will  step  forth,  never  to  return.  The  sonorous  voice  that  can 
still  the  storm  in  its  angriest  mood  will  no  more  resound  through  the 
hushed  Chamber.  The  best  Speaker  the  House  of  Commons  in  its  long 
history  has  known,  will  be  merged  in  the  mediocrity  of  the  HIUM 
nf  Lords.  A  hard  succession  of  blows  to  fall  on  an  assembly.  First 
Mr.  0.,  then  GRANDOLI-U,  and  now  ABTRUH  PCEL,  thn>e  men  of 
wholly  varied  type,  each  unique,  in  his  way  reaching  the  highest 
level. 

Suppose  we  shall  get  along  somehow,  though  for  all  concerned  in 
business  of  House,  in  maintaining  its  usefulness  and  supporting  its 
dignity,  the  future  without  PEEL  in  the  Chair  not  to  be  regarded 
without  foreboding.  He  has  every  quality  and  gift  that  go  to  make 
the  ideal  Speaker.  A  noble  presence,  a  fine  voice,  a  courtly  manner, 
a  resolute  will,  a  full  knowledge  of  the  forma  of  the  House,  a  keen 
though  decently  suppressed  sense  <  f  humour — a  scholar  and  a  gentle- 
man. Thete  things  are  seen  and  recognised  from  outtide.  Only 
those  who  live  and  work  in  the  House  of  Commons  know  how  mar- 
vellous is  the  combination,  how  infinite  in  its  magnitude  the  loss 
impending. 

Tuesday.— Talk  to-night  all  about  successor  to  the  SPEAKER.  A 
dozen  names  mentioned;  general  conclusion  that  whoever  may  be 
selected,  he 's  not  to  be  envied.  The  Member  for  SARK,  turning  up 
to-night  for  first  time  this  Session,  brings  strange  news.  Has  oeen 
on  the  Riviera,  daily  exacting  influenza.  Saw  Mr.  O.  yesterday ; 
the  talk  at  Cap  Martin,  as  here,  all  about  the  soon-to-be  emptied 
Chair,  and  who  is  to  fill  it.  SARK  tells  me  he  is  quite  certain 
Mr.  G.  is  thinking  of  coming  forward  as  candidate ;  is  (to  SARK 
says,  and  he  is  a  most  reliable  person)  evidently  eating  out  his  heart 
in  voluntary  retirement.  Now  ne  's  got  his  Psalter  out,  doesn't  know 
what  to  do  next. 

"  I  asked  him,"  SARK  says,  "  whether  there  was  any  precedent  for 
an  ex-Prime  Minister,  however  young  in  years  and  untamed  in 
enenry,  becoming  Speaker." 

"Not  exactly,    he  said ;  "  but  theie  is  the  case  of  a  Speaker  who 
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SILOMIO  at  the  table,  in  for  a  good  hour's  speech.    Meanwhile  he 


became  Prime  Minister.  ADDINOTON,  yon  will  remember.  Speaker  in  I  hapless  Ministers  thought  it  was  over,  and  they  might  get  to  bnei- 
1789.  was  Premier  at  the  turn  of  the  century.  It  was  said  of  him  by  |  ness,  they  should  hear  a  well-known  war-whoop;  should  discover 
•he  way,  that  he  never  quite  overcame  the  force  of  old  habits.  When 
engaged  with  the  Cabinet  in  consideration  of  foreign  affairs  he  had 
difficulty  in  refraining  from  saying  '  The  French  to  the  right,  the 
Austrians  to  the  left.'  Don't  see  why  the  case  shouldn  t  be 
»ken  the  other  way  about,  and  an  ex-Premier  become  Speaker. 
Fancy  I  may  take  it  that  I  have  some  qualifications  for  the  post. 
Know  the  House  pretty  intimately ;  have  been  familiar  with  it  for 
some  years.  Am  told  I  never  looked  so  picturesque  as  when,  on  public 
occasions,  I  wore  official  gown  of  Chancellor  ot  Exchequer.  Think 
the  Speaker's  dress  would  suit  me.  But  that  a  mere  trifle.  What  I 
nanker  after,  at  my  time  of  life,  at  the  close  of  a  career  not  abso- 
lutely free  from  hard  work,  is  some  post  not  too  arduous.  Seems  to 
me  the  Speakership  would  be  the  very  thing ;  just  enough  to  do,  and 
not  too  much." 


-- 


Mr.  G.  (ditgnised  in  Speaker's  wig  and  gown).  "Bather  fancy  the 
costume  would  suit  me  down  to  the  ground  !  " 

If  it  had  been  anyone  but  SABK  had  said  this,  would  have  listened 
with  incredulity.  But  SABK  most  respectable  man. 

Easiness  done.  —  ROBERTSON  in  excellent  speech  explained  Navy 
Estimates. 


Thurtday.—  The  Silence  of  SELOMIO.  No,  it  'H  not  the  title  of  a 
novel.  You  're  thinking  of  the  late  Dean  MAITLAND.  This  quite 
another  story  ;  equally  tragic.  Came  about  this  way.  House  met 
to  deal  with  Army  Estimates.  CAWMEL-BANNERMAN  in  his  place, 
after  ten  days  in  his  bedroom  with  a  cold.  The  cold  must  have  had 
most  amusing  companion,  that  is  if  CAWMEL  was  as  pawky  with  it 
as  he  was  to-night  with  the  semi-military  horde  led  by  Private 
HANBTBY.  who  swooped  down  and  barred  approach  to  Committee. 
These  deployed  in  the  open  ;  placed  their  amendments  on  the  paper. 
House  knew  what  to  expect.  Never  suspected  SILOMIO  in  ambush. 

As  soon  as  questions  over,  plot  disclosed.  COCHBANE,  a  harmless, 
perhaps  necessary,  man,  put  up  to  move  adjournment,  in  order  to 
discuss  the  Swazi  question.  That  in  itself  a  stroke  of  genius.  Had 
SILOMIO  personally  moved,  game  would  have  seemed  too  stale. 
Probability  is  forty  Members  not  been  found  to  stand  up  in  support 
of  motion.  Looks  mnch  better  to  have  such  action  taken  on  one  side 
of  House  and  supported  from  the  other  ;  invests  it  with  air  of  im- 
partiality and  unanimity.  On  challenge  from  the  SPEAKER,  Con- 
servatives rose  in  body  to  support  COCHRANE'H  request.  Having 
secured  that  object,  and  being  on  their  legs,  they  strolled  out,  leaving 
SQUIBK  OF  MALWOOD,  SYDNEY  BUXTON,  and  about  a  score  of  others 
all  told,  to  listen  to  COCHBANE'S  urgent  message.  Amongst  them  sat 
FRANK  LOCKWOOD,  with  tender  gleam  in  eyes  that  roamed  with 
cnrious  intentness  about  Speaker's  chair. 

Whilst  COCHBANE  spoke,  SFLOMIO  gat  with  inspired  look  on  his 
face,  making  voluminous  notes.  He  would  come  on  by-and-by. 
Let  others  keep  the  thing  going  as  long  as  possible;  just  when 


"Our  Artist  "-Sir  Frank  Blockwood,  Q.C.,  M.I'. 

sat  piling  notes  upon  notes,  pausing  occasionally  to  cheer  COCHBANE, 
anon  humming  softly  to  himself 

"  Swaziland,  my  Swaziland  !  " 

UNDER  SECRETARY  FOB  COLONIES  deprecated  in  public  interest 
irregular  discussion  of  question  at  present  time.  GOBST,  hampered 
by  this  responsibility,  made  curiously  halting  speech.  BADEN- 
POWELL  spoke  "  as  one  who  had  been  in  South  Africa  "  ;  SQTTIBK  OF 
MALWOOD  more  gravely  repeated  SYDNEY  BUXTON'S  warning.  Now 
was  SILOMIO'S  time.  But  before  he  could  move  PRINCE  ARTH0B  was 
on  his  feet,  positively,  with  some  commonplaces  about  respecting 
Ministerial  responsibility,  consenting  to  close  the  conversation ! 

SILOMIO  gasped  for  breath ;  instinctively  felt  for  his  assegai ; 
clutched  at  his  notes  dripping  with  the  gore  of  SYDNEY  BUXTON. 
When  he  had  partially  mastered  his  emotion  the  amendment  was 
withdrawn  and  opportunity  had  fled. 

"  Sic  vos  non  robis  vellera  fertis  ovet,"  said  Pnnm?T  soothingly. 
"  But  never  mind.  You  remember  that  in  the  end  VIKOIL  got  his 
own,  and  BATHYLLTJS  was  basted."  SILOMIO  stared. 

Business  done. — SELOMIO  contrives  a  debate  and  others  talk. 

Friday  Nighf..— Policemen  in  lobby  much  startled  by  incident  that 
preceded  arrival  of  SPEAKER  to  resume  sittings  at  nine  o'clock.  The 
steady  tramp  of  a  column  in.  marching  order  broke  on  the  ear.  Came 
nearer  and  nearer  from  direction  of  dining-room  •  swinging  doors 
flung  open  ;  Colonel  of  the  Queen's  Westminster  Volunteers  entered. 
Behind  him,  in  close  order,  tramped  something  like  score  of  members. 
At  word  of  command  they  took  half  turn  to  right  and  passed  into 
House,  as  in  earlier  days  another  British  column  swung  through  the 
gates  of  Delhi. 

Ten  minutes  later,  more  than  half  the  force  were  observed  to  come 
out  of  the  House,  look  furtively  round,  and  dash  off  in  various  direc- 
tions, some  to  smoking-room,  some  to  reading-room,  and  some  clear 
off  the  premises.  But  they  had  done  their  appointed  work,  and 
HO\VABD  VINCENT,  an  old  campaigner,  had  secured  opportunity  for 
delivering  his  speech  on  hostile  tariffs  and  bounties. 

Grave  doubt  at  morning  sitting  whether  House  could  be  made  for 
the  alluring  joy.  VINCENT  took  up  position  in  lobby  much  as 
recruiting-sergeant  shows  himself  near  Trafalgar  Square.  Accosted 
all  Members  passing  by.  Offered  them  free  rations  and  front  seats 
for  the  lecture  if  they  would  stay.  Soon  picked  up  enough  men  to 
reduce  chances  of  count  out.  Dinner,  I  am  told,  a  little  exciting, 
especially  towards  the  end.  Several  Members  discovered  straving 
towards  "the  door.  But  the  ex-captain  of  the  Royal  Berks  Militia 
not  to  be  trifled  with.  Kept  them  together  past  the  cheese ;  de- 
livered every  man  in  the  House  one  minute  and  thirty  seconds 
before  the  SPEAKEB  took  the  Chair.  If  any  skulked  out  when  the 
Colonel  was  once  embarked  on  his  lecture  he,  of  course,  couldn't  inter- 
fere. But  they  mustn't  suppose  their  departure  wasn't  marked.  No 
more  free  rations  for  them. 

Business  done.— By  reason  of  CAWMTJLL-BANNEBMAN'S  great  per- 
suasiveness men  and  money  for  Army  voted  at  morning  sitting. 


SEASIDE  MEM.— The  Society  recently  started  to  abolish  Tide- 
houses  will  not  include  Bathing  Machines  within  the  scope  of  its 
operations. 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  IX.— AWKWARD  POSITION  OF  HIPPOLICBMAN  AMONO  TH«  WILD  BULLS  AND  BEARS  IN  THBOGMOBTON  STRUT. 

( Vide  Papers,  March  22.)  


AN  ELECTION  ADDRESS. 

[Mr.  RIDER  HAGGARD  has  become  the  accepted  Conservative  candidate 
for  a  Norfolk  constituency.  The  following  is  understood  to  be  an  advance 
copy  of  his  Address.] 

INTELLIGENT  electors,  may  I  venture  to  present 
Myself  as  an  aspirant  for  a  seat  in  Parliament  P 
The  \iews  of  those  opponents  who  despise  a  novelist, 
Are  but  the  foggy  arguments  of  People  of  the  Mist ! 

No  writer,  I  assure  you,  can  produce  a  better  claim, 
A  greater  versatility,  a  more  substantial  fame ; 
My  candidature,  though  opposed  by  all  the  Yellow  gang, 
Has  won  the  hearty  sympathy  of  Mr.  ANDREW  LAND. 

And  if  what  my  opinions  are  you  'd  really  like  to  know, 
They  're  issued  at  a  modest  price  by  LONGMANS,  GREEN,  &  Co. ; 
The'  Eight  Hours  Bill,  for  instance,  I  'm  prepared  to  speak  upon 
From  a  practical  acquaintance  with  the  Mines  of  Solomon. 

Whatever  my  intentions  as  to  Woman's  Rights  may  be, 

I  yield  to  none  in  honouring  the  great  immortal  She 

While,  as  to  foreign  policy,  though  Blue  Books  make  you  yawn, 

You  '11  find  the  subject  treated  most  attractively  in  Dawn. 

When  I  am  placed  in  Parliament,  I  '11  speak  with  fluent  skill, 
And  show  (like  Mr.  MEESON)  I've  a  most  effective  will; 
And  if  there  is  a  special  point  for  which  I  mean  to  fight, 
It  is  for  legislation  to  protect  my  copyright. 

If  chance  debate  to  matters  in  South  Africa  should  tend, 
My  anecdotes  will  cause  the  Speaker's  wif?  to  stand  on  end ; 
And  if  an  opportunity  occurs,  I  '11  rouee  the  lot 
By  perorating  finely  in  impassioned  Hottentot ! 

So,  Gentlemen,  I  beg  you,  let  my  arguments  prevail. 
Shame  would  it  be  if  Mich  a  cause  through  apathy  should  fail, 
Shame  on  the  false  elector  who  his  honest  duty  shirks! 
Believe  me.  Yours, 

The  Author  of  She,  Daicn,  and  other  works. 


SUGGESTED  REVIVAL  OP  AN  OID  FORM  OF  PUITKHMBNT  FOB 
FUTURE  OBSTRUCTIONIST  SPECULATORS  IK  THROOMORTONIAN.KAFFTR 
LAND.—"  Put  'em  in  the  Stocks." 


"  WHEN  ARTHUR  FIRST  AT  COURT." 
LAST  week  the  Court  Theatre  was  advertised  as  a  "  Company, 
Limited."  The  cast  in  the  bill  was  given  as  Chairman,  ARTHUR 
W.  PINERO  ;  First  Director,  Sir  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN  (with  a  song  P) ; 
Second  Director,  HERBERT  BENNETT  (Director  also  of  HAKHOD'S 
Stores,  Limited,  the  success  of  which  establishment  has  been  so  great 
as  to  now  out-HABROD  HARHOD)  ;  and  then  AKTBUR  CHTTDLBSH 
(who  was  jointly  lessee  at  one  time  with  Mrs.  JOHN  WOOD),  M 
Director  and  Acting  Manager.  The  Solicitor  is  down  as  ARTHUR 
B.  CHUBB  ("little  fish  are  sweet"),  and  the  Secretary  is  Mr.  A. 
[presumably  ARTHUR?)  8.  DUNN.  Most  appropriate  this  name  to 
finish  with ;  "  and  now  my  story  's  DuNN.'f  Fortunate  omen, 
too,  that  there  are  two  "  n's  "  in  DUNN,  which  otherwise  is  a  word 
associated  with  a  Court  not  quite  so  cheerful  as  the  Court  Theatre. 
But  the  curious  note  about  it  is  the  preponderance  of  ART  HUM. 
ABTHUB  PINEBO,  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN,  ARTHUR  CHTDLEIOH,  ARTHUR 
CHUBB,  and  ARTHUR  (P)  DUNN.  It  they  have  power  to  add  to  their 
number,  why  not  take  in  ARTHUR  JOVES,  ARTHUR  LLOYD,  and 
ARTHUR  ROBERTS?  That  would  make  the  Dramatic  ARTHURS  and 
the  Musical  ARTHURS  about  equal. 

MATILDA  CHARLOTTE  WOOD  is  mentiomd  as  having  h«d  an  agree- 
ment with  one  of  the  ARTHURS  yclept  CHUDLKIOH,  and  probably 
also  a  disagreement  too,  as  their  once  highly  prosperous  jouit 
management  came  to  an  end.  But  now  "  she  will  return,  at  least, 
everyone  hopes  so,  as,  after  her  capital  performance  of  the  Sporting 
Duchess  at  Drury  Lane,  she  has  shown  us  that  she  is  as  fresh  and 
as  great  an  attraction  as  ever.  Some  of  the  ABTHUBS  will  wnte  for 
her,  one  ARTHUR  will  compose  for  her,  two  ARTHURS  will  act  and 
•ng  with  her,  and  ARTHUR,  the  managing  director,  will  direct  and 
manage  her.  May  every  success  attend  the  venture  I 
about  authors  and  composers  offering  their  work  to  so  profesMonal 
a  board  of  directors?  Doesn't  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary'*  objection  to 
sending  his  play  in  to  the  manager  of  Drury  Lane,  namelv,  that 
"  he  writes  himself,"  hold  good  nowadays '(  Hum.  A  dimculty, 
most  decidedly  ;  still,  not  absolutely  insuperable. 

Which  Settles  It. 

Over-enthttnasttc  Person  (tpeaking  confidentially  of  Aw  abtmt 
Friend  to  the  young  Lady  to  wAom  absent  fntnd  i*  going  to  propote). 
Everybody  (.peaks  in  his  praise.  He  is  an  exceptionally  good  man. 

Sharp  Young  Lady.  Ah,  then  he  is  "too  good  to  .be  true.  I 
fhall  refuse  him  'tarat 
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"  MUSIC    HATH    CHARMS." 
H.R.H.  THE  DUKE,  ACCOMPANIED  BY  DWMMEB-BOY  HERBERT  GLADSTONE,  LEADS  THE  SUNDAY  PARK  BAND. 


,  . 

n»  Dap6  ?f  CAMHKIDOB  tak™.j£e  liveliest  personal  interest  in  the  proposal  made  by  Mr.  JOHN  AIRD,  and  supported  by  Mr.  HEKHERT 

ir  raln8*r)n     W°rkS>   thlt    miUtary  band9    »hould    perform    in    the    Royal    Parks    ok    suitable    occasions    during    the 

tlarcn  *U. 
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QUITE    A    CATCH. 

Young  Splinter  (driving  Nervous  Old  Party  to  Covert).  "  Yis,  I  LOVE  A.  BARGAIN  IN  HOBSKFLKSH  I    Now,  IF  YOU  BILICVK  MB,  I 

PICKFD  THIS   LITTLE    BEGGAR  UP  THB  OTHER  D\T  FOE  A   MERK     SONG.        BOLTED   WITH   A  TRAP — KICKED    EVERTTHINO    TO  SMASH.      BlD 

THE  FBLLOW  A  TENNER  FOR  HER,  AND  THERE  SHE  is  !  "      [Old  Party  begins  to  feel  that  "  'Edon'  know  where  'e  art,"  or  will  bepraently. 


"MUSIC  HATH  CHARMS." 

A  SONG  FOR  A  SUMMER  DAT   1895. 
(A  Very  Long  Way  after  Drydm. ) 

["Mr.  HERBERT  GLADSTONE,  in  reply  to  Mr. 
Ami),  said  be  was  glad  to  tell  the  hon.  gentleman 
that  he  had  been  informed  by  his  Royal  Highness 
the  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE  that  arrangement!  were 
being  made  for  a  military  band  to  play  in  Hyde 
Park  on  certain  days  in  summer." — Parliamentary 
JReport.~\ 

I. 

IN  harmony,  in  public  harmony, 

This  bit  of  pleasant  news  began. 
St.  Stephen's  underneath  a  heap 

Of  burning  questions  lay. 
When  HERBERT  raised  his  head 
His  tuneful  voice  was  heard  on  high, 

And  this  is  what  it  said : 
That  Great  GEORGE  RANGER  could  descry 
A  chance  of  making  a  big  leap 

Tojwp-u-lar-i-ty. 
That  Music's  power  should  have  full  summer 

And  the  bands  begin  to  play  I  [sway, 

With  harmony,  with  general  harmony, 

Around  the  information  ran 

That  harmony,  sweet  harmony, 
Should  stay  mere  rumpus  with  its  rataplan, 
And  make  Hyde  Park  a  pleasant  place  to  Man ! 

n. 

What  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell  ? 
When  HERBERT  thumps  the  side-drum  well 

The  listening  nursemaids  well  may  stand 
A- wondering  at  that  curly  swell,  [around, 

A-worshipping  the  rattling  sound. 


Less  than  a  dock  they  think  can  hardly  dwell 
In  that  drum- major's  toffy  togs. 
He  startles  even  the  stray  dogs ! 

What  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell  ? 

m. 

The  brass  band's  loud  clangour 

The  populace  charms, 
The  kettledrum-banger 

The  baby  alarms. 
At  the  double,  double,  doable  beat 

Of  young  GLADSTONE'S  drum 
The  Socialist  spouters  from  back  street  and 
Cry,  "  Hark  !  our  foes  come !  [slum 

Way  oh!     We  'ad  better  retreat !" 

rv. 

The  shrill  and  sprightly  flute 
Startles  the  seculnrist  spouts  and  shovers. 

The  crowds  of  music-lovers 
Flock  to  its  sound  and  leave  tub-thumpers 
mute. 

v. 

Dark  Anarchists  proclaim 
Their  jealous  pangs  and  desperation, 

Fury,  frantic  indignation, 
Depths  of  spite  and  heights  of  passion. 

Music  mars  their  little  game. 

VI. 

Yes,  Music's  art  can  teach 

Better  than  savage  ungrammatio  speech. 
Young  HERBERT  let  us  praise. 

The  dear  Dock  "  let  us  love. 

The    weary    wayfarer,    the     wan -faced 
slummer,  [Drummer, 

Beneath    the    spell    of    Music    and    the  I 


Feel  rataplans  and  rubadubs  to  raise 
Their  souls  sour  spleen  above. 

vn. 

"  Orpheus  could  lead  the  savage  race, 
And  trees  uprooted  left  their  place. 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre." — 
Precisely,  Glorious   JOHN!    Yet  'twere   no 

lark 
To  see  the  trees  cavorting  round  the  Park. 

No !  Our  CECILIA'S  aim  is  even  higher. 
To  soothe  the  savage  (Socialistic)  breast, 
Set  Atheist  and  Anarchist  at  rest, 
And  to  abate  the  spouting-Stiggins  pest 

Young   HERBERT    and   grey    GKOROE 

may  well  aspire. 
The  "MilingUry  Dook"'s   permission's 

given 
That  the  Park- Public's  breast,  be- jawed  and 

beered, 

May  by  the  power  of  harmony  be  cheered, 
And  lifted  nearer  heaven  ! 

GRAND  CHORUS. 
(Bya  Grattful  Crowd.) 

"  This  'ere 's  the  larkiest  of  lays ! 

Things  do  begin  to  move ! 
'ERBBRT  and  GKOBOT  let  us  praise, 

And  all  the  powers  above. 
We  've  spent  a  reglar  pleasant  'our 
Music  like  this  the  Mob  devour. 
Yah !    Anerohy  is  all  my  heye. 
That  cornet  tootles  scrumptiously. 
Go  it,  young  GLADSTINO  I  Don't  say  die 
Dear  Dook,  out  'ave  another  try. 
'Annony  makes  disorder  fly 
And  Music  tunes  bus  to  the  sky ! 
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'THE    ' KEY-NOTE '-ORIOUS    MRS.    EBBSMITH 


The  Dowdy  Mrs.  Ebbamith  makes  it  hot  for  her  young  man 
third  act,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  be  utterly  unconventional, 
dreadfully  daring,  and  thrillingly  effective.  "  Unconventional  P  " 
Yes.  "  Daring  r"  Certainly ;  for  to  burn  a  bible  might  have 
raised  a  storm  of  sibilation.  But  why  dare  so  much  to  effect  so 
little?  For  at  the  reading,  or  during  rehearsal,  there  must  have 
been  very  considerable  hesitation  felt  by  everybody,  author  included, 
as  to  the  fate  of  this  risky  situation— this  "momentum  unde  pendet" 
—and  for  which  nothing,  either  in  the  character  or  in  the  previous 
history  of  the  heroine,  has  prepared  us.  Her  earliest  years  have 
been  passed  in  squalor ;  she  has  made  a  miserable  marriage ;  then  she 
has  become  a  Socialist  ranter,  and  hopes  to  achieve  a  triumph  as  a 
Socialist  demagogue.  Like  Maypole  Hugh  in  Barnaby  Budge  she 
would  go  about  the  world  shrieking  "  No  property !  No  property !  " 
and  when,  in  a  weak  moment,  she  consents  to  temporarily  drop  her 
"  mission,"  she  goes  to  another  extreme  and  conies  out  in  an  evening 
dress— I  might  say  almost  comes  out  of  an  evening  dress,  so  egregi- 
ously  decollete  is  it — to  please  the  peculiar  and,  apparently,  low  taste 
of  her  lover,  who  is  a  married  man, — "  which  well  she  knows  it,"  as 
Mrs.  GAMP  observes, — but  with  whom  she  is  living,  and  with  whom, 
like  GRANT  ALLEN'S  The  Woman  who  did  (a  lady  whom  in  many 
respects  Mr.  PINKRO'S  heroine  closely  resembles),  and  who  came  to 
grief  in  doing  it,  she  intends  to  continue  living.  This  man,  her 
paramour,  she  trusts  will  be  her  partner  in  the  socialistic  regenera- 
tion of  the  human  race.  At  the  close  of  the  third  act  Mrs.  Ebb- 
smith,  being  such  as  the  author  of  her  being  has  made  her,  is 
presented  with  a  bible,  and,  in  a  fit  of  ungovernable  fury,  she 
pitches  it  into  the  stove  "  with  all  her  might  and  main"  ;  and  then 
it  suddenly  occurs  to  her  that  she  has  committed  some  terrible 
crime  (more  probably  it  occurred  to  the  author  that  he  had  com- 
mitted the  unpardonable  sin  of  offending  his  audience) — and  so  she 
shoots  out  her  arm  into  a  nice,  cool-looking  stove  (suggestive  of 
no  sort  of  danger  to  her  or  the  book) ,  and  drags  out  the  pocket  volume 
apparently  quite  as  uninjured  as  is  her  own  hand  at  the  moment, 
though  this  is  subsequently  carefully  bound  up  with  a  white  hand- 
kerchief in  the  last  act.  Well— that 's  all.  There  is  the  situation. 
The  Key-note- prious  Mrs.  Ebbsmith  is  supposed  to  repent  of  her 
sins  against  society ;  and  off  she  goes  to  become  the  companion  of  the 
unmarried  parson  and  of  the  lively  widow  his  sister.  What  the  re- 
sult of  this  arrangement  will  be  is  pretty  clear.  The  Key-note-orious 
One  will  soon  be  the  parson's  bride ;  but  "  that  is  another  story." 

To  carry  out  this  drama'of  inaction,  as  it  is  schemed,  should  occupy 
eight  persons  something  under  two  hours ;  but  it  takes  thirteen  per- 
sons three  hours  to  carry  it  along.  Five  of  these  dramatis  persona 
are  superfluous ;  and  much  time  is  wasted  on  dialogues  in  Italian  and 
French  that  could  be  "faked  up"  from  any  conversation-book  in 


several  languages,  and  evidently  only  lugged  m  under  the  mistaken 
impression  that  thereby  a  touch  of  "  local  colour     is  obtained. 

it  is  the  audience  wearies  of  the  long  speeches,  and  there  is 
the  action  that  can  rouse  them  as  there  was  in  2  he  Second 
„>«.    Tanqueray,  a  play  that  Mr.  PINERO   has   not  yet 
equalled,  much  less  surpassed. 

But  what  is  a  real  pleasure,  and  what  will  attract  all 
lovers  of  good  acting,  is,  first  of  all,  Mr.  FORBES  ROBERT- 
SON'S admirable  impersonation  of  the  difficult,  unsympa- 
thetic role  of  a  despicably  selfish,  self-conceited,  cowardly 
prig  •  and,  secandly,  to  a  certain  extent,  the  rendering  ol 
the  heroine  by  Mrs.  PATRICK  CAMPBELL,  who,  however,  does 
not  come  within  measurable  distance  of  her  former  sell  as 
Mrs.  Tanqueray— her  "great  stove  scene"  being  about  the 
weakest  point  in  her  performance.  But  there  cannot  be  a 
divided  opinion  as  to  the  perfect  part  given  to  Mr.  JOHS 
HARE,  and  as  to  the  absolutely  perfect  manner  in  which  it  is 
played  by  this  consummate  artist  in  character.  All  the  scenes 
in  which  he  appears  are  admirably  conceived  by  the  author, 
and  as  admirably  interpreted^  by  the^actor 

Mr, 
real . 

aotinVT'anof  on"the  acting  of  the  scenes  in  which  he  appears, 
that  the  ultimate  popularity  9f  the  piece  must  depend.  The 
theatrical  stove-cum-book  situation  may  tell  with  some 
audiences  better  than  with  others,  but  it  is  not  an  absolute 
certainty ;  while  every  scene  in  which  the  Duke  of  &t. 
Olpherts  takes  part,  as  long  as  this  character  is  played  by 
Mr.  HARE,  is  in  itself  an  absolute  isolated  triumph.  Mr. 
AUBREY  SMITH,  as  the  modern  young  English  moustached 
parson,  en  voyage,  with  his  pipe,  and  bible  in  his  pocket  (is 
he  a  colporteur  of  some  Biblical  Society,  with  a  percentage  on 
the  s  de  ?  otherwise  the  book  is  an  awkward  size  to  carry 
about,  especially  if  he  has  also  a  Murray  with  him),  is  very 
true  to  life,  at  all  events  in  manner  and  appearance  ;  and 
Miss  JEFFRKYS,  as  his  sister,  who  looks  just  as  if  she  ha<l 
walked  out  of  a  fashion-plate  in  The  Gentlewoman,  or  some 
lady's  journal,  plays  discreetly  and  with  considerable  sell- 
repression.  Of  course  it  will  remain  one  of  the  notable  pieces 
of  the  year :  but  what  will  keep  it  green  in  the  memory  of 

_  ;x_  i v- l  the  cipti- 

HAaE. 


playgoers  is  not  the  story,  nor  its  heroine,  nor  its  her ix  b«*  th 
vating  impersonation  of  the  D»ke  of  St.  Olpherts  by  Mr.  JOHN 


Transformation  Scene. 


The  Rowdy-Dowdy  Mrs.  Ebbsmith  fascinates 
the  Dook. 
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THE  GAME  OP  DRAUGHTS. 

(By  One  who  has  Played  it. ) 

ASSUME  that  I  am  living  in  Yokohama 
Gardens  (before  the  pleasant  change  fron 
winter  to  spring),  and  that  I  am  conscious  o 
the  near  approach  of  the  North  Pole.  The  fires 
in  the  grates  seem  to  be  lukewarm,  and, even 
the  coals  are  frozen.  My  servants  have  tol" 
me  that  the  milk  had  to  be  melted  before  i 
could  adorn  the  breakfast-table ;  and  as  for 
the  butter,  it  is  as  hard  as  marble.  There  ib 
only  one  thing  to  do,  to  send  for  that  worthy 
creature  Mr.  LOPSIDE,  an  individual  "  whi 
can  turn  his  hand  to  anything." 

"Well  Sir,"  Mr.  LOPSIDE  arrives  and  ob- 
serves after  a  few  moments  spent  in  carefu 
consideration  of  the  subject  from  various 
points  of  view,  "  of  course  you  feel  the  col< 
because  there  is  five- and- twenty  degrees  o: 
frost  just  outside." 

I  admit  that  Mr.  LOPSIDE'S  opinion  is  reason 
able ;  and  call  his  attention  to  the  fact  that  a 
newspaper  which  is  lying  on  the  floor  some  five 
yards  from  a  closed  door  is  violently  agitated 
"I  see  Sir,"  says  he  promptly.  If  you 
will  wait  a  moment  I  will  tell  yon  more 
about  it." 

He.' takes  off  his  coat,  throws  do^r.  a  oa; 
of  tools  (his  chronic  companion),  and  lies  fla 
on  the  floor.    Then  he  places  his  right  ear  to 
the  ground  and  listens  intently,  pointing  the 
while  to  the  newspaper  that  has  now  ceasec 
to  suffer  from  agitation. 

"There  you  are,  Sir!"  he  exclaims 
triumphantly.  "There's  a  draught  there. 
I  could  feel  it  distinctly." 

He  rises  from  the  ground,  reassumes  his 

overcoat,  and  once  more  possesses  himself  oi 

his  bag  of  useful  instruments. 

"  Well,  what  shall  I  do  ?  "  I  ask. 

"  Well,  you  see  Sir,  it's  not  for  the  likes  of 

me  to  advise  gentry  folk  like  you.    I  wouldn't 

think  of  presuming  upon  such  a  liberty." 

"  Not  at  all,  Mr.  LOPSIDK,"  I  explain  with 
some  anxiety. 

"Then  Sir— mind  you,  if  it's  not  taking 
too  much  of  a  liberty— I  would,  having 
draughts,  get  rid  of  them.  And  you  have 
draughts  about,  now  haven't  you  ?  " 

I  hasten  to  assure  him  that  I  am  convined 
that  my  house  is  a  nerfect  nest  of  draughts. 

"  Don't  you  be  too  sure  until  I  have  tested 
them,"  advises  Mr.  LOPSIDE. 

Then  the  ingenious  creature  again  divests 
himself  of  his  overcoat  and  workman's  bag 
and  commences  his  labours.  He  visits  every 
door  in  the  house  and  tries  it.  He  assumes 
all  sorts  of  attitudes.  Now  he  appears  like 
JESSIE  BBOWN  at  Lucknow  listening  to  the 
distant  slogan  of  the  coming  Highlanders. 
Now  like  a  colleague  of  GUY  FAWKES  noting 
the  tread  of  Lord  MONTEAOLE  on  the  road  to 
the  gunpowder  cellar  beneath  the  Houses  of 
Parliament.  His  attitudes,  if  not  exactly 
graceful,  are  full  of  character. 

"There  are  draughts  everywhere,"  says 
Mr.  LOPSIDE,  having  come  to  the  end  of  his 
investigations. 

"And  what  shall  I  do?"  I  ask  for  the 
second  time.  Again  my  worthy  inspector 
spends  a  few  minutes  in  self-communing. 

"  It 's  not  for  the  likes  of  a  poor  man  like 
me,  Sir,  to  give  advice ;  but  if  I  were  you, 
Sir,  I  would  say  antiplutocratic  tubing." 
"  What  is  antiplutocratic  tubing?" 
'  Well,   Sir,  it 's  as  good  a  thing  as  you 
can_  have,  under  all  the  circumstances.    But 
don't  have  antiplutocratic  tubing  because  I 
say  BO.   I  may  be  wrong,  Sir." 

No,  no,  Mr.  LOPSIDE,"  I  reply,  in  a  tone 
of  encouragement.    ' '  I  am  sure  you  are  right. 
Do  you  think  you  could  get  me  some  anti- 
plutocratic  tubing,  and  put  it  up  for  me?" 
"  Why,  of  course  I  could,  Sir!  "  .returns 


SO    LIKELY! 

SCENE — Bar  of  a  Railway  Refreshment  Room, 
Barmaid.   "TEA,  SIB?"  Mr.  Boozy.   "TKAlll     ME  1 1  II" 


my  worthy  helper,  in  the  tone  of  a  more  than 

isually  benevolent  Father  Christmas.    Then 

le  seems  to  lose  heart  and  become  despondent. 

'  But  there.  Sir,  it 's  not  for  the  likes  of  me  to 
say  anything." 

However,  I  persuade  Mr.  LOPOIDK  to  take 
a  more  cheerful  view  of  his  position,  and  to 
undertake  the  job. 
For  the  next  three  hours  there  is  much 

lammering  in  all  parts  of  the  house.  My 
neighbours  must  imagine  that  1  have 

aken  violently  to  spiritual  manifestations. 
Wherever  I  wander  I  find  my  worthy  assistant 

lard  at  work  covering  the  borders  of  the  doors 
with  a  material  that  looks  like  elongated  eels 

n  a  condition  of  mummification — if  I  may 
permitted  to  use  such  an  expression.  Now 
is  standing  on  a  ledge  level  with  the  hall 

amp;  now  he  is  reclining  sideways  beside 
an  entrance-protecting  rug  ;  now  he  is  hang- 
ng  by  the  bannisters  midway  between  two 

andings.  The  day  grows  apace.  It  is  soon 
afternoon,  and  rapidly  becomes  night.  When 

he  lights  are  beginning  to  appear  in  the 

treets  without.  Mr.  LOPSIDK  has  done.    My 

louse  is  rescued  from  the  draughts. 

_ "  You  won't  be  troubled  much  more.  Sir," 

ays  he,  as  he  glances  contemptuously  at  a 


door  embedded  in  antiplutocratic  tubing. 
"Keep  those  shut  and  the  draughts  won't  get 
near  you — at  least  so  I  think,  although  I  may 
be  wrong.  Thank  yon,  Sir.  Quite  correct. 
Good  evening." 

And  he  leaves  me,  muffled  up  in  hisoverooat, 
and  still  clinging  to  his  basket,  with  its 
burden  of  saws,  hammers,  chisels,  and  nails 
of  various  dimensions.  I  enter  the  dining- 
room  with  an  air  of  satisfaction  as  I  hear  his 
echoing  footsteps  on  the  pavement  without, 
and  attempt  to  close  the  door.  It  will  do 
almost  everything,  but  it  wont  shut.  I  give 
up  the  dining-room,  and  enter  my  study. 
Again,  I  try  to  close  the  door.  But  no;  it 
has  caught  the  infection  of  its  neighbour  and 
also  declines  to  close.  I  try  the  doors  of  the 
drawing-room,  bedroom,  and  the  dressing- 
room.  Hut  no,  my  efforts  are  in  vain.  None 
of  them  will  close.  The  wind  howls,  and  the 
draughts  rush  in  with  redoubled  fury.  They 
triumph  meanly  in  mj;  despair. 

There  is  only  one  thing  to  do,  and  I  deter- 
mine to  do  it.  I  must  send  for  Mr.  LopgrDB 
to  take  away  as  soon  as  possible  his  anti- 
plutocratic  tubing.  After  all  he  was  right 
when  he  had  those,  alas!  unheeded  misgivings. 
He  said  "  he  might  be  wrong  "—and  was  I 
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THINGS    ONE    SAYS    WITHOUT   THINKING. 

"I'M  SO  SORRY  YOU'VE  HAD    TO    COME    AND    DlNB    WITH    US    WITHOUT   YOUR     HUSBAND,    LlZZY.        I   SUPPOSE  THE   REAL  TRUTH   18 
THAT,    BEING   LENT,    HE   8  DOING   PENANCE  BY   DINING  AT  HOME  I  " 

"OH,    NO  I      I   ASSURE  YOU  !      HB  THINKS   IT  A  PENANCE  TO  DINE   OUT  I" 


QUARTER-DAY;  OR,  DEMAND  AND  NO  SUPPLY. 

Resentful  Ratepayer  loquitur  : — 
".DEMAND  and  Supply  I "    So  economists  cry, 

And  one,  they  assure  us,  must  balance  the  other, 
/fancy  their  doctrines  are  just  all  my  eye, 

But  then  I  'm  a  victim  of  bad  times  and  bother. 
At  least,  friend  Aquarius,  you  '11  understand 

That  Jack  Frost  and  yon  have  between  you  upset  me. 
You  are  down  on  me— ah !  like  a  shot— with  Demand, 

But  as  to  Supply— ah !  that 's  just  where  you  get  me. 

Water  ? '  You  frosty  old  fraud,  not  a  drop, 
Save  what  I  have  purchased  from  urchins  half  frozen, 
ve  had  for  six  weeks  for  my  house  and  my  shop, 
And  they  tell  me  the  six  weeks  may  swell  to  a  dozen ! 

Call  that  Water-Supply,  Mister  Mulberry  Nose  ? 

Why,  your  oozy  old  eyelids  seem  winking  in  mockery, 

My  cisterns  are  empty,  my  pipes  frozen  close, 
I  ve  nothing  for  washing  my  hands,  clothes  or  crockery. 

As  to  flushing  my  drain-pipes,  or  sinks,  why  you  know, 

1  might  as  well  trust  the  Sahara  for  sluicing. 
A  bath  P    Yes,  at  tuppence  a  pailful  or  so. 

Good  gracious !  we  grudge  every  tumbler  we're  using. 
Your  stand-pipes  and  tanks  compensate  for  such  pranks  ? 

ttet  out !    You  are  playing  it  low  down,  Aquarius. 
Be  grateful  for  mercies  so  small,  Sir  ?    No  thanks ! 

My  wrongs  at  your  hands  have  been  many  and  various. 

But  these  last  six  weeks,  Sir,  are  iust  the  last  straw 

lhat  break  the  strong  back  of  the  rate-paying  camel 
1  do  not  quite  know  what 's  the  state  of  the  law, 

But  if  yours  is  all  freedom,  and  mine  is  all  trammel, 
Li  yours  is  Demand,  and  mine  is  not  Supply, 

As  'twould  seem  by  the  look  of  that  precious  rate-paper, 
Aquarius,  old  boy,  I  have  plans  in  my  eye 

For  checking  your  pretty  monopolist  caper. 

Pay  up,  and  look  pleasant  P    Ah  yes,  that 's  my  rule 
For  every  impost,  from  Poor  Rate  to  Income. 

Hut  paving  for  what  you  don't  get  fits  a  fool 

Besides,  you  old  Grampus-Grab,  whence  will  the  tin  come  ? 


Supply  discontinued  ?    Aquarius,  that  threat 

Is  losing  its  terrors.     I  don't  care  a  penny, 
'Twon't  frighten  me  now  into  payment,  you  bet, 

When  for  the  last  six  weeks  I  haven't  had  any. 

Whose  fault?    Well,  we '11  see.     But  at  least  you '11  agree 

When  Supply 's  undertaken,  and  paid,  in  advance,  for, 
A  man  expects  something  for  his  L.  S.  D. 

Then  what  have  you  led  me  this  doose  of  a  dance  for  ? 
That  question,  old  Snorter,  demands  a  prompt  answer, 

And  Taurus  expects  it  of  you,  my  Aquarius, 
Or  else,  Sir,  by  Gemini,  /shall  turn  Cancer, 

And  then  the  monopolists  mayn't  look  hilarious. 
How  do  the  Water  Rates  come  to  my  door  P 

'Twouldlfurnish  a  subject  for  some  brand-new  SOUTHET. 
Your  dunning  Demand  Notes  are  always  a  bore, 

But  when  one  is  grubby,  half  frozen  and  drouthy, 
When  cisterns  are  empty  and  sinks  are  unttushed, 

And  staircases  sloppy,  and  queer  smells  abounding, 
To  be  by  an  useless  Aquarius  rushed 

For  "  immediate  payment"  is— well,  it 's  astounding. 
How  will  the  water  come  down  through  the  floor 

When  mains  are  unfrozen  and  pipes  are  all  "  busting  "  ? 
Why  spurting  and  squirting,  with,  rush  and  with  roar, 

The  wall-papers  staining,  the  fire-irons  rusting, 
And  rushing,  and  gushing,  and  flashing  and  splashing, 

And  making  a  sort  of  Aix  douche  of  the  bedroom, 
And  comfort  destroying,  and  every  hope  dashing, 

And  leaving  one  scarce  a  square  yard  of  dry  head-room. 
'Twill  leak,  spirt  and  trickle,  and,  oh  such  a  pickle 

Will  make  of  my  dwelling,  from  garret  to  basement, 
Well,  that's  after  thaw.    But,  by  Jove,  it  does  tickle 

My  fancy,  and  fill  me  with  angry  amazement, 
To  see  you  there  standing  ice-cool,  and  demanding 

Prompt  payment— for  what  ?    Why,  long  waterless  worry ! 
Aquarius,  we  must  have  a  fresh  understanding  ; 

Till  then—"  Call  again ! "  and  don't  be  in  a  hurry  ! 

[Slams  door,  and  retires  in  dudgeon. 

MOTTO  FOE  STOCKBBOKEHS.— A  mine  in  the  Randt  is  worth  two  in 
the  Bush. 
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THE    WOMAN    WHO    WOULDN'T    DO. 

(She-Note  Series.) 

THE  two  were  seated  in  an  untrammelled  Bohemian  sort  of  way  on 
the  imperturbable  expanse  of  the  South  Downs.  Beneath  them  wag 
a  carpet  of  sheep-  sorrel,  its  orbicular  perianth  being  slightly  depressed 
by  their  healthy  weight.  In  the  distance  they  noticed  thankfully 
the  saucer-shaped  combes  of  paludina  limestone  rising  in  pleasant 

strata  to  the  rearing 
scarp  of  the  Weald. 
PKKUGINO  ALLAN 
was  the  gentleman's 
name.  He  had  only 
met  PSEUDONYM!  A 
BAMPTON  the  day 
before,  but  already 
from  mere  com- 
munity of  literary 
instincts  they  were 
life-long  friends. 
She  had  reached  the 
trysting-plaoe  first. 
All  true  modest 
women  do  this. 

"PSEUDONTMIA!" 
said     PBEUOINO, 
blushing    easily   to 
his  finger-tips. 
"PERFOINO!" 

said     PSEUDONYMIA, 

blushing  to  hers.  It 
was  early,  of  course, 
for  Christian  names, 
but  then  the  Terewth 
had  made  them  Free- 
and- Easy. 

"PEHUOIKO!" 

said  PSEUDONYMIA, 
bringing  her  eyes 
back  from  the  in- 
finite to  rest  without 
affectation  on  her 
simple  Greek  chiton,  "  I  have  often  wanted  to  meet  a  real  man  who 
had  written  a  book  with  a  key  to  it  on  the  back  of  the  cover.  Now 
tell  me  frankly  some  more  beautiful  things  about  our  present  loath- 
some system  01  chartered  monogamy,  so  degrading  to  my  sex.  Talk 
straight  on,  please,  pages  at  a  time.  Never  mind  about  Probability. 
Terewth  is  stranger  than  Probability  ;  and  the  Terewth,  you  know, 
shall  make  you  Free !  " 

PERUGJNO  sank  back  into  the  spongy  turf,  leaning  his  cheek 
against  an  upright  spike  of  summer  furze  of  the  genus  Ulex 
Europcrus.  "  Some  men,"  he  began,  "ignoble  souls,  'look  about' 
them  before  they  marry.  Such  are  calculating  egoists.  Pure  souls, 
of  finer  paste,  are,  so  to  speak,  born  married.  Others  hesitate  and 
delay.  The  difficulties  of  teething,  a  paltry  desire  to  be  weaned 
before  the  wedding,  reluctance  to  being  married  in  long  clothes,  the 
terrors  of  croup  during  the  honeymoon — these  and  other  excuses, 
thinly  veiling  hidden  depths  of  depravity,  are  emploj  ed  to  defer  the 
divine  moment.  1  have  known  men  to  reach  the  preposterously  ripe 
age  of  one-and-twenty  unwedded,  protesting  that  they  dare  not  ri«k 
thtir  prospects  at  the  Bar.  These  men  can  never  mate  like  the 
birds,  never  be  guide-posts  to  point  humanity  along  the  path  of 
Terewth." 

"  But,"  interrupted  PSEUDONYMIA,  rose-red  to  her  quivering 
finger-tips  with  shame  at  the  bare  mention  of  marriage ;  "  but  I 
thought  you  disapproved  of  the  debasing  principle  of  wedlock." 

"  Do  not  interrupt,"  said  PERUSING,  kindly ;  "  I  will  come  to  that 
two  or  three  pages  later  on.  To  be  prudent,  I  was  going  to  say,  is 
to  be  vicious  and  cruel.  Of  course  it  is  not  given  to  all  to  be  burn 
married.  Bat  this  natal  delect  one  can  easily  remedy.  I  knew  a 
young  fellow  who  did.  The  indispensable  complement  crossed  his 
path  oefore  it  was  too  late.  He  was  still  at  his  preparatory  school ; 
he  married  the  matron.  True,  there  was  disparity  of  age,  but  it  was 
a  step  in  the  right  direction ;  though  the  head- master,  a  man  of 
common  conventional  ideas,  gave  the  boy  a  severe  rebuke. 

"  But  to  push  on  at  once  to  contradictions.  Marriage,  I  have  said 
elsewhere,  is  a  degrading  system,  nurtured  under  the  purple  hang- 
ings of  the  tents  of  iniquity.  In  my  gospel  Love,  like  Terewth, 
should  be  Free ;  ever  moving  on,  moving  on.  Now,  Italy  is  the 
home " 

"Ah!"  cried  PSEUDONYMIA,  "Italy!  That  reminds  me  of  sun- 
burnt Siena.  What  a  wonderful  Peruguinesque  chapter  that  was  in 
your  book.  Like  a  leaf  torn  out  of  the  live  heart  of  BAEDEKER  !  " 

"Italy,"  continued  PERUGINO  doggedly,  "is  the  home  of  back- 
grounds. I  would  like  everyone  to  have  a  background — a  past;  the 


more  pasts  the  better.  Is  not  that  a  beautiful  thought  '•  Ever 
moving  on  to  something  different !  " 

"  That  has  been  the  dream  of  my  childhood,"  said  I'HECIXI.VTMU, 
her  white  Cordelia-like  soul  thrilled  through  and  through  with 
sacred  convictions.  A  ripe  gorse-pod  burst  in  the  basking  sunlight. 
"  I  never  remember  seeing  sunlight  bask  before,"  she  thought.)  A 
bumble-bee  said  something  inaudible.  "But  whv,"  she  added, 
"  did  you  never  give  this  pure  sentiment  to  the  world  before  P  You 
who  have  written  so  many  many  books  P  " 

"  My  child,"  replied  the  artist,  ''  I  was  compelled  to  write  down  to 
the  public  taste.  One  must  consider  one's  prospects.  This,  you  will 
say,  seems  to  clash  with  what  I  said  before  about  calculating  egoists. 
Bat  profession  and  practice  are  ever  divorced  ucder  our  depraved 
system  of  civilisation.  At  last,  having  establu  ud  myself,  I  rose 
superior  to  sordid  avarice,  and  wrote  for  once  solel  to  satisfy  my  own 
taste  and  conscience." 

"  A  noble  sacrifice!"  said  I'SKUDHSYMM.  suppressing  her  dimples 
for  the  moment.  "As  the  physically  weaker  vessel,  I  could  only 
have  done  it  under  an  assumed  name.  But  tell  me  of  one  difficulty 
which  you  have  so  cleverly  avoided  in  your  book.  This  question  of 
the  family.  Will  not  a  confusion  arise  in  another  generation  when 
nobody  quite  knows  who  and  how  many  his  or  her  half-brothers  and 
half-sisters  are  P  " 

"  I'SKI  HUN  V.M  i \ ! "  said  PKRUGINO,  and  his  voice  broke  in  two 
places,  "I  am  pained.  I  bad  thought  that  you,  so  pure,  so 
emancipate,  would  have  had  a  soul  above  blithering  detail.  Besides, 
do  you  not  see  that  in  this  way  the  whole  world  will  eventually 
become  one  family  '(  We  may  not  live  to  see  this  Millennium,  but 
future  Fabians  may.  What  we  want  is  a  protomartyr  in  the  cause. 
SHELLEY  promised  well,  but  he  ultimately  reverted  to  legal  wedlock. 
As  for  me,  I  have  been  deemed  unworthy  of  the  crown.  I  am,  alas! 
happily  married.  But  you,  you  are  single ;  why  should  you  not  set 
to  all  your  sister-slaves  a  high  example  of  that  martyrdom  of  which 
the  glory,  as  well  as  the  inconvenience,  has  been  denied  to  me  f  " 

"Ah,  dear  PERUGINO!"  she  cried,  visibly  affected  for  the  third 
time  to  her  finger-tips,  "  must  it  ever  be  so  P  Profession,  as  yon  say, 
divorced  from  practice  P  Must  one  more  noble  name  be  added  to  the 
list  of  those  that  shock  the  world  so  fearlessly  with  their  books  and 
live  such  despicably  blameless  lives  ?  I  myself,  too,  am  misleading 


in  print.  You  judged  me  by  my  pseudonymous  publications  to  be 
single  and  unscrupulous.  But  you  were  wrong.  I  also  am  unequal 
to  the  weight  of  that  crown.  How  can  I  be  your  martyr  in  the  cause— 
I  who  these  many  years  have  worshipped  the  very  dust  on  which  my 
husband  deigns  to  tread  ?  Can  you  and  I  ever  be  forgiven  for  thus 
sinning  against  the  light  P  " 

PERUGINO  rose  to  go,  indignant,  disillusioned.  "  Et  ta,  PSKUDO- 
NYICIA  P  "  he  bitterly  cried.  (She  had  been  at  Qirton  and  could  follow 
the  original.)  "  Then  I  give  yon  np.  You  are,  I  grieve  to  think,  a 
woman  who  won't  do."  And  ne  made  a  she-note  of  it 


"WITH  WHAT  PORPOISE  P" 

[A  porpoise  has  been  seen  gambolling  in  the  Thames  at  Putney.] 

Suca  a  sea  on  at  the  North  Foreland !  Glad  to  get  out  of  it.  Nice 
river  coming  down  from  somewhere.  Must  explore  it. 

Near  some  town.  No  end  of  oysters  about.  Oysters  say  it 's 
Whitstable.  Seem  dreadfully  depressed.  Ask  them  if  the  late  cold 
was  too  much  for  them  P  No,  it's  not  that,  they  say,  but  injurious 
stories  have  been  circulated  about  them  by  medical  men.  Been  called 
"typhoidal."  Nobody  patronises  them,  and  they've  "lost  their 
season  in  town."  What  do  they  mean  P 

Off  Southend.  Friendly  sole  advises  me  not  to  venhire  further. 
"  Tempt  not  the  Barking  Outfall,"  he  says,  and  adds  that  the 
"  water  at  London  will  poison  me,  and  I  shall  be  made  into  boot*." 
London !  Always  wanted  to  see  it.  What 's  the  good  of  being  called 
"  a  kind  of  gregarious  whale  "  by  the  dictionaries  if  I  avoid  society  P 

Got  past  Barking  safely !  Who  is  it— BROWNING  I  think — wrote  a 
poem  about  "Sludge,  the  Medium."  Must  have  written  it  new 
Barking.  Arrived  off  Wansttad  Flats.  See  a  respectable  man  on 
hanks  being  chivied  by  a  mob.  Told  (by  a  sprat)  that  "it's  Mr. 
HILLS,  of  the  Thames  Ironworks,  who's  been  helping  the  unemployed." 
Now  the  unemployed  seem  helping  Aim .'  Tower  Bridge  rather  fine. 

Westminster.  Big  building.  Curious  scent  in  air.  Told  it 's  the 
Houses  of  Parliament,  and  scent  is  eucalyptus,  "because  of  the 
infiuenza."  Curious  word — wonder  what  it  means. 

Up  at  Putney.  See  University  Boat-Kace,  if  I  can  stay  long 
enough.  Feel  sleepy.  Must  be  the  amount  of  bad  water  I  're 
drunk.  Knock  up  against  an  ice-floe.  Two  men  in  boat  try  to 
shoot  me.  They  seem  unemployed.  Do  they  want  to  make  me  into 
soup  for  the  poor '(  Not  if  1  know  it.  Trundle  back  seawards. 
Meet  a  sea-gull.  Says  somebody  tried  to  hook  him  from  embank- 
ment. Says  he  "  doesn't  like  London."  Rather  inclined  to  agree 
with  him. 

Back  at  sea.  Know  now  what  infiuenza  means — because  I 're 
caught  it .'  Awful  pains  in  my  hide !  Must  consult  a  leech. 
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THE  INTROSPECTIVE  BARD. 

PERSISTENT  self -analysis, 

Perfected  more  and  more, 
The  mirror  to  my  spirit  is, 

Which  it  performs  before. 
For  "  progress  "  let  reformers 
pine. 

Let  merchants  toil  for  pelf — 
The  study  of  a  soul  like  mine 

Is  certainly  Itself ! 

For  girls  who  at  my  shrine  will 

bum 

An  incense  delicate, 
11  lightly  probe  the  problems 

stern 

Of  Love,  and  Life,  and  Fate ; 
And  as  their  darkness  I  dis- 
perse, 

I  mark  with  interest 
The  diverse  chords  that  girls 

diverse 
Awaken  in  my  breast. 

Not  having  known  a  broken 
heart, 

Nor  any  scathing  pain, 
I  can  afford,  in  life  and  art, 

The  pessimistic  vein. 
In  many  a  literary  gem, 

Polished  with  care  supreme, 
Mildly,  but  firmly,  I  condemn 

So  poor  a  mundane  scheme. 

And  yet,  a  modest  competence 

My  pensive  mood  provides, 
My    sentiments  —  like    speci- 
mens 

On  microscopic  slides — 
When  I  on  woven  paper  fair, 

In  woven  words  illume, 
I  make  a  kind  of  subtle,  rare, 

And  Esoteric  Boom ! 


POLICE     CHARGE    AGAINST 
XCITED    THROGMORTONIAN 

JOBBER. — "  He  jobbed  me  in 

the  eye." 


IN    THE   VESTRY. 

Minister  (who  has  exchanged  pulpits — to  Minister's  Man}.   "Do  YOU  COMB 

BACK   FOR  MB   AFTER  TAKING  UP  THE   BoOKJBt" 

Minister's  Man.    "On  AY,  SIR,  I  COMES  BACK  FOR  YE,  AND  YE  FOLLOWS 

MB  AT  A  RESPECTFUL  DISTANCE  i" 


A  BYE-ELECTION  LAY. 

(By  a  disappointed  Western 

Wire-puller) 

AFTER  a  conflict  such  as  this, 

Some  moralising 's  due  • 
And  we  in  Bristol  of  the  fight 
Can  take    a    "bird's-eye" 

view. 
The  poll  we  cannot  truly  call 

The  pleasantest  of  pills  ; 

It's    really    rather    sad    our 

"won'ts"    ["WILLS." 

Should   come    so   near  our 

Yet  there's  some  comfort  in 

the  fact. 

Some  salve  for  spirits  sore, 
That    Bristol   nobly  has   not 

shrunk 
From  spilling  of  its  "  GOBE." 

A  BALFOURIAN  QUERY.  — 
"  No  possibility  of  any  return 
to  the  shareholders,"  was,  in 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  the 
heading  of  a  report  of  a  meet- 
ing of  the  members  of  the 
"LiberatorCompany."  What! 
no  possibility  of  any  return  ? 
Yes,  surely,  the  return  of 
JABIZ.  But  even  then — cut 
bono  f  or  Cui  Buenos  Ayres  ? 
Who  of  the  unfortunate  losers 
would  not  far  rather  get  back 
something  than  get  back  some- 
hody.and  that  somebody JABEZ. 

THE  EARLY  BIRD.  —  Mr. 
GOSLING,  British  Minister,  has 
demanded  an  indemnity  from 
the  Nicara^uans  of  £15,000  for 
the  expulsion  of  Mr.  HATCH, 
British  Vice- Consul  at  Blue- 
fields.  GOSLING  is  no  goose, 
that's  clear.  He  offers  the 
Nicaragamuffins  a  Hatch-way 
out  of  the  difficulty  of  their 
own  making. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

"  WHAT  so  interests  you  P  "  asked  the  visitor.  Replied  the  Baron, 
"  Japhet  in  Search  of  a  Father.  I  have  not  read  it  since  my 
school  days."  "  You  find  it  old-fashioned,  eh  ?  "  "  Well,"  answered 
the  Baron,  "  the  first  few  chapters  are  certainly  old-fashioned,  and 
recall  to  my  mfmory  the  italicised,  punning  style  of  THEODORE 
HOOK  and  of  T<-m  and  Jerry.  But  Captain  MAHRYAT  soon  gets 
away  from  this  tort  of  thing ;  and  when  he  has  once  fairly  started 
his  hero  and  his  companion  on  their  adventures,  the  interest  of 
the  story  is  never  allowed  to  flag  for  a  minute.  I  may  add  that  I  have 
not  enjoyed  any  modern  story  of  adventure  so  much  as  I  have  this 
one— always  barring  the  romances  of  RIDER  HAGGARD,  STEPHENSON, 
'  ft.,'  SHORTHOUSE,  and  PABKER — as  there  is  about  it  an  old 
Georgian-era  flavour,  with  its  duels,  its  gambling-houses,  its  Tom- 


—ro  me,  ai  least — inorougmy  lasciuatmg. '  me  illustrations,  by 
H.  M.  BROCK — which  are  specified  as  separately  the  property  of 
Messrs.  MACMILLAN— bring  vividly  before  the  reader  the  manners 
and  customs  of  the  time.  "  In  these  davs  of  morbid  yellow-jaun- 
diced sensationalism,  and  of  '  The  New  Woman,'  I  am  delighted," 
quoth  the  Baron,  "  to  recommend,  and  strongly,  too,  this  first  of  the 
series  of  Captain  MARRYAT'S  works,  now  in  course  of  republication 
chez  MACMILLAN."  The  visitor  thanked  his  noble  friend,  and 
withdrew.  Then  the  Baron  finished  the  novel.  "  Good !  "  quoth 
the  Baron,  closing  the  book  with  regret  at  parting  with  a  long- 
forgotten  but  now  recovered  friend ;  "  but  'tis  odd  how  one  lives  and 
learns.  I  do  not  remember  having  ever  heard  that  Bottom  the 
weaver  had  been  christened  '  WILLIAM  '  bv  SHAKSPEARE.  Nor  can 
I  find  that  bully  Bottom  was  so  addressed  by  his  friends.  And  if  I 
have  missed  it,  how  came  WILLIAM  to  be  the  prenom  of  the  Athenian 
weaver  in  the  time  of  Theseus  and  Hippolyta  !  I  should  as  soon 
expect  to  discover  that  Hercules  was  known  to  his  companions  as 
Henry  Hercules.  However,  this  by  the  way,  and  only  d  propos  of 
a  remark  as  to  William  Bottom,  the  weaver,  made  by  MAHRYAT. 


I  anticipate  with  pleasure  re-making  the  acquaintance  of  Jacob 
Faithful  and.  Midshipman  Easy." 

The  Banishment  of  Jessop  Blythe,  written  by  JOSEPH  HATTON, 
and  published  by  HUTCHINSON,  belongs  to  the  Yellow  Book  series, 
only,  that  is,  as  far  as  the  cover  is  concerned,  which  is  of  a  startlingly 
jaundictd  tone  and  does  not  in  the  least  represent  the  kindly  author's 
views  of  life.  The  story  is  about  the  ropemakers  by  one  who  clearly 
"knows  the  ropes."  This  industry,  as  will  be  gathered  from  the 
present  romance,  is  not  confined  to  Ropemaker's  Walk,  E.G.,  but 
was  for  two  centuries  carried  on  by  Troglodytes  or  Cave-dwellers  in 
Derbyshire.  The  hero  Blythe  is  turned  out  from  the  roping  com- 
munity as  a  thriftless  drunkard,  emigrates,  is  poor  and  wretched,  but 
returns  Blythe  and  gay,  with  a  lot  of  money,  to  find.  ...  "  But 
here,"  quoth  the  Baron,  "  I  must  pause,  or  the  surprise  will  be 
heavily  discounted,  and  the  reader's  pleasure  spoilt.  Thus  far,  no 
farther.  '  Tolle ;  lege  ' "  So  recommends  the 

JUDICIOUS  BARON  DE  B.-W. 


Shakspeare  and  the  A-br-y  B-rdsl-y  Yellow 

"She"  Book. 

DIVINE  WILLIAMS  knew  the  kind  of  unwholesome  woman  above 
mentioned.    In  Love's  Labour '«  Lost  he  makes  Biron  say — 
"  A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 
With  two  pitch  balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes ; 
Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
Though  Argua  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard." 

Is  not  this  the  living  picture  of  the  woman  who  would,  or  could, 
but  who  shouldn't  and  oughtn't  ? 


CHOOSING  THE  SPEAKER.— A  suggestion  was  made  last  week  that 
the  competitors  for  the  Speakership  should  draw  lots.  Now,  if  it 
came  to  "  drawing  lots,"  all  in  the  House  and  out  of  the  House, 
having  seen  "lots"  of  Sir  FRANK  BLOCKWOOD'S  drawing,  would  of 
course  place  him  first.  So  the  drawing  lots  plan  was  abandoned. 
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THE  FLIRTGIRL'S  KEPLY.* 

A  Poem  of  Common  Strut. 

PEA  K  Sir,  1  've  read  through  your  delectable 

lines — 

Though  the  cap  doesn't  fit,  I  will  wear  it ; 
And  hope  (though  1  don't  know  your  private 

designs) 
You  regret  that  such  verses  were  e'er  writ ! 

There 's  flirting  and  flirting,  you  don't  seem 

to  know, 

Nor  need  a  young  woman  be  heartless, 
Who  thinks  that,  by  having  <!te  strings  to 

her  bow, 
The  four  she  rejects  will  thus  smart  less. 

Pray  how  can  I  help,  if  my  features  attract 
And  my  sympathy  wins  each  fond  lover  ? 

Alas,  when  they  're  conquered,  I  own  'tis  the 

fact 
That  their  weak  points  I  sadly  discover  ! 

It  may  be,  in  spite  of  your  captious  alarm, 
1  shall  yet  enjoy  bliss  hymeneal : 

If  this  is  my  aim,  not  to  j ilt,  where  s  the  harm 
la  my  search  for  a  husband  ideal  ? 
*  See  page  141 


"ALAS   POOR   YORICX!" 

IN  "  DICK  GKAIN  "  all  have  lost  a  "  fellow 
of  infinite  jest"  and  a  friendly  critic  who 
scourged  our  pleasant  vices  with  such  genia! 
criticism  that  everyone,  hearing  him,  charit- 
ably applied  the  mural  to  his,  or  her.  neigh- 
bour. With  Mrs.  GEBMAN  REED,  the  Miss 
PBISCILLA  HOBTON  of  the  stage,  and  her  son 
"  TAFF  REED,"  the  old  Gallery  of  Illustration 
Company  comes  to  an  end.  COHNEY  GHAIN 
successlully  succeeded  JOHN  PABBT. 

"C.  G."     Ci  git. 


TO  I8ISTA. 

(A  Topical  Explanation.} 

YOTTR  dark  blue  eyes  are  doubtless  very  sweet, 
And  I  could  hear  without  the  least  surprise 
That  connoisseurs  declare  it  hard  to  beat 
Your  dark  blue  eyes. 

How  is  it  if  so  much  of  magic  lies 
In  your  two  "orbs"!  deem  them  incom- 
plete? 
Why  with  disdain— I  'm  £oing  to  poetise— 

Do  I  your ' '  heavenly  windows  "  ever  treat '( 
The  explanation  Saturday  supplies. 
I  'm  Cambridge.    That 's  why  I  'm  so  loth 
to  meet      Your  dark  blue  eyes. 

Note.—"  Dark  Hue."     In  view  of  the  coming 
Boat  Race  this  may  be  taken  as  a  prophecy,  or  tip. 


APPLIED  SCIENCE. 

SIK,— The  following  may  be  of  service  to 
your  nor -mathematical  readers:  — 

Q.  "  The  hands  of  a  clock  are  between  2 
and  3 ;  and  in  ten  minutes'  time  the  minute 
hand  will  be  as  much  in  front  of  the  hour 
hand  as  it  is  now  behind  it.  What  is  the 
timeP" 

A.  "  Ask  Policeman  X." 

The  crass  medievalism  of  the  Oxbridge  don. 
I  regret  to  say,  failed  to  see  this  solution,  and 
I  am  again  coaching  with  old  DHTIMMKH. — 
Yours  theoretically  and  problematically, 

PBACTICAL  Y.  2. 


CHANGE  OF  NAME. — Inconsequenoeof  recent 
events  crowded  into  one  place,  the  name  of 
Throgmorton  Street  shall  be  changed  into 
Throngmorton  Street. 


Our  Minor  Poet.  "  I  BKLIBVB  I  SHOULD  BNJOT  inr  HOLIDAYS  MUCH  MOKB  IF  I  W*NT 
INCOGNITO." 

Friend.  "TaAVEL  VNDIR  YOUB  Noil  DS  PLUMS,  Out  MAN  I" 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  UIAHY  OF  TOBY,  11. P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  March  18. — 
Navy  Estimates  on  again,  with  the  First 
Lord  listening  patiently  from  otherwise 
empty  Peers'  Gallery,  and  ROBEBTS  ON  making 
admirable  play  from  Treasury  Bench.  Chi- 
valrous soul  of  Cap'en  TOMMY  BOWLTS  moved 
to  admit  that,  after  all,  there  had  been  worse 
First  Lords  than  SPENCEB,  and  more  uncivil 
Lords  than  ROBKBTBON.  Private  HANBUJIY 
thinks  this  is  weakness.  If  his  colleague  in 
charge  of  the  Navy  is  to  talk  like  that,  he 
(the  Private)  will  be  expected,  when  the  Army 
Estimates  came  on,  to  say  something  nice 
about  CAWMELL-BANNEBMAN,  to  acknowledge 
WOODALL'S  keen  grip  over  the  business  of 
his  department,  and  the  <  urtesv  with  which 
he  discharges  his  Miniat  .rial  'duties. 

ALLAN  o'Gatesheal  on  again  with  more 
"Rough  Casting,"  Last  time  House  in 
Committee  on  Navy  Estimates  he  spread 


feeling  of  genuine  a'nrm  by  denouncing  the 
British  boiler.  "  Who,"  he  thundered.  "  is 
responsible  for  the  eneines  of  the  Royal 
Navy  P  Where  is  the  Ifnmet  you  trumpeted 
so  loudly  a  ytar  ago  P  Where,  he  continued, 
bending  beetling  brows  on  Civil  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty,  "  are  her  boilers P" 

"Bust,1'  said  GOBST,  with  guilty  look. 
Not  that  he  had  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
business,  but  because  at  this  moment  ALLAN 
o'Gateshead  chanced  to  fix  a  pair  of  flaming 
eyes  upon  his  shrinking  figure,  oeatcd  almost 
immediately  opposite  at  end  of  Front  Bench. 

"  Where  is  th«  Hornet  now  ?  Why,  lying 
in  Portsmouth  Yard,  with  her  boilers  out  of 
her.  a  useless  hulk." 

ALLAN  is  so  big,  so  burly,  wears  «>  much 
hair,  writes  poetry,  is  understood  to  be  in  the 
;  boiler  business  himself,  and,  withal,  addresses 
the  Chairman  with  such  terrific  volume  of 
voice,  that  a  panic  might  have  ensued  only 
for  JOHN  PEN N*.  PENN  head  of  great  engineer- 
ing firm  of  old  standing  and  high  repute. 
Understood  to  have  engined  fleet  of  five  ships 
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with  which  DRAKE  made  things  hot  for  Spain  along  the  coasts  of 
Chili  and  Peru.  However  that  be,  PENN  now  made  it  hot  for  ALLAN 
o'Gateshead.  Showed  in  quite  business-like  fashion  that  ALLAN  s 
poetic  fancy  had  run  away  with  him.  Convinced  grateful  Committee 
that  British  boiler,  on  which  safety  of  State  may  be  said  to  rest,  is 
all  right.  A  model  speech,  brief,  pointed.  A  man  with  something 
to  say,  who  straightway  sits  down  when  he's  said  it.  As  the  poet 
(not  ALLAN  o'  Gateshead)  says, 

He  came  as  a  boon  and  a  Messing  to  men, 
The  modest,  the  lucid,  clear-pointed  J.  PENN. 

Business  done.— Committee  voted  trifle  over  four  millions  as  wages 
for  JACK. 

Tuesday  — Alderman  COTTON,  once  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  a  pro- 
minent and  popular  member  of  the  DISRAELI  Parliament,  left  behind 
him  the  memory  of  one  of  those  things  we  all  would  like  to  say  if  we 
could.  In  the  long  series  of  debates  on  resolutions  moved  from  Front 
Opposition  Bench  challenging  Jingo  policy  of  the  day,  the  Alderman 
interposed.  "  Sir,"  he  said,  "this  is  a  solemn  moment.  Looking 
towards  the  East  we  perceive  the  crisis  so  imminent  that  it  requires 
only  a  spark  to  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war." 

Thatjwas,  and  remains,  inimitable.    But  to-night  the  MACGREGOH 

came  very  near  its 
supreme  excellence. 
Stirred  to  profound- 
est  depths  by  de- 
mands upon  Naval 
Expenditure.  Pop- 
ping up  and  down 
like  piston  in  the 
engine-room  of  Clyde 
steamer;  wrath 
grew  as  MELLOR, 
failing  to  see  him, 
called  on  other 
speakers.  The  MAC- 
GHEGOR  knew  all 
about  that ;  a  reck- 
less corrupt  Govern- 
ment, afraid  of 
hearing  the  voice  of 
honest  criticism,  had 
suborned  Chairman 
of  Committees  to 
prevent  his  speak- 
ing. But  they  didn't 
know  the  MAC- 
GREGOR. After 
something  like  two 
hours  physical  exer- 
cise in  the  way  oi 
jumping  up  anc 
down  he  caught  the 
Chairman's  eye,  anc 
(in  Parliamentary 
sense,  of  course 
punched  it.  Then 
'  passing  from  poin' 
to  point,"  as  be  airily  put  it,  he  went  for  ROBERTSON.  Asked  th 
appalled  Civil  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  what  he  supposed  his  consti- 
tuents in  Dundee  would  say  when  they  read  his  speech,  in  whicl 
bang  went  millions  as  if  they  were  saxpences?  "What  will  the 
worthy  citizens  say,  Mr.  MELLOE?"  he  repeated.  "Why  they  wil 
sav.  '  Ma  conscience ! ' 

Never  since  Dominie  Sampson  made  this  remark  has  so  mucl 
fervour  and  gotd  Scotch  accent  been  thrown  in.  "Where's  th 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER?"  MACGREGOR  presently  asked 
evidently  eager  for  fresh  blood. 

"  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question,"  said  the  Chairman 
severely. 

"Oh,  hasn't  it?"  jeered  the  MACGREGOR.    "I  want  to  ask  him 
what  he  has  done  with  our  money  9  " 

Vision  instantly  conjured  up  before  eyea  of  Committee  of  SQUIR 
OF  MALWOOD  prowling  about  town  with  his  pockets  loadec 
with  £4,132,500,  voted  to  defray  the  charge  for  wages  in  th 
Navy,  flinging  the  cash  about  like  JACK  ashore,  making  the  most  o 
his  time  before  Local  Veto  became  the  law  of  the  land. 

It  was  later  that  the  MACGREGOR  came  in  unconscious  competitio 
with  Alderman  COTTON.  Leaving  the  Navy  for  a  moment  he  surveye 
the  Continent  of  Europe  peopled  with  armed  men.  "Why!"  h 
cried  with  comprehensive  sweep  of  his  arm,  "these  great  armie 
are  like  fighting  cocks.  The  least  spark  blows  them  up  like  maga 
zines  of  powder." 

Not  quite  so  good  it  will  be  seen  as  the  Alderman,  but  good  enoug 
for  these  degenerate  days.  Effect  on  Admiral  FIELD  so  excitin 
that  he  was  presently  discovered  chasing  the  SAGE  OF 


JUacGreyor  (as  "  The  Dougal  Creature").  "  I  '11 
pass  from  that  point." 


NXE'S  GATE  all  over  House,  desiring,  as  he  said,  to  "pin  him  to 
'i  words."    Business  done.— Supplementary  Estimates  voted. 


Admiral  Field  pinning  the  Hon.  Member  to  his  words. 

Thursday.— Curious  to  note  the  covness  with  whicW£House 
pproaches  real  business.  J'To-day  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill  comes 
n  for  Second  Reading.  Its  passing  this  stage  a  foregone  conclusion, 
'he  work  of  criticism,  correction,  possible  re-moulding,  will  be  done 
n  Committee.  Committee  is  the  Providence  that  shapes  the  ends  of 
Jills,  rough  hew  them  how  we  may  in  the  draughtsman's  hands  or 
n  the  second  reading.  For  all  practical  purposes  second-reading 
.abate  might  be  concluded  at  to-night's  sitting.  It  extended  over 
even  clear  hours.  Given  twenty  minutes  per  speech,  the  maximum 
ength  for  useful  purposes,  twenty-one  members,  more  than  the 
louse  cares  to  hear,  might  have  spoken.  The  time  saved,  if  neces- 
sary, added  on  to  opportunity  in  Committee. 

That,  however,  not  the  way  we  do  business  here.  Disestablish- 
ment Bill  a  measure  of  first  importance ;  must  be  treated  accordingly. 
So  after  ASQUITH  talks  for  an  hour  and  a  quarter,  HICKS-BEACH 
caps  him  by  speech  hour  and  half  long,  which  nearly  empties  House. 
Afterwards  a  dreary  night.  Papers  on  subject  read  by  Members, 
who  rise  alternately  from  either  side.  Few  listen;  newspaper 
reports  cruelly  curt ;  nevertheless,  it 's  the  thing  to  do,  and  will  go 
on  through  at  least  four  sittings.  On  last  night  men  whom 
House  want  to  hear  will  speak,  as  they  might  have  spoken  on  first 
night.  Then  the  division,  and  minor  Members  who  have  missed 
their  chance  will  endeavour  to  work  off  their  paper  in  Committee. 

Business  done.— Second  reading  Welsh  Church  Disestablishment 
Bill  moved. 

Friday.— Shall  M.P.'s  be  paid  put  of  public  purse  ?  Dividing  to- 
night 176  say  Yes,  158  stern  patriots  say  No.  GEORGE  CURZON,  fresh 
from  the  Pamirs  and  still  later  from  a  sick  bed,  leads  opposition 
SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  is  in  favour  of  payment ;  darkly  hints  tha 
when  the  time  comes  he  will  find  the  cash.  This,  though  a  little 
obscure,  looks  like  business. 

"I  expect,"  said  the  Member  for  SARK,  "  we  shall  live  to  see  the 
day  when,  on  Friday  afternoons,  Palace  Yard  will  be  crowded  with 
Members  waiting  to  take  their  weekly  money.  Suppose  they  '11  go 
the  whole  hog,  give  us  what  the  navvies  call  a  '  sub,'  that  is,  let  us 
draw  in  middle  of  the  week  something  on  account.  Of  course  we 
shall  have  the  full  privilege  of  strikes.  We  '11  '  go  out '  if  we  thinl 
our  wages  should  be  raised.  Sure  to  be  some  blacklegs  who  wil 
skulk  in  by  central  lobby  and  offer  to  do  a  day's  talking  on  the  olc 
terms.  But  we '11  have  pickets  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Some 
times  we'll  march  in  a  body  to  Hyde  Park,  and  Baron  FERDY  wil 
address  us  from  a  waggon  on  the  rights  of  man  and  the  iniquity  o 
underpaying  M.P.'s.  I  see  a  high  old  time  coming.  Shall  put  in 
early  claim  for  a  secretaryship.  Always  a  good  billet." 

Business  done. — Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill  threw  a  gloom  ove 
morning  sitting.  GEORGE  OSBORNE  MORGAN,  supporting  Bill,  men 
tioned  that  in  episcopal  circles  he  is  regarded  as  "a  profligate" 
There  is,  sometimes,  a  naughty  look  about  him.  But  this  is  real! 
guing  too  far,  even  for  a  bishop. 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  X.— "EAST  ALL!"    PUMMD  our  I 


THE  STUDIO  SEEKER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

Question.  On  what  occasions  do  you  particularly  seek  the  studios  * 

Answer.  On  two  Sundays  in  the  year — the  consecutive  sabbaths 
devoted  to  the  exhibition  of  proposed  academy  pictures  by  "Out- 
siders." and  "  A.'s,"  and  "R.A.'s." 

Q,  Do  you  haunt  the  abodes  of  artists  at  other  times  ? 

A.  Never ;  or,  to  cover  all  possibilities,  hardly  ever. 

Q.  Then  you  are  not  a  lover  of  paintings  for  their  own  sake  ? 

A.  Certainly  not ;  on  the  contrary,  I  am,  as  a  rule,  a  better  ;udge 
of  frames  than  canvases. 

Q.  Then  why  do  you  go  to  St.  John's  Wood,  Chelsea  and  West 
Kensington  ? 

A.  To  see  and  be  seen. 

Q.  Is  it  necessary  to  know  the  artist  whose  pictures  are  "on 
vitw"? 

A.  Certainly  not.  You  can  usually  single  him  out  by  the  absence 
of  an  overcoat,  and  can  generally  spot  his  wife  and  daughter  by  the 
non-appearance  of  promenading  head-gear. 

Q  What  have  you  to  do  when  you  have  discovered  your  involun- 
tary host  and  hostess  P 

A.  To  shake  hands  with  them  with  condescension,  and  partake  of 
their  refreshments  with  gusto. 

Q.  Will  this  invasion  of  the  domestic  circle  be  resented  ? 

A.  No ;  because  it  is  highly  probable  that  you  will  be  mistaken 
for  a  newspaper  Art  critic,  and  respect  for  the  Press  in  Art  circles  is 
universal. 

Q.  Are  not  artists,  as  a  body,  a  community  of  highly  accomplished 
gentlemen  P 

A.  Certainly ;  and,  consequently,  on  ordinary  occasions  entitled  to 
well- merited  respect. 

Q.  Then  why  should  that  "  well-merited  respect "  be  refused  to 
them  a  month  before  the  May  opening  of  Burlington  House  ? 

A.  Because  it  is  the  fashion. 

Q.  Surely  this  fashion  does  not  exist  amongst  the  better  classes  of 
the  community  P 

A.  To  some  extent;  although  it  certainly  is  in  greatest  favour 
with  cads  and  snobs,  to  say  nothing  of  their  female  relations. 

Q.  Has  any  effort  been  made  to  stem  this  tide  of  uaauthorised 
and  unwelcome  invasion  ? 

A.  In  isolated  cases  the  master  of  the  studio  has  sought  the 
protection  of  the  police  to  keep  his  studio  free  of  the  unknown  and 
the  unknowable. 

Q.  But  oould  not  the  scandal  be  removed  with  the  assistance  of 
the  leaders  of  Society  ? 

A.  Assuredly.  It  would  only  have  to  become  unfashionable  to 
visit  studios  on  the  Show  Sundays  for  the  painter  to  be  left  at  peace, 

Q.  Would  that  be  pleasing  to  the  artists  '( 

A.  That  is  the  published  opinion,  but  the  matter  has  not  been  put 
absolutely  to  the  test.  However,  the  pleasure  of  the  artists  is  not  to  be 
considered  when  the  recreations  of  Brixton  and  Tooting  are  at  stake. 


APRIL    FOOLOSOPHY. 

(By  One  of  Them.) 

Fools  ruth  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.  Well,  this  only  shows 
our  valiant  disregard  of  danger,  our  readiness  of  initiative,  our  chair  - 
pinnship  of  forlorn  hopes.  We  are  the  heaven-sent  leaders  of  nil 
New  "  enterprises,  whether  literary,  theatrical,  or  artistic.  It  U 
we  who  penetrate  the  mysteries  of  Bodleyosophy,  Beardsleyotechny, 
and  Yellow  Astrology.  We  are  the  real  and  only  Mahatmaniacs, 
Sexomaniacs,  Miasmaniacs.  Among  our  ranks  you  will  find  the 
Women  who  Did,  the  antioonjuOallias,  the  shedonKeynotes,  and  all 
their  attendant  and  Discordant  tribe  of  Jack-asses.  We  are  the 
elect  and  proper  bell-wethers  of  mankind.  Come  to  n«,  then,  for 
guidance. 

Where  ignorance  it  bliss,  'tis  folly  to  be  tnte.  Folly  is  there- 
fore the  true  wisdom.  However,  this  is  an  Qscarian  paradox,  which 
the  Divine  WILLIAMS  has  previously  plagiarised,  and  enlarged  on  at 
some  length,  so  we  will  pass  on. 

Fools  build  houses,  but  wise  men  live  in  them.  Exaotlv  so  ;  we  are 
the  architects  of  this  generation.  TheTwise  man  depends  on  us  for 
his  roof  and  lodging ;  and  without  usl  he  would  be  homeless.  We 
have  built  "  Snook  son's  Folly"  and  "Babel  Mansion*"— half  of 
London,  in  fact.  The  jerry-builders  have  done  the  rest 

A  fool  and  his  money  are  toon  parted.  A  compliment  to  our  open- 
handed  and  indiscriminate  generosity.  It  is  we  who  swell  the  sub- 
scription list  for  the  last  new  gold  mine  or  building  society ;  who 
subsidise  insolvent  South  American  Republics ;  who  support  the 
mendicant  tramp  and  the  deserving  blackmailer. 

There  is  no  fool  like  an  old  fool.  That  is,  the  quality  of  folly  im- 
proves with  keeping,  like  that  of  wine.  The  seniors  of  our  class  are 
thoroughly  reliable  old  fools,  and  Past  Grand  Masters  in  the  art  of 
ineptitude.  We,  fools  as  we  are,  know  how  to  pay  the  proper 
respect  that  is  due  to  senility  and  second-childishness. 

A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed.  This  is  a  corollary  of  the  preceding 
aphorism,  for  it  is  only  at  the  age  of  two-score  that  we  attain  to 
years  of  full  indiscretion.  We  develop  later  than  the  rest  of 
humanity ;  we  undergo  a  severe  probation  before  our  olmim  to  the 
title  of  complete  nincompoop  is  recognised.  Before  forty  tl 
a  chance  that  the  budding  ninny  mav  desert,  and  degenerate  into  a 
prig,  a  Philistine,  or  a  physician.  After  that  age  he  u  safe,  and  can 
be  depended  on  for  unwisdom,  whereas  your  ordinary  wiseacre  cuts 
his  back  teeth  and  graduates  in  common-sense  at  twenty-one. 

Lastly,  Fools  stand  in  slippery  places—  where  wise  men  tumble 
down ;  but  this  needs  no  further  illustration  Ulan  that  provided  years 
ago  by  C.  K.,  in  Mr.  Punch's  pages. 

NOT  FOB  THKTR  "  BEN."-  Judging  from  some i  of  the  evidence  at 
the  recent  trial  of  Tillett  v.  "  The  Morning"  (Limited),  it  probably 
occurred  to  the  unemployed  dockers  that  they  might  have  been  well 
employed  in  "  docking  "  B.  T.  's  salary. 
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BISMARCK'S  EIGHTIETH  ^BIRTHDAY::  A  TARDY  TRIBUTE. 

[Last  we«k  the  Emperor  of  GERMANY  presented  Prince  BISMARCK  with  a  sword  sheathed  in  gold  as  a  birthday  present. — Vide  Daily  Papers.] 

HISTORICAL  PARALLEL. — "The  notice  you  have  been  pleased  to  take  of  my  labours,  had  it  been  early,  had  been  kind;  but  it  has  been  delayed  till 
I  am  indifferent,  aad  cannot  enjoy  it." — Retract  from  Dr.  Johtuon'i  Letter  to  Lord  Chesterfield,  February  1755. 
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INNOCENT. 


Sporttman  (who  has  been  training  a  "  Dark  'Un  "  of  hit  own  fortht"  Grand  National"). 

CHANCE  FOR  YOU  I   NOW,  JUST  YOU  TAKK  MY  ADVICE,  AND  GET  OH  AT  ONOB  I " 

Little  Greensmith.  "  GET  ON,  EH  t    THANKY  I    PREFER  TO  sn  THE  LAD  ON  HIM,  THANKY  I " 


THERE,  MY  BOY,  THERE  's  A  Firrr  TO  ONE 


BISMARCK'S  BIRTHDAY; 

Or,  a  Tardy  Tribute. 

["  In  the  presence  of  this  bund  I  now  come  to 
hand  my  gift  to  your  Serene  Highness.  I  could 
find  no  bttter  present  than  a  sword,  the  noblest 
weapon  of  the  Qermans,  a  symbol  ol  that  weapon 
which  your  Highness,  with  my  blessed  grand- 
father, nelped  to  forge,  to  sharpen,  and  also  to 
wield— a  symbol  of  that  great  building-time 
during  which  the  mortar  was  blood  and  iron,  n 
remedy  which  never  fails."—  The  German  Em- 
peror, \npretenting  a  Sword  of  Honour  to  Prince 
Bismarck,  in  celebration  of  hit  eightieth  birthday.} 

["  The  notice  which  you  have  been  pleased  to 
take  of  my  labours,  had  it  been  early,  had  been 
kind ;  but  it  has  been  delayed  till  I  am  indifferent, 
and  cannot  enjoy  it ;  till  I  am  solitary,  and  cannot 
impart  it ;  till  I  am  known,  and  do  not  want  it." 
— Doctor  Johnson  to  the  Earl  of  Chetterfield.] 

NOT  the  Dropped  Pilot  now !  *    The  circling 

years 

Bring  their  revenges,  and  to-day  he  stands, 
Age-bowed  but  firm,  amidst  the  ringing 

cheers 
Of  the  young  Monarch's  mailed  Germanic 

bands ; 
And  with  proud  patience  takes,  from  lesser 

hands, 

The  proffered  Symbol-sword ! 
Grim  face,  with  years  and  labours  scarred 

and  scored, 

What  marvel  should  those  lines  relax  awhile 
To  a  Saturnian  smile  ? 

Splendid  old  Sword-smith,  WIELANB  of  our 

day, 
Best  wielder  of  the  matchless  steel  you  made, 

•  See  Cartoon,  "  Dropping  the  Pilot,"  pp.  50 — 
51,  Vol.  98,  March  29,  18§0. 


This  "  Sword  of  Honour  "  is  but  baby  play 
Compared  with  that  tremendous  BaUung- 

blade 
Forged  by  the  mightiest  master  of  his  trade 

Since  the  great  Norseman  wrought, 
For  the  fierce  battle-field  where  Titans  fought. 
What  may  the  shouting  young  AMILI AS  know 
Of  its  great  swashing  blow? 

He  prates  of  Brandenburg,  Iron  and  Blood, 

In  swelling  royal  rhetoric,  but  you  hear 
The  clash  of  squadrons  in  war's  sternest  mood 
In  that  "  great  building-time  "  ;  and  the 

boy-cheer 
Of  him  who,  eager  the  State-bark  to  steer, 

Snatched  from  your  hands  the  helm, 
Impetuous  Palinurus  of  the  realm, — 
That  cheer  seems  bitter  and  belated  now, 
Hollow,  all  sound  and  show ! 

You  forged  the  blade  he  flourishes  with  pride, 
That  new  Excalibur,  "  Unity  "  ;  you  gave 
That  mighty  weapon  to  Gennania's  side, 
You  and  the  iron  comrades,  silent,  brave, 
Who  fought  beneath  the  flag  he  loves  to  wave. 

The  man  of  scanty  speech, 
Who  smote  and  shouted  not,  in  war's  dread 

breach, 

The  valiant  Emperor,  and  his  noble  son,— 
By  these  the  work  was  done. 

And  he,  the  inheritor  of  fulfilled  renown, 
Set  the  survivor  of  the  Splendid  Four 

Coldly  aside ;  wearing  the  iron  crown. 
Won  for  his  wearing  "midst  red  battle's  roar, 
Jauntily,  and  the  blade  you  sharpened  bore 
With  cool  complacent  pride 

As  though  his  own  hands  bound  it  to  his  side. 

Andvnow  he  comes  like   Mars  amidst  his 
^.^.u       ranks, 

And  brings — belated  thanks  I 


What  thinks  the  ancient  Sword-smith  in  his 

soul? 

Like  the  old  scholar,  sick  with  long  neglect, 
And  help  delayed  till  he  had  reached  the  goal, 
Fame-crewned  but  solitary,  self-respect 
Might  tempt  him,  old  and  weary,*  to  reject, 

The  tardy  tribute.    Raise 
"  Hocus,"  Emperor-fugled  1    Shout  hurrahs 

of  praise  I 

Render  such  honour  as  it  may  afford  • 
That  glittering  Symbol-sword  I 

All  well-deserved,  all  worthily  received ! 
But  think   they  cold  ingratitude's  slug- 
trail 
Dims  not  that  blade  P    All  generous  spirits 

grieved 

That  grudging  party  malice  so  should  fail 
Of  patriot  magnanimity,  and  rail 
At  the  great  chief  who  gave 
The  sword  they  turned  against  him.    Let  the 

Join  in  one  voice  in  shouting  loud,  "Well 

done  I " 
To  one  who  made  them  One  I 

•  "  I  am  a  weary  old  man."— Prince  Bumfrck'i 
tpetch  in  reply  to  kit  birthday  congratulation!. 

Mas.  R,'s  ABSTIKKNCE.— The  good  lady 
says,  "My  dear,  I  always  like  to  strictly 
observe  our  Church's  audiences,  and  so  every 
Friday  morning  during  Lent  I  invariably 
have  a  broiled  skipper  for  breakfast" 

CoifCEHTRATloir.— Mightn't  the  verdicts  of 
separation  or  divorce  be  reported  in  the 
papers  under  the  ordinary  business  heading 
ef  *  Partnerships  Dissolved  "  P 
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DOING    A    CATHEDRAL. 

(A  Sketch,  from  the  Provinces.) 

SCENE  -The  interior  of  Dulchester  Cathedral.    TIME— About  12.30. 
The  March  tunshine  slants  in  pale  shafts  through  the  clerestory 

•      i  t • i  T "_ 7_»  „  J,   ..!..,,.  f.' .-,..,,       t/vtthnti'f         fnt> 


windows,   leaving  the  aisles  in  shadow.     From 


• 
<*« 


The  spaces  between  the  harohes  of  the  shrine  were  originally  en  - 
riched  by  valuable  gems  and  mosaics,  all  of  which  'ave  now  long 
since  disappeared,  'aving  been  removed  by  the  more  devout  parties 
who  came  ere  on  pilgrimages.  In  the  chapel  to  your  left  a  monu- 
ment with  recumbent  heffigies  of  Bishop  BUTTRESS  and  Dean 
GtTRGOYLE,  represented  laying  side  by  side  with  clasped  'ands,  in 


,..„,.,.„..,   .,.,.,.,.,,   ,.~  — - —  ...  -  f'-u\  token  of  the  lifelong  affection  between  them.    The  late  Bishop  used 

cawing  of  rooks  and  shouts  of  children   at  play  are  Jointly  ,  to  make  a  rather  facetiOU8  remark  about  this  tomb.     He  was  in  the 
audible.    By  the  West  Door,  a  party^of  Intending  Sightseers   >abit  of  observing  that  it  was  the  honly  instance  in  his  experience  of 

"ances  round 
\s  pained 
•not,/ i«it(  i*  (.<*  i*y  o./,  i*/ c.  c-^ywy,,^  ..-  ,,,....,,  -.-_  -•------•  jo  jinu  mat  it  has  produced  a  general  gloom  ;  the  Evangelical  Sight- 

the  genial  antipathy  and  suspicion  of  true-born  Xntont.  geCTi  in^ee^  conveys  by  another,  and  a  louder  snort,  his  sense  that 

A  Stodgy  Sightseer  (to  his  friend).  Disgraceful,  keeping  us  stand-    a  Bishop  ought  to  set  a  better  example.)    In  the  harched  recess  to 
ing  about  like  this !     If  I  'd  only  known,  I  'd  have  told  the  head     vour  rignt,  a  monument  in  painted  halibarster  to  Sir  RALPH  RING- 


waiter  at  the  "Mitre  "  to  keep 

back  those  chops  till 

[He  breaks  off  abruptly, 
finding  that  the  chops  are 
reverberating  from  column 
to  column  with  dispropor- 
tionate solemnity;  a  white- 
haired  and  apple -faced 
verger  rustles  down  from 
the  choir  and  beckons  the 
party  forward  benignant- 
ly,  whereupon  they  ad- 
vance with  a  secret  satis- 
faction at  the  prospect  of 
"  getting  the  cathedral 
'done'  and  hatting  the  rest 
of  the  day  to  themselves ;" 
they  are  conducted  to  a 
desk  and  requested,  as  a 
preliminary,  to  put  six- 
pence apiece  in  the  Resto- 
ration Fund  box  and  in- 
scribe their  name*  in  a 
book. 

Confused  Murmurs.  Would 
you  put "  Portico  Lodge,  Cam- 
den  Road,  or  only  London  ? ' 
.  .  .  Here,  I  'd  better  sign  for 
the  lot  of  yon,  eh  ?  ...  They 
might  provide  a  better  pen — in 
a  cathedral,  I  do  think  I  ... 
He  might  have  given  all  our 
names  in  full  instead  of  Just 
"And  party"  !...  Oh,  I've 
been  and  made  a  blot — will  it 
matter,  should  you  think  ?  .  .  . 
I  never  can  write  my  name 
with  people  looking  on,  can 
you  f  .  .  .  I  'm  sure  you  've 
done  it  beautifully,  dear !  .  .  . 
Just  hold  my  umbrella  while  I 
take  off  my  glove,  MARIA.  .  . . 
Oh,  why  don't  they  make 
haste?  &c.,  &c. 
[Tht  Stodgy  Sightseer 
fumes,  feeling  that,  while 
they  are  fiddling,  his 
chops  are  burning. 
The  Verger.  Now,  ladies 


and  gentlemen,  if  you  will  please  to  follow  me,  the  portion  of  the 
building  where  we  now  are  is  part  of  the  original  heditice  founded 
by  EALFBYTHA,  wife  of  Earl  BALDRIC,  in  the  year  height  'undred 


What  did  'e  want  to  go  and  git  the  fair  'ump  about  ? "' 


glass,  yes  ;  that 's  hideous,  certainly. 
The  Verger.  The  tracery,  ma'am  ? 


DOVE   and   his    lady,   erected 
immediately  after  her  decease 
by  the  disconsolate  widower, 
with  a  touching  inscription  in 
Latin,  stating  that  their  ashes 
would  shortly  be  commingled 
in  the  tomb.     (He  pauses,  to 
allow  the  ladies  of  the  party 
to  express   a   becoming  sym- 
pathy —  which    they    do,    by 
clicks.)    Sir   RALPH    himself, 
however,  is  interred  in  Fickle- 
bury  Parish  Church,  forty  mile 
from  this  spot,  along  with  his 
third  wife,  who  survived  him. 
[  The  ladie*  regard  the  image 
of  Sir  RALPH  with  indig- 
nation, and  pass  on  ;  the 
Verger  chuckles  faintly  at 
having  produced  his  effect. 
The  Evangelical  S.  (snuffing 
the  air  suspiciously).  I  'm  sorry 
to  perceive  that   you  are  in 
the  habit  of  burning  incense 
here! 

[He  looks  sternly  at  the 
Verger,  as  though  to  imply 
that  it  is  useless  to  impose 
upon  him. 

The  Verger.  No,  Sir,  what 
you  smell  ain't  incense — on'y 
the    vaults   after   the   damp 
weather  we  've  bin  'aving. 
[The  Evangelical  Sightseer 
drops  behind,  divided  be- 
tween relief  and   disap- 
pointment. 

A  Plastic  S.  (to  the  Verger). 
What  a  perfectly  exmtisite 
rose- window  that  is  I  For  all 
the  world  like  a  kaleidoscope. 
I  suppose  it  dates  from  the 
Norman  period,  at  least  f 

The  Verger  (coldly).  No, 
ma'am,  it  was  on'y  put  up 
about  thirty  year  ago.  We 
consider  it  the  poorest  glass 
we  'ave. 

The    Plast.     S.     Oh,    the 
I  meant  the — the  other  part. 
That  was  restored  at  the  same 


heighty-height,  though  we 'ave  reason  to  believe  that  an  even  hearlier       ^ _.    ,  .. 

church  was  in  existence  'ere  so  far  back  as  the  Roman  occupation,  as  '  Couldn't  it  be  taken  down  'f 
is  proved  by  a  hancient  stone  receptacle  recently  discovered  under       The     Verger    (in    answer 
the  crypt  and  hevidently  used  for  baptismal  purposes, 
A  Spectacled  S.  (who  feels  it  due  to  herself  to  pu 


time  by  a  local  man— and  a  shocking  job  he  made  of  it,  too ! 

The  Plast.    S.   Yes,  it   quite  spoils  the  cathedral,   doesn't  it? 


to    another    Inquirer).   Crowborough 

Cathedral  finer  than  this,  Sir  F    Oh,  de.ar  me,  no.    I  went  over  a- 

,  .  -  -  „   — --f  to  put  unintelligent   purpose  to  'ave  a  look  at  it  the  last  'oliday  I  took,  and  I  waa  quite 

question  at  intervals).  What  was  the  method  of  baptism  among  the   surprised  to  find  'ow  very  inferior  it  was.    The  spire  ?    I  don't  say 
Early  Christians  ?  that  mayn't  be  'igher  as  a  mere  matter  of  feet,  but  our  lantern-tower 

The   Verger.  We  believe  it  to   'ave  been  by  total  immersion,   is  so  'appily  proportioned  as  to  give  the  eifect  of  being  by  far  the 
%Sm'«  'ighest  in  existence. 

Jne  opect.  A.  Ohi1    Baptists  !  A   Travelled  S.  Ah,  you  should  see  the  continental  cathedrals. 

[She  sets  down  the  Early  Christians  as  Dtssinters,  and  takes   Why,  our  towers  would  hardly  come  up  to  the  top  of  the  naves  of 

no  further  interest  in  them.  some  of  them ! 

The  Verger.  At  the  back  of  the  choir,  and  immediately  in  front  The  Verger  (hftily).  I  don't  take  no  notice  of  foreign  cathedrals, 
of  you,  is  the  shrine,  formerly  containing  the  bones  of  St.  Chasuble,  Ma'am.  If  foreigners  like  to  build  so  ostentatious,  all  1  can  say  is, 
with  relics  of  St.  Alb.  (An  Evangelical  Sightseer  snorts  in  disap-  I'm  sorry  for  them. 

•™ral.)    Ihe  ollqw  depressions  in  the  steps  leading  up  to  the  shrine,  !      A  Lady  (who  has  provided  herself  with  a  "  Manual  of  Architec- 
wnich  are  still  vis' Me.lwere  worn  away,  as  you  see,  by  the  pilgrims    ture"  and  an  unsympathetic  Companion).  Do  notice  the  excessive 
ascending  on  thf     Knees.     (The  party  verify  the  depressions  con-    use  of  the  hall-flower  as  a  decoration,  dear.     PAHKEK  says  it  is 
usly,  ana  Mek  then   tongues  to  express  indulgent  contempt.)    especially  characteristic  of  this  cathedral. 
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Unsympathetic'  Companion.  I  don't  see 
any  ttowers  myself.  And  if  they  like  to 
decorate  for  festivals  and  that,  where 's  the 
harm!' 

[The   Lady  with  the  Manual  perceives 
that  it  is  hopeless  to  explain. 

The  Verger.  The  dog-tooth  mouldings 
round  the  triforium  harches'is  considered  to 
belong  to.the  best  period  of  Norman  work 

The  Lady  with  the  Manual.  Surely  not 
Norman  f  Dog-tooth  l;  is  Saxon,  /  always 
understood. 

The  Verger  (indulgently).  Yon '11  excuse 
me.  Ma'am,  but  I  fancy  it's  'erringbone  as  is 
running  in  t/our  'ed. 

The  Lady  with  the  M.  (after  consulting 
"  Parker  "  for  corroboration,  in  vain).  Well, 
I'm  sure  dog-tooth  is  quite  .Early  English, 
anyway.  (To  her  companion.)  Did  you 
know  it  was  the  interlacing  of  the  .round 
arches  that  gave  the  first  idea  of  the  pointed 
arch,  dear  ? 

Her  Comp.  No.  But  I  shouldn't  have 
thought  there  was  so  very  much  in  the  idnn. 

The  Lady  with  the  M.  I  do  wish  you  took 
more  interest,  dear.  Look  at  those  two  young 
men  who  have  just  come  in.  They  don  t  took 
as  if  they'd  care  for  carvimg;  but  they've 
been  studying  every  one  of  the  Miserere  seats 
in  the  choir-  stalls.  That 's  what  /  like  to  see ! 

The  Verger.  That  concludes  my  dooties, 
ladies  and  gentlemen.  You  can  go  out  by  the 
South  Transep  door,  and  that1!!  take  you 
through  the  Cloisters.  (The  Party  go  out, 
with  the  exception  of  the  two  'Arries,  who 
linger,  expectantly,  and  cough  in  embarrass- 
ment.) Was  there  anything  you  wished  to 
know  ? 

First  'Arry.  Well,  Mister,  it 's  on'y — er— 
'aven't  you  got  some  old  carving  or  other  'ere 
of  a  rather — well,  funny  kind — sorter  thing 
yoti  on'y  show  to  gentlemen,  if  you  know 
what  I  mean  ? 

The  Verger  (austerely).  There's  nothing 
in  this  Cathedral  for  gentlemen  o'  your  sort, 
and  I  'm  surprised  at  your  expecting  of  it. 

[He  turns  on  his  heel. 

First  'Arry  (to  Second).  I  spoke  civil 
enough  to  'im,  didn't  I  ?  What  did  'e  want 
to  go  and  git  the  fair  'ump  about  P 

Second  'Arry.  Oh,  /  dunno.  But  you 
don't  ketch  me  comin'  over  to  no  more  eatne- 
diils,  and  wastin'  time  and  money  all  for 
nuthink— that 's  all ! 

[They  tramp  out,  feeling  that  their  confi- 
dence has  been  imposed  upon. 


TO  A  GREEK  AT  "THE  ORIENT." 

AT  your  dress  I  marvel  mutely — 

Green  and  white,  with  gold  about ; 
Grandly  gay,  you  absolutely, 
Cut  me  out. 

Like  a  lamp-shade  is  that  nether 
Garment,  yet,  without  a  doubt, 
You  look  fine,  and  altogether 
Cut  me  out. 

I,  dull  Englishman,  am  neatly 

Clothed  in  black  and  grey,  without 
Any  colours.     You  completely 
Cut  me  out. 

She,  whose  smile  is  sweetly  dimply, 

Pretty,  even  though  she  pout, 
Seems  entranced.    With  her  you  simply 
Cut  me  out. 

She  admires  you,  and  she  barely 

Looks  at  me,  a  sombre  lout. 
Hang  you,  in  that  dress  yeu  fairly 
Cut  me  out. 


GKNTLE  AND  SOOTHING   OCCUPATION  FOB 
AN  OA.KSMAN.— "  Stroking:  an  eight." 


BOTANY ; 


A  DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 


"SAT,    BlLLEE,    SHALL  WE  OATKB  MuSHUOOMsf  ' 

"Yes.     I  'M  A  BIOOAE  TO  CLIMB  I" 


MEETING  A  VERY  OLD  FRIEND. 
(A  Postscript  to  a  Well-known  Work.) 

ALICE  was  delighted  with  all  the  saw. 
Statesmen,  generals,  celebrities  of  every  kind. 
Then  there  were  marvellous  animals — some 
ferocious,  others  satirical,  every  one  of  them 
as  true  to  nature  as  could  be. 

"  Where  am  I P  "  asked  ALICE. 

"In  the  gallery  of  the  Fine  Arts  Society, 
148,  New  Bond  Street." 

"  And,  please,  who  has  done  all  these  won- 
derful things  ?" 

"  The  gr«at  J.  T."  was  the  reply. 

Ard  then  she  fell  to  admiring  them.  She 
had  some  difficulty  in  getting  to  the  draw- 
ings, for  every  picture  was  surrounded  by  a 
little  crowd  of  worshippers.  And  she  was  not 
in  the  least  surprised,  because  the  devotion 
had  been  justly  earned.  Before  her  she  found 
a  specimen  of  the  labours  of  nearly  half  a 
century.  Everything  good  and  beautiful. 

"Dear  me  I      she  murmured,  as  she  ap- 


proached No.  160  in  the  Catalogue.  "  Why 
here  I  am  myself !  I  am  BO  glad  I  am  like 
that.  What  should  I  have  been  bad  I  not 
had  so  kind  an  artist  to  sketch  me  P  " 

And  the  possibility  opened  out  such  a  vista 
of  disasters  that  ALICE  was  almost  moved  to 
tears.  Bat  she  soon  regained  her  gaiety  when 
she  had  glanced  at  "Winding  'em  up" 
(No.  161),  "A  Bicycle  built  for  Two  "(No.  148), 
and  "  The  Mask  of  Momus"  (No.  99). 

"But  shall  I  meet  the  Knights  P"  she 
asked,  after  a  while.  "  I  should,  because  I 
certainly  am  living  in  Wonderland." 

Then  there  was  a  chorus  crying.  "  This  is 
the  work  of  the  Black  and  White  Knifrht,  the 
greatest  of  all  the  Knighto— (food  Sir  JOHN." 

And  ALICE  agreed  in  an  opinion  held  by  all 
the  world. 

ANOTHER  TESTIMONIAL  TO  THE  G.  0.  M.— 
In  recognition  of  his  most  recent  contribution 
to  sacred  literature.  Mr.  G.  is  to  be  presented 
withthefrecdomof  the  Dry-Psalter's  company. 
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THINGS    ONE.WOULD    RATHER    HAVE    EXPRESSED    DIFFERENTLY. 


She.  "  I  "M  SURPRISED  TO  SEE  TOUR  WIFE  IN  SUCH  A  VXRT  Low  GOWN  THIS  COLD  EVENING,  BARON  I 
He.  "Aon,  NO  I    SHE  vos.     BUT  NOW,  SANK  HEAJEN,  SHE  is  KVITE  /SDBLICATE  AGAIN  !" 


I   HEARD  SHE  WAS   DELICATE.1 


"auousauE  TANDEM?"  OB,  ONE  AT  A  TIME. 

Duologue  in  a  Dog-court. 

Driver.  Tc-c-c-h-k !    Tc-c-c-h-k  1 1 
Officious  Friend.  Steady  there!    Wo-o-o-a!' 
Driver   (aside).    Confound    the   fellow  I     I    wish   he   wouldn't 
fidget  so. 

Officious  Friend  (aside).  He  drive  tandem  ?  Wish  he  'd  hand  the 
ribbons  to  me  ! 

Driver  (aloud).  Leader  steps  along,  doesn't  he  P 
r  Officious  Friend  (aloud).  Ya-a-s.    Bit  too  fast,  I  fancy.    Forgets 
that  the  wheeler  has  to  do  the  work. 

Driver.  Humph  I  Not  so  sure  of  that,  in  this  case.  Rather 
weedy,  you  know,  and  just  a  bit  of  a  slug,  if  you  ask  me.  /think 
they  'd  do  better  reversed — this  journey,  anyhow. 

Officious  Friend  (testily).  Nonsense !  You  never  have  done  that 
wheeler  ustice.  Fact  is  you  don't  understand  the  horse's  character, 

or  how  to  get  the  best  out  of  him.    Now  I 

Driver  (adapting  old  Trm.  Coll.,  Cam.,  Recitation). 
"  Fact  is,  he  understood  computing 

The  odds  at  any  bye-election  ; 
Was  a  dead  hand  at  elocuting, 

Satire,  and  candidate-selection ; 
But,  like  his  parallel,  Lord  RANDOM, 
He  couldn't,  somehow,  drive  a  tandem." 

Officious  Friend.  What  are  you  muttering  about  ?  You  know 
I  'm  not  up  in  poetry.  As  to  poor  Lord  RANDOM,  he  was  a  smart 
whip,  anyhow,  and  though  I  don't  agree  with  "Z"  in  his  impertinent 

comparisons,  still 

Driver.  Still  ?  Well,  I  wish  you  'd  sit  still,  old  fellow,  and  not 
fidget  with  the  reins.  You  're  fretting  that  leader  awfully. 

Officious  Friend.  Confound  the  leader !  Leaders,  equine  or — other- 
wise— (sottovoce:  I  vs.*  going  to  say  asinine!) — are  so  apt  to  give 
themselves  airs,  and  fancy  they  're  pulling  all  the  weight.  Old  G.,  for 
example  1 

Driver.  Ah  I  and  he 's  not  the  only  instance.  [Sighs. 

Officious  Friend.  If  G.  had  taken  my  tip,  he  'd  never  have  upset 

the  coach  as  he  did.    But  handlers  of  the  ribbons  are  always  so 

obstinate.    Look  out!    Mind  that  finger-post!    Why,  the  leader 

nearly  ran  into  it. 

Driver.  Not  at  all,  dear  boy.  But  we  '11  run  into  something,  and 
be  both  spilt  if  you  don't  leave  oft  twitching  at  the  reins. 


Officious  Friend  (reading  finger-post).  Leamington!  Hythe ! 
Aha !  Now  I  think— as  I  know  these  roads  well— if  you  'd  just  let 

Driver  (decisively).  Look  here,  old  man!  You  remember  our 
Compact  ? 

Officious  Friend  (impatiently).  Oh,  of  course,  of  course.  But— 1 
don't  quite  understand  it  as  you  seem  to  do. 

Driver.  Humph !    (Again  adapting.) 

"  Your. Rule  of  the  Road  seems  a  paradox,  quite  ; 

For,  in  tooling  our  dog-cart  along, 
If  you  're  left  with  the  reins  you  are  sure  to  be  right, 

If  the  reins  are  my  right,  it 's  all  wrong." 

Officious  Friend.  Oh,  more  poetry !  What  a  chap  you  are  for 
Metaphysics  and  the  Muses !  Now  the  foundations  of  my  belief  are 
fads  and  figures. 

Driver  (meditatively).  It's  a  fact  that  the  Tory  total  figures 
oat  much  larger  than  the  Liberal  Unionist. 

Officious  Friend.  Oh,  bother !    What 's  that  got  to  do  with  it  I 

Our  Compact 

Driver.  Is  ours— not^Leamington's  it  eeems.  [Hums. 

"  There  was  a  man  at  Leamington, 

Who  thought  it  would  be  nice 
To  jump  into  a  Tory  seat 

By  help  of  Tory  "  ayes." 
But  if  those  "ayes"  should  be  "put  out," 

It  may  prove  no  great  gain 
Jumping  into  a  Tory  seat 
To  pleaseVT.  CH-MB-BI-N  !  " 

Officious  Friend  (grabbing  reins).  Here,  I  say !  Whilst  droning 
out  your  doggerel  you  're  forgetting  your  driving.  Where  are  you 
going  ?  Look  at  that  dashed  leader ! 

[Leader  faces  sharp  round  and  fidgets. 

Driver  (sharply).  No  wonder  I  Woa.  lad,  woa !  Why  on  earth 
did  you  tug  at  the  reins  like  that.  I  tell  you  that  horse  won't  stand 
much  more  of  it.  Doyou  want  a  spill  as  well  as  a  split  ? 

Officious  Friend.  Why,  no !  But  according  to  our  Compact,  the 
wheeler 

Driver.  According  to  our  Compact  it's  my  turn  at  the  ribbons 
to-day.  One  at  a  time,  if  you  please.  Do  you  call  this  driving 
tandem  ?  We  shall  never  get  on.  like  this !  Are  you  driving  this 
dog-cart,  or  am  I  ?  [Left  settling  it. 
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Mrs.  Smith.  "  I  THINK  IT  DREADFUL  THAT  YOUR  DIVORCE  LAWS  IN  AMERICA  SHOULD  BE 

8O  MUCH  MORE  LENIENT  THAN  THEY  ARE  IN  ENGLAND." 

Mr.  Van Kentselaer.  "WELL,  YOU  SEE,   MY  DEAR  MADAM,  IN  ENGLAND  D'VOBCE  is  A 
LUXURY — WHILE  WITH  us  IT  is — ER — A  If BCBSSITY  I " 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MARCO  POLO  ULYSSES  HENRY  NORMAN, 
haying  returned  from  a  comprehensive  tour 
in  foreign  parts,  has  set  forth  his  experience 
in  a  handsome  volume  published  by  FISHES 
UNWIN.  The  Far  JEast  is  its  alluring  and 
well-sustained  title.  But  why  drag;  in  ULYSSES 
and  MARCO  POLO  P  Their  journeyings  were  on 
the  scale  of  a  jaunt  to  Switzerland  as  compared 
with  Mr.  NORMAN'S.  He  has  travelled  through 
British,  French,  Spanish  and  Portuguese 
Colonies ;  has  visited  Siberia,  China,  Japan, 
Corea,  Siam  and  Malaya.  Whether  in  his 
btudv  of  political  problems,  his  pictures  of 
people,  or  nis  sketches  of  scenery,  he  is  equally 
keen  and  habile.  Anything  that  relates  to 
China  is  peculiarly  interesting  just  now,  and 
Mr.  NORMAN  throws  a  Hood  of  light  on  the 
state  of  the  unwieldly  empire.  The  descrip- 
tion of  the  examination  halls  is  instructive. 
The  Government  of  China,  Mr.  NORMAN  testi- 
fies, is  a  vast  system  of  competitive  examina- 
tion tempered  by  bribery.  Those  who  come 
out  successfully  in  examinations— the  subject- 
matter  of  which  is  knowledge  of  the  works  of 
CONFUCIUS,  the  history  of  China,  and  the  art 
of  writing  as  practised  by  the  old  masters — 
have  berths  found  them  under  the  Government. 
They  are  sent  all  over  the  country  to  be  magis- 
trates, generals,  ship  captains,  engineers, 
without  having  the  slightest  acquaintance 
with  details  or  systems  over  which  they  are 
put  in  a  position  of  command.  This  fully 
accounts  tor  what  has  taken  place  in  recent 
campaigns  by  land  and  sea  in  the  Far  East. 
We  can't  all  undertake  Mr.  NORMAN'S  monu- 


mental journey.  But,  adapting  SHKIUDAN'H 
advice  to  his  son  on  a  certain  occasion,  my 
Baronite  counsels  the  public  to  read  The  far 
East  and  say  they '  ve  been  there. 

The  immortal  FLACCUS  (writes  one  of  the 
Baron's  assistants)  has,  it  appears,  been 
sojourning  in  Cambridge,  having  gone  into 
residence  there  some  time  before  he  stayed  at 
Ha  warden,  either  for  translation  or  perver- 
sion. I  make  this  statement  after  reading  a 
delightful  little  book  of  light  verse  entitled 
Horace  at  Cambridge,  by  OWEN  SEAMAN 
(London,  A.  D.  INNBS  &  Co.).  To  every 
University  man,  and  particularly,  of  course, 
to  Cambridge  men,  this  book  will  be  a  rare 
treat.  But  in  virtue  of  its  humour,  its  ex- 
treme and  felicitous  dexterity  of  workman- 
ship both  in  rhyme  and  metre,  and  the  apt- 
ness of  its  allusions,  it  will  appeal  to  a  far 
wider  public.  I  pledge  Mr.  SEAMAN  in  a 
bumper  of  College  Audit !  and  beg  him  to 
give  us  more  of  h:s  work. 

THE  BARON  D«  BOOK-WORMS. 


THE  OLYMPIANS  THREATEN. — A  real  ice 
rink,  "  said  to  be  the  largest  in  the  world,"  is 
in  course  of  construction  at  Olympia.  Does 
"  Niagara  "  realise,  or,  as  in  this  conjunction 
it  might  be  written,  "  real-ice,"  the  tact  that 
its  own  nice  invention  may,  by  its  rival,  be 
beaten  all  to  shivers  ? 

FROM  "  LOVE'S  LABOCR."  —  What  our 
Sir  FREDERIC,  P.R.A.  (quoting  the  Divine 
WILLIAMS),  will  soon  be  saying  of  the 
accepted  artist,  " Sid  him  go  hang:" 


A  COCK  AND  BULL  STORY. 

AlR—  "  Ccualiianca." 

("Kuropean  narie*  were  like  fighting-cocks, 
armed  to  the  teeth ;  a  single  ipark  might  caiua  an 
explosion." 

Dr.  JfacGregor  on  the  ffavy  Stlimatei.] 

TH K  fighting-cock  stood  on  the  deck. 

His  eye  was  rolling  red, 
His  feathers  whiillea  round  his  neck, 

His  crest  was  on  his  head. 

He  wore  his  spar  above  his  heel, 

His  claws  were  underneath. 
He  also  had  a  mass  of  steel 

Plate-armour  on  his  teeth. 

Meanwhile  the  House  was  haggling  on 

In  one  of  those  debates 
When  Little  England  jumps  upon 

The  Navy  Estimates. 

Thereof  'LKOPH  AS,  of  many  wiles, 

Brought  up  his  little  lot, 
And  Mr.  li VI.KS,  with  wreathed  smiles, 

Wan  deadly  on  the  spot. 

And  LABBY  said  the  bootless  pay 
Of  navies  should  be  stamped  on  ; 

'  There  is  no  boot  I  "  as  sinkers  say 
In  LA HIIY'H  own  Northampton. 

"  Then  came  a  burst  of  thunder-sound  " 

That  shook  the  very  street, 
And  lo !  MACGREUOR  8  form  was  found 

To  be  upon  its  feet. 

He  called  the  rates  a  great  expense, 

He  was  a  peaceful  boot, 
And  said  the  talk  about  "  defense ' 

Was  simply  Tommy-rot. 

Far  better  for  his  country's  good, 

So  long  allowed  to  bleed, 
If  only  half  the  money  could 

Be  spent  across  the  Tweed. 

Then  with  a  petrifying  shout. 

Like  some  clamantit  vox, 
He  fetched  a  trumpet-note  about 

The  teeth  of  lighting-cooks. 

A  simile  of  crew  and  crew 

All  ripe  for  any  ruction  ; 
(Refer  to  verses  one  and  two, 

Or  else  the  introduction). 

A  spark  might  fall  from  out  the  sea. 

Completely  unforeboded, 
And  then  the  birds — where  would  they  be? 

Why,  they  would  be  exploded. 

He  looked  around  for  some  applause 

From  front  or  side  or  rear ; 
They  never  said  a  word,  because 

They  hadn't  strength  to  cheer. 

With  many  an  accidental  jest 

The  hearts  of  men  were  full, 
But  0  !  the  thing  they  liked  the  beat 

Was  bold  MAC&REdos's  boll ! 


"SUIl  LE  TAPIS"  DE  BKUXELLES. 

HOWEVER  clever  as  a  dramatic  author  he, 
M.  M  u- KICK  MAETERLINCK  of  Brussels,  may 
be,  it  is  rather  handicapping  him  to  be  dubbed 
by  enthusiastic  but  injudicious  admirers 
"  The  Belgian  SHAKSPEARE,"  though,  of 
course,  "Belgian"  does  qualify  the  SHAK- 
SPEARE,  just  as  Brussels  prefixed  to  sprout 
decides  the  character  of  that  favourite  and 
useful  vegetable.  M.  MAETERLINCK  may  be 
the  "  coming  on,"  or  sprouting,  dramatist  of 
the  future.  Up  to  the  present  time  there 
lias  not  been  much  in  any  way  to  connect 
Belgian  and  English  drama,  so  MAETERLINCK 
may  be  the  missing  link  destined  to  electri- 
cally illuminate  "all  the  world,"  which  "ia," 
as  tne  Divine  WILLIAMS  remarks,  "  a  stage." 
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PROPOSED  RULES  FOR  THE 
LADIES'  UNIVERSAL  ATH- 
LETIC ASSOCIATION. 

(Compiled  by  One  thoroughly  Con- 
versant wiik  the  Necessities  of  the 
Situation.* 

1.  THE  costume  01  every  mem- 
ber of  the  Club  shall  be  of  the  most 
elegant  description.    The  design 
shall  not  be  governed  by  the  re- 
quirements of  the  game  for  which 
the  uniform  is  required,  but  rather 
by    the    characteristics    of    the 
wearer. 

2.  Red  and  blue  shall  be  worn 
according  to  the  complexion  of  the 
player,  and  the  choice  of   teams 
shall  depend  not  upon  prowess  or 
locality,  but  the  colour  of  the  hair 
and  eyes  and  the  formation  of  the 
noses. 

3.  Patent  leather  shoes  shall  in- 
variably form  a  part  of  the  arande 
tenue  of  the  Club,  with  high  heels 
at  discretion. 

4.  Football  shall  be  played  with 
a  light  india-rubber  globe,  and 
"pushing"  shall  be  strictly  for- 
bidden.    However,    it    shall    be 
permissible  for  one  player  to  hold 
an  opponent  tightly  by  the  hands 
if  the  former  thinks  the  latter  is 
about  te  give  it  "quite  a  hard 
kick  "  with  her  toe. 

5.  No  angry  language  will  be 
allowed,  but  one  member  may  tell 
another,  in  the  height  of  an  excit- 
ing contest,  that  she  is  "a  spite- 
ful, disagreeable  old  thing."    On 
very  special  occasions  the  word 
"There!"    may    be    added  with 
emphasis. 

6.  Cricket  shall  never  be  allowed 
to  last  for  more  than  half  an  hour, 
and  cups  of  tea  shall  be  served  to 
the  strikers  between  the  overs. 

7.  Only  ladies  shall  be  permitted 
to  watch  the  game  of  the  members. 


SEQUEL/E! 

The  General.  "  You've,  HAB  IT,  I  SUPPOSE?" 
The  Judge.  "  I  .SHOULD  THINK  so.     I  'M  AS  WEAK  AS  A  RAT    " 
The  General.  "THAT  's  NOTHING.    I'M  AS  WBAK  AH  Two  RATS  I' 
The  Judge.  "Bur  Two  RATS  ARE  STRONGER  THAN  Out  RAT  I" 
The  General.  "If  YOU  ARGUK,  I  SHALL  CRY!" 


as  a  rule.  However,  at  times  when 
everyone  is  looking  her  bent,  indi- 
viduals of  the  inferior  sex  shall  be 
admitted  to  the  football  ground  or 
cricket  field,  on  the  condition  that 
they  "  promise  not  to  laugh." 

8.  Players  at  football,  cricket, 
and  other  games  sanctioned  by 
the  Association,  shall  have  full 
liberty  to  make  their  own  rules 
and  keep  their  own  appointments. 
They  wUl  be  usually  expected  to 
wait  until  a  match  is  finished, 
unless  called  away  to  take  a  drive 
in  the  Park,  or  do  a  little  shopping. 

9  and  Lastly.  Ai  women  are  as 
excellent  as  men  at  field  sports, 
the  members  of  the  Club  shall  be 
entitled  to  the  franchise. 

THE  LATEST  FROM  SOL. 
SCEN*—  The  Sun.    First  Solarist 
discovered  reading  local  jour- 
nal to  Second  Sotarist. 

Firtt  Solaria.  I  say,  hare  yon 
seen  what  this  century's  Earth 
says? 

Second  Solarist.  No ;  it 's  much 
too  hot  for  reading  newspapers. 

First  S.  Why,  the  idiotic  people 
on  that  ridiculous  little  planet 
have  just  discovered  the  existence 
of  Helium ! 

Second  8.  Dear  me !  How  long 
have  they  Uken  about  that  P 

First  S.  About  six  thousand 
years  (according  to  mundane 
measure),  or  thereabouts. 

Second  S.  They  seem  to  have 
plenty  of  leisure  on  their  hands ! 
And  now  that  they  hurt-  found  oat 
Helium,  of  what  uie  will  it  be  to 
them? 

Firtt  S.  Oh,  that  they  will  pro- 
bably  discover   in    another    MX 
thousand  years !    Let 's  liquor ! 
[JBzeunt.     Scene    closet    in 
upon  an  eclipse. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  UNSUKPBISED  JUDGE. 

["Mr.  Justice  HAWKINS  observed,  'I  am  surprised  at  nothing.'"— Pitts 
v.  Joseph,  "  Tt,ne«'  "  Kepwt,  March  27.] 

ALL  hail  to  Sir  HENRY,  whom  nothing  surprises ;] 

Ye  Judges  and  suitors,  regard  him  with  awe. 
As  he  sits  up  aloft  on  the  Bench  and  applies  his' 

Swift  mind  to  the  shifts  and  the  tricks  of  the  Law." 
Many  years  has  he  lived,  and  has  always  seen  clear  things 

That  Nox  seemed  to  hide  from  our  average  eyes : 
But  still,  though  encompassed  with  all  sorts  of  queer  things, 

He  never,  no  never  gives  way  to  surprise. 


hunger 

.nuu  H  iew  scraps  01  scrip  lor  its  masses  01  goia ; 
When  the  fat  man  goes  further  and  takes  to  religion, 
(i  A  rascal  in  hymn-books  and  bibles  disguised, 
"  It 's  a  case,"  says  Sir  HENRY,  "  of  rook  rersus  pigeon, 
And  the  pigeon  gets  left — well,  I  'm  hardly  surprised." 

There 's  a  Heath  at  Newmarket,  and  horses  that  run  there, 

There  are  owners  and  jockeys,  and  sharpers  and  flats ; 
There  are  some  who  do  nicely,  and  some  who  are  done  there, 

There  are  loud  men  with  pencils  and  satchels  and  hats. 
But  the  Stewards  see  nothing  of  betting  or  money, 

As  they  stand  in  the  blinkers  for  Stewards  devised  ; 
Their  blindness  may  strike  HENBY  HAWKINS  as  funny, 

But  he  only  smiles  softly,  he  isn't  surprised. 

So,  here 's  to  Sir  HENBY,  the  terror  of  tricksters. 
Of  Law  he 's  a  master,  and  likewise  a  limb : 

His  mind  never  once,  when  its  purpose  is  fixed,  errs ; 
For'outeness  there's  none  holds  a  candle  to  him. 


Let  them  try  to  deceive  him,  why,  bless  you,  he's  been  there. 
And  can  track  his  way  straight  through  a  tangle  of  lies ; 

And,  though  some  might  grow  grey  at  the  things  he  hai  seen  there, 
He  never,  no  never,  gives  way  to  surprise. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIART  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday,  March  25. — Impossible  to  avoid  noticing 
depression  of  the  MAKKISS  when  he  entered  House  to-night  At 
first  thought  feelings  of  a  father  had  overcome  him.  CRANBORNE. 
immediately  after  eloquent  and  energetic  attack  in  other  House  of 
Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill,  was  struck  down  by  indisposition, 
reported  to  be  measles.  That  all  very  well.  Do  not  wish  to  suggest 
anything  wrong  ;  but  coincidence  at  least  remarkable.  Measles,  the 
Member  for  SARK  tells  me,  can  be  conveyed  in  various  apparently 
innoxious  guises.  In  a  controversy  so  acnd  that  GEOBOI  OSRORNE 
MORGAN  has  been  publicly  accused  of  profligacy,  men  will,  it  is  too 
obvious,  go  any  lengths.  At  present  there  is  nothing  that  can  be 
called  evidence  to  connect  CBANBORVE'S  sudden  indisposition  with 
current  controversy.  But  if  this  mysterious  attack  is  followed  by 
symptoms  of  croup,  rickets,  teething,  or  any  other  complaint  usually 
associated  with  happy  days  in  the  nursery,  the  public  will  know  what 
to  think. 

Happily  it  turned  out  that  the  depression  of  the  MARKISS  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the  condition  of  the  heir  of  Hatfield.  His  sympa- 
thetic neart  been  touched  by  difficulties  that  environ  a  worthy  class 
of  men  whom  LORD  CHANCILLOR,  conscious  that  COBB'S  eye  is  upon 
him,  has  recently  been  making  magistrates.  "  Excellent  persons," 
says  the  MARK iss ;  '  self-made  men.  But  unfortunately  the  process 
of  self-manufacture  does  not  include  knowledge  of  the  statutes  at 
large."  There  is  the  Parish  Councils  Act,  for  example ;  one  of  those 
pieces  of  legislation  with  which  a  reckless  Radical  majority  has 
embarrassed  an  ancient  State.  This  law  has  to  be  administered  by 
people  unlearned  in  Acts  of  Parliament.  They  cannot  take  a  step 
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without  havingsixteen  volumes  of  the  statutes  at  large  tucked  under  one  knew  better  than  Toxif  r  that  BETCE  wasn't  aboard.  According 
their  arms.  What  the  benevolent  and  thoughtful  MABKISS  sug-  to  regulations,  he  ought  to  have  been.  Search  made  for  him. 
gested  was,  that  in  all  future  legislation  there  shall  be  reprinted  !  Presently  brought  in  with  hands  in  pockets,  trying  to  whistle,  and 
sections  of  Acts  of  Parliament  referred  to  in  text  of  Bill.  otherwise  present  appearance  of  indifference.  But  a  poor  show. 

House  listened  with  admiration  to  statesman  who,  his  mind  !  Encouraged  by  this  success,  Private  HANBUBY,  observing  ROBFRT- 
engrossed  by  imperial  cares,  could  find  time  to  think  out  schemes  for  SON  was  among  absentees,  addressed  question  to  Civil  Lord  of 
easing  the  pathway  of  working-men  magistrates,  and  assisting  Admiralty  about  Petsrhead  Harbour.  HTBBEBT'S  agony  of  mind  at 
operation  of  Parish  Councils  Act.  Only,  somehow,  there  was  left  on  this  Juncture  would  have  softened  harder  hearts.  An  elderly  hen, 


minds  of  hearers  a  strong  impress-ion 
that  working-men  magistrates  are  a 
mistake,  and  the  Parish  Councils  Act 
a  public  injury,  of  which  the  Govern- 
ment ought  to  be  more  than  ordinarily 
ashamed. 

Business  done.  —  More  speech- 
making  round  Welsh  Disestablishment 
Bill  in  Commons.  Direfully  dull. 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday.  — 
"Speakers  may  come,  and  Speakers 
may  go,"  said  the  Member  for  SAKK, 
"  but  as  long  as  the  House  of  Commons 
produces  men  like  VICABT  GIBBS  the 
institution  is  safe,  and  the  State  rocks 
safely  on  its  everlasting  foundations. 
It  was,  you  will  remember,  VICABT 
who  directly,  though  undesignedly, 
led  to  the  row  on  that  famous  night  in 
June  when  Home-Rule  Committee  was 
closured.  VICABT  shares  with  Heaven 
the  peculiarity  that  order  is  his  first 
law.  On  that  particular  night  some- 
body had  said  something,  and  VICABT 
wanted  to  have  his  words  taken  down. 
Amid  growing  uproar  his  observations 
were  inaudible  to  tie  Chair,  and  hi< 
presence  undistinguishable.  Some  men 
would  thereupon  have  resumed  their 
seat.  VICABT,  his  soul  athirst  to  have 
something  'taken  down,'  moved  on 
to  the  Front  Opposition  Bench,  and 
shouted  his  desire  in  MELLOB'S  left 
ear.  Then  LOGAN  suddenly  loomed 
large  on  the  scene.  HATES  FISHER 


Sir  John  Leng  strongly  objects  to  Lion-taming  Exhibitions. 


reached  forth  a  red  right  hand  and  shook  him  by  the  collar.  Next  an 
anonymous  Irish  Member  fell  over  the  bench  on  to  SAUNDERSON'S  knee, 
and  was  there  incontinently  but  heartily  pummelled.  After  that 
chaps ;  all  arising  out  of  VICABT  GIBBS'S  insatiable,  uncontrollable 
desire  to  have  something  'taken down '  in  the  sacred  name  of  order." 

These  musings  on  the  mighty  past  were  occasioned  by  VICABT  once 
more  unexpectedly,  but  sternly  and  effectively,  interposing  as  the 
custodian  of  order.  WETB  broken  out  in  epidemic  of  questions  ;  puts 
down  eleven  on  the  paper  ;  runs  them  up  to  the  full  score  by  supple- 
mentary questions,  invariably  prefaced  by  the  formula  "  Is  the  right 

hon.  gentleman  A.  WEIB  that ?  "  A  poor  joke,  its  only  flash 

of  humour  being  in  the  subtly  varied  tone  with  which  the  SPEAKEB 
eleven  times  pronounced  the  words,  "  Mr.  WEIB."  Also  grotesquely 
funny  to  hear  the  reverberation  of  the  deep  chest  notes,  in  which 
WEIB,  with  tragic  sweep  of  pince-nez  on  to  nig  nose,  said  in  succes- 
sion, "  Ques-ti-on  one,"  "  Ques-ti-on  two,"  and  so  on. 

Touch  of  tragedy  came  in  when  VICABT,  managing  to  throw  into 
tone  and  form  of  question  conviction  that  SQUIBE  OF  MALWOOD  was 
secretly  at  bottom  of  the  whole  business,  asked  him  whether  this  was 
not  abuse  of  forms  of  the  House,  calculated  to  lead  to  curtailment  of 
valuable  privilege.  No  use  SQUIRE  assuming  air  of  innocence. 
House  knew  all  about  it.  .Refreshed  and  revived  by  VICABT'S  timely 
vindication  of  law  and  order,  proceeded  to  business. 

Business  done.— Fourth  night's  Debate  on  Welsh  Church  Dises- 
tablishment Bill.  The  still  prevalent  dulness  varied  by  speech  from 
PLUNIET;  witched  the  House  by  music  of  stately  though  simple 
eloquence. 

Thursday.— Desperate  dulness  of  week  further  relieved  by  dis- 
covery of  new  game.  TOMMT  BOWLES,  Inv.  House  just  got  into 
Committee  of  Supply ;  Vote  on  Account  under  discussion ;  this  covers 
multitudinous  items ;  every  spending  department  of  State  concerned. 
When  Committee  of  Supply  deals  with  Army  Estimates,  CAWMELL- 
BANNERMAN  and  the  WINSOME  WOODALL  in  their  places.  The  rest 
of  Ministers  may  go  away,  knowing  that  everything  is  well.  The 
same  when  Navy  Estimates  are  on,  or  when  particular  votes  in  the 
Civil  Service  Estimates  are  to  the  fore.  Ministers  of  particular 
departments  affected  in  their  place ;  the  rest  at  liberty. 

To-night,  as  no  one  knew  who  might  be  called  on  next,  all  agreed 
to  stop  away— all  but  the  faithful  HIBBEBT.  Cap' en  TOMMY,  as 
usual,  aloft  in  the  Crow's  Nest,  perceived  this  weak  point.  Hauling 
on  the  bowline,  and  making  all  taut,  he  bore  down  swiftly  on  the 
Treasury  Bench,  and  hailed  it  for  the  President  of  the  Board  of 
Trade.  Wanted  to  talk  to  BBYCE,  he  said,  about  lighthouses.  No 


that  has  counted  its  brood  seven  times, 
on  each  occasion  finding  one  or  two 
missing,  not  more  perturbed.  Looked 
up  and  down  Treasury  Bench.  ROB- 
ERTSON, not  within  sight ;  might  be 
below  the  Gangway.  Vain  hope.  For 
Members  opposite  interest  in  Peter- 
head  Harbour  growing  keener  and 
more  urgent.  FRANCIS  POWELL, 
usually  mild-mannered  man,  went  so 
far  as  to  move  to  report  progess. 
MELLOR  declined  to  put  question. 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  Blameless 
BABTLET,  with  air  of  martyr.  "  We 
must  go  on  talking  about  Peterhead 
Harbour  till  the  Minister  comes  in." 

So  he  did,  and  when  he  ran  dry 
TOMLINSON  (having  meanwhile  ascer- 
tained where  Peterhead  Harbour  is) 
took  up  the  wondrous  tale.  Talking 
when  HIBBEBT  reappeared,  his  breast 
now  swelling  with  maternal  pride  and 
satisfaction.  He  had  found  the  lost 
chick,  and  clucked  low  notes  of  supreme 
content  as  he  brought  him  back  to  the 
roost.  Pretty  to  see  how.  Civil  Lord 
in  his  place,  all  interest  in  Peterhead 
Harbour  subsided,  Busy  B's  turning 
their  attention  to  alleged  felonious 
underrating  of  Government  property. 

Business  done.  —  Vote  on  Account 
through  Committee.  Sir  JOHN  LENG 
calls  ASQDTTH'S  attention  to  dangerous 
occupation  of  lion-tamers.  "  All  very 
well,"  he  sajs.  "for  doughty  knight 


like  me.  But  these  poor  fellows  with  families  shouldn't  be  allowed 
to  run  risks." 

Friday  Night.— "  What 's  the  business  at  to-night's  sitting  ?" 
asked  SQUIBE  OP  MALWOOD,  looking  over  Orders  of  the  Day. 
"  Home  Rule  all  round?  Very  well.  Shall  give  practical  proof  of 
adherence  to  principle  by  stopping  at  home." 

JOHN  MORLET  did  same,  most  other  Ministers  following  suit. 
CAWJIFL-BANNERMAN  sacrificed  himself  on  altar  of  country.  But 
insisted  that  he  might  at  least  dine  out  in  interval  between  morning 
and  evening  sitting  that  made  last  day  of  Parliamentary  week.  His 
snowy  shirt  front  gave  air  of  almost  reckless  joviality  to  desolate 
Treasury  Bench.  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  not  to  be  outdone  in  chivalry, 
also  looked  in  after  dinner,  brightening  up  Front  Bench  opposite 
Minister  for  War.  But  two  swallows  don't  make  a  summer,  nor  two 
gentlemen  in  evening  dress  a  festive  party.  TBEVELTAN  only  man 
in  earnest,  and  he  terribly  si. 

Business  done. — Home  Rule  all  round  decreed  by  majority  of  26 
in  House  of  230.  

THE  NEW  CHIVALRY. 

["  In  a  case  heard  before  Judge  FRENCH  at  Shoreditfh,  the  Judge  re- 
marked that  the  plea  of  infancy  was  not  a  very  meritorious  one.  '  No,' 
replied  the  defendant,  '  but  it's  jolly  convenient.' " — The  Globe.] 

WHEN,  toddling  along  with  a  swell,  I  pretend 
Not  to  notice  a  shabby  (though  excellent)  friend,— 
Well,  it  is  not  lofty,  to  that  I  assent, 
But  then,  "  it 's  so  jolly  con-ve-ni-ent !  " 

When  a  tenant  has  built  up  a  business  with  care, 
And  saved  to  his  landlord  all  cost  of  repair, 
It  may  not  be  kind  just  to  double  his  rent, 
Yet  somehow  " it 's  jolly  con-ve-ni-ent ! " 

If  you  've  suffered,  in  polling,  a  "  moral  defeat," 
Then  to  grab  each  Committee  and  every  paid  seat 
Some  might  say  was  the  act  of  a  "  cad,"  not  a  "  gent "  ; 
But,  you  see,  "  it 's  so  jolly  con-ve-ni-ent !  " 

Then  your  house  is  for  sale,  and,  if  gifted  with  brains,  _ 
You,  of  course,  do  not  mention  the  damp,  rats,  and  drains 
Which  is  not  what  the  ancients  by  "  honesty"  meant, 
But,  still,  it  it  "jolly  con-ve-ni-ent!  " 
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I  LL    SING   THEE    SONGS    OF    ARABY ! 


IN  PRAISE  OF  THE  TRIANGLE. 

YE  countless  stars,  both  great  and  small, 

The  poetic  sky  who  spangle, 
Not  one  of  you,  that  I  recall, 

Has  hymned  the  sweet  triangle ! 

With  lyre  and  lute  too  long,  too  much, 
Ye  've  thrid  love's  mazy  tangle, 

Yet  unresponsive  to  your  touch 
Have  left  the  sweet  triangle. 

And  so  the  Muse  com- 
missions me 
A    lay    to    newly 

fangle^- 

I  play  the  instrument, 
you  see —    [angle. 
In  praise  of  my  tri- 

No  tambourine, no  min- 
strel bones 
Give    forth     what 

HILDA  WANGEL 
Would     call    such 
"frightfully  thril- 
ling" tones 
As  those  of  my  tri- 
angle. 


In  Praite  of  Try  Angle. 


No  self-respecting  band  may  try 
To  play — 'twould  simply  mangle — 

Good  music,  unassisted  by 
The  silver-tongued  triangle. 

In  vain  d<  es  STBIPHON  with  a  lute 
Round  PHYLLIS  always  dangle ; 

She  'd  have  him,  if  he  urged  his  suit 
With  passionate  triangle. 

Full  brave  may  bray  the  loud  trombone, 
Full  sweet  the  cymbals  jangle, 

The  bagpipes  till  they  burst  may  drone, 
So  I  have  my  triangle. 


The  stately  cold  piano  may 
All  depth  of  feeling  strangle ; 

To  rouse  deep  feeling  I  essay, 
Nor  fail,  on  my  triangle  1 

0  'er  rival  claims  of  violin 

And  'cello  some  may  wrangle— 
For  pure  expression  nothing's  in 
The  hunt  with  my  triangle. 

The  diamond  bracelet  must  exceed 
In  worth  the  silver  bangle — 

No  instrument,  string,  wind,  or  reed, 
Compares  with  my  triangle ! 

TO  THE  GRIFFIN. 

(lly  Calwrlerius  Rusticanus.) 

GBTFFIN,  who  benignly  beamest 
(So  to  speak)  upon  the  Strand, 

To  the  ruitio.  eye  thou  seemest 
Quite  superlatively  grand. 

Griffin,  grim  and  grimy  Griffin, 
Few,  JOE  tells  me,  will  agree 

With  my  artless  numbers,  if  in 
Undiluted  praise  of  thee. 

Critics,  so  he  says,  by  dozens 

Swear  thon  couldst  not  well  be  worse, 
Yet  from  one  poor  country  cousin's 

Pen  accept  a  tribute  verse. 

Some  of  London's  statues  now  are 

Feted  richly  once  a  year ; 
Some—  it  stems  a  shame,  I  vow — are 

Fated  to  oblivion  there. 

01  ce  a  year  a  primrose  bower 
Draws  the  folks  aroucd  for  miles, 

DIZZY  blossoms  into  ilower, 
Almost  into  "  wreathed  smiles." 

Once  a  year  by  all  the  town  o'er- 
-whelmed  in  bays  is  GORDON  seen, 


Countless  wreaths  recording  "  Ba<  ww  (or 

Joins)  thus  keeps  thy  memory  jreen." 
Once  a  year  King  CHARLES'S  statue 

Paragraphs  jocose  invites, 
Wreathed  with  flowers  by  inf  atu- 

-ated  modern  Jacobites. 
Thus  their  substance  people  waste'on' 

This  queer  decorative  fit— 
Wreaths  are  sometimes'even  pUc.d  on 

Mere  nonentities  like  PITT. 

But— I  cannot  think 

what  JOE  meant^— 

No  one — so  he  said 

tome — 
In  his  most  expansive 

moment 

E'er  has  twined  a 
wreath  for  thee ! 

So  I  cast— in  no  de- 

rition — 
From  my  "bus-top 

garden-seat 
These     few     violets, 

with  precision, 
At  what  I  must  call  thy  feet. 
'Tis  not  that  thy  mien  is  stately, 
"Tis  not  that  thy  grace  is  rare, 
"Ks  not  that  I  care  so  greatly 
For  thy  quaint  heraldic  air ; 
But  contemptuous  men  neglect  thee, 
Load  thee  with  invective  strange, 
So  with  violets  I  have  decked  theu, 
And  with  verses,  as  a  change. 


THK  NKW  DISCOVERT. — "Argon"  is  de- 
scribed as  "  a  gaseous  constitueLt."  In 
most  constituencies  can  be  found  i  Unty  of 
"Argons." 
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HISTORY    REPEATS    ITSELF;    OR,    THE    MODERN    ORACLE    OF    AMMON. 


thatthw  ffi^n£]letf'ib»art?  d,?emi.n.S  themselves  not  Egyptians,  and  being  discontented  withjthe  institutions,  sent  to  the  Oracle  of  Ammon,  saying 
8*452?  Egyptians.      The  god,  however,  said,  '  that  Ell  the  country  which  the  Nile  irrigated  was  Egypt.'  "-Herodotus,  Il.f  15 

"  I  .tated  that,  in  consequence  of  these  claims  i  of  ours  and  the  claims  of  Egypt  in  the  Nile  Valley,  the  British  sphere  of  inBuence  covered  the 

whole  of  the  Nile  waterway."—  Sir  E.  Grey  in  House  of  Commons,  A.D.  1895. 
John.  Bull.  "  Too  me,  NILUS,  THE  FATHER  OF  HISTORY  AND  I  ARE  OF  THE  SAME  WAT  OF  THINKING.    So  YOU  'RE  ALL  EIGHT, 

_  MY   BOY,    WHILE   I  'M  HEEE  I  " 


APRIL  13,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


HISTORY  REPEATS  ITSELF; 

Or,  The  Modern  Oracle  of  Amman. 

Nilus  (referring  to  Parisian  Press). 
But— won't  it  make  our   French  friends 

furious  '< 

Mr.  Bull.  Gammon ! 

Nilus.  Are   you,    then,   the  new  Oracle  of 

A  ii  i  UK  in  ? 
Mr.  Hull.    Well,  ALEXANDER   claimed  the 

god  his  sire. 
So  why  not  I  ? 

Nilus.  I  own  I  rather  tire 

Of  all   these    squabbles.     Peace   is    what 

I  want. 
Oh  why  did  yonr   intrusive   SPEKE    and 

GRANT  * 

Disturb  my  forty  centuries  of  quiet  P 

Since   then  it's   been    all    rumpus,*"  and 

red  riot.  [lorum  P 

Mr.  Suit.  How  about  RAMESES,  ola  oocka- 

Nilus.  Oh!   better  all  the  Pharoahs  in  full 

quorum 
Than  Condominiums.    The  Control  called 

Dual 

Mr.  Bull.  Oh,  don't  you  bother!     That  has 

got  its  gruel. 

Nilut.  But  these  Exploring  Expeditions  P 
Mr.  Bull.  Boge, 

Young  GREY  should  reassure  you,  my  old 

fogey. 

His  words  don't  speak  scuttle  or  shilly- 
shally 

"  My  '  sphere  of  influence'  covers  the  Nile 
Valley."  [noc 

Isn't  that  plain  enough  P     God  Ammon's 
Was  hardly  more  decisive.    It  is  odd 
How  very  like  the  Oracle's  straight  tip 
Was  to  Sir  EDWABD'B.    A  stiff  upper  lip 
Saves  lots  of  talk.     "Explorers "  will  prove 

skittish 
Butihe  whole  Nile's  Egyptian  (and  thus 

British). 

Just  as  HEBODOTUS  tells  us  Ammon  said. 
Sir  EDWAKD,  my  dear  Nile,  has  an  old  heat 
Upon   young    shoulders ;   courteous    as   a 

GKANVrLLE. 

He  comes  down  like  a  hammer  on  an  anvil — 
Or  Ammon  on  the  Libyans — when  'tis  need 

ful. 

Of  rumoured  expeditions  he  is  heedful 
But  not  afraid.  Effective  occupation  ? 
Why  that's  a  ticklish  point— for  many  a 

nation. 
But  why  define  it  ?    EDWASD  has  a  shorte 

way  ; 
He  claims  for  me  the  whole  of  your  long 

waterway, 

And  plainly  says  intrusion  would  be  viewec 
As  —  well,    "  unfriendly."      Should   th 

FRANK  intrude 

Nilua.  Ah !  by  the  way,  friend  JOHN,  whose 

head  is  yonder 

Protruding  through  the  reeds  P 

Mr.  Bull  (loudly).  Humph !    Let  him  ponde 

What  he,  perchance,  has  overheard.    N 

mystery !  [tory 

I  simply  hold  with  the  great  Sire  of  His 
The  Times  and  old  HEBODOTUS  quite  agree 
And  both  speak  for  the  Oracle — J.  B., 
Or   Jupiter   Ammon.     The   Debats   ma 

differ 
(At  the  French  Press,  at  best,  Z  am  n 

sniffer), 
But  don't   you  be  alarmed   by  spleenfu 

splutter, 

Or  what  mere  bouncing  boulevardiers  utter 
From  all  intruders  yon  '11  be  safe,  if  you 
But  trust  to  the  Old  Oracle— and  the  New 
Far  cry,  old  boy,  from  PHAKOAU  to  th 

GtTELPH. 

Funny  how  History  does  repeat  itself  1 

•  See    Cartoon     "  Britannia    Discovering    th 
Source  of  the  Nile,"  p.  233,  Vol.  XLIV..  June 
1863. 


A   STUDY    IN    "BIMETALLISM." 

Quotation  from  th*  Sight  Hon.  Arth-r  B-lf-r-i  8pttch  on  thi,  «*,«*  lat  •»«*.-"  A  o  W«AL  FALL 
IN  PKICBS  WAS  SAID  TO  HI  OOOD  FOR  THB  COKSCMBK." 

Does  it  look  like  it  in  this  instance  P    [V  &>  far  the  Court  U  with  Mr.  A.  B-LF-B.]    ^ 


To  Corinna,   angry. 

THE  fault  was  mine.    With  piercing  pang 

My  trespass  I  deplore ; 
But,  when  'tis  I  you  ought  to  bang, 

Why  do  you  bang  the  door  P 


<J.  E.  D.— There  is  said  to  be  a  good  deal 
of  illness  and  absence  from  lessons  of  the 
schoolboy  population  of  London  at  present. 
Can  there  be  any  connection  between  this 
phenomenon  and  a  paragraph  which  is  going 
the  round  of  the  papers,  headed,  An  ob- 
jection to  Euclid r>  f  What  is  sport  to  us 
may  be  death  to  them ! 


The  Long  and  Short  of  It. 

Ana  longa  eit  !    All  know  what  once  that 

meant; 
But   cranks  corrupt  to  nckemngly  nar« 

shindied 

About  their  AM  of  late,  'tis  evident 
The  rendering  now  muit  be.     Art  is  tong- 

windedT" 

For  Vita  brevit,—  all  true  men  must  hope, 
Brief  life  for  such  ba»e  Art—  and  a  short 
rope!  _  _  _ 


MOTTO—  SLIOHTLT  MODOTBD   FROM 

"ELKOY"—  FOB  STODDAKT'S  KL«VKIC.—   Bull 
in  those  '  ashes'  live  their  wonted  fire. 
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SATURDAY    NIGHT    IN    THE    EDGWARE    ROAD. 

For  over  h  t'.f  a  mile  the  pavement  on  the  East  side  of  the  road  is 
thronged  with  promenaders,  and  the  curbstone  lined  with  stalls 
and  barrows,  and  hawkers  of  various  wares.  Marketing  house- 
vires  trith  covered  baskets  oscillate  undecidedly  from  stalls  to 
shops,  and  put  off  purchasing  to  the  last  possible  moment. 
Maids-of-alf-work  perambulate  arm  in  arm,  exchanging  airy 
badinage  with  youths  of  their  acquaintance,  though  the  latter 
teem  to  prefer  the  society  of  their  own  sex.  A  man  with  a 
switchback  tkittle-board  plays  gloomy  games  by  himself  to  an 
unspeculatire  group  of  small  boys.  The  tradesmen  stand  outside 
their  shops  and  conduct  their  business  with  a  happy  blend  of 
the  methods  of  a  travelling 
showman  and  a  clown. 
Burlesque  Butcher.  Now  then 

a    o'  you  there  I    Buy,  buy,  buy ! 

Jest  give  yer  minds  to  spendin' 

yer  money !    (In  a  tone  of  artless 

wonder.)   Where  does  the  Butcher 

git   this  luverly  meat?     What 

can  I  do  fur  you  now,  Mann  ? 

(Triumphantly,  after  selling  the 

scrag-end  of  a  neck  of  mutton.) 

Now  we  're  busy ! 
Farcical  Fishmonger  (with  two 

Comic  Assistants).   Ahar!     (To 

crowd.)      Come    'ere,    you    silly 

young  snorkers !    I  'ye  the  quali- 

tee  !    I  've  the  qualify  .'    Keep 

takin'  money ! 
Pint  Comic  Assistant.  Ahje! 

Foppence  a  pound   nice  plaice ! 

Kippers  two  fur   three  'apence. 

We're  the   Perfeshnal    Curers! 

What  are  yer  all  goin'  to  do? 

Sort  'em  out  cheap ! 

Second  C.  A.    I  don't  mind. 

What  care  I  ?      (Bursting  into 

song.)    "  'Ow,  she  rowled  me  'ed, 

and  rumbled  in  the  'ay !  "    On 

me  word,  she  did,  ladies ! 

[He  executes  a  double  shuffle, 
and  knocks  over  several  boxes 
of  bloaters  in  the  gaiety  of 
his  heart. 

A  Hawker  of  Penny  Memo- 
randum Books  (to  an  audience  of 

small  boys).  Those  among  you  'oo 

are  not  mechanics,  decidedly  you 

'aye  mechanical  hideers  ! 
[He  enlarges  upon  the  conveni- 
ence of  having  a  note-book  in 
which  to  jot  down  any  inspira- 
tions of  this  kind:   but  his 
hearers    do    not    appear    to 
agree  with  him. 
A    Lugubrious    Vendor.    One 

Ssnny    for    six    comic    pypers. 
every  one  different  I 

A  Rude  Boy.  You  ain't  bin  a 
readin'  o'  any  on  'em,  'ave  yer, 
guv' nor? 

A  Crockery  Merchant  (as  he 
unpacks  a  variety  of  vases  of 
appalling  hideousnets).  I  don't 
care — it 's  self-sacrifice  to  give 
awayl  Understand,  you  ain't 
buyin'  common  things,  you're 
buyin'  suthin'  good!  It  'appens 
to  be  my  buthday  to-night,  so 
I'm  goin'  to  let  you  people  ave 
the  benefit  of  the  doubt.  Come  on 
'ere.  I  don't  ask  you  to  b'lieve 
me — ony  to  jedge  rnr^  yerselves. 
I  'm  not  'ere  to  tell  you  no  fairy  tales :  and  the  reason  why  I  'mlin  a 
position  to  orfer  up  these  vawses— all  richly  gilt,  and  decorated  in 
three  colours,  the  most  expensive  ever  made — the  reason  I'm  able  to 
sell  them  to  cheap  as  I  'm  doin'  is  this— (he  lowers  his  voice  mys- 
teriou$ly)—&ii  the  stuff  I  'ave  'ere  we  git  in  very  funny  ways .' 

[This  ingeniously  suggestive  hint  enhances  the  natural  charm  of 
his  ware  to  such  a  degree  that  the  vases  are  bought  up 
briskly,  as  calculated  to  brighten  the  humblest  home. 

A  Sanctimonious  Young  Man  (with  a  tongue  too  large  for  his 
mouth,  who  has  just  succeeded  in  collecting  a  circle  round  him).  I 
am  only  'ere  to-night,  my  friends,  as  a  paid  servant— for  the  purpose 


of  deciding  a  wasrer.  Some  o'  you  may  have  noticed  an  advertisement 
lately  in  the  Daily  Telegrawf,  asking  for  men  to  stand  on  Southwark 
Bridge  and  orfer  arf- silverings  for  a  penny  apiece.  You  are  equally 
well  aware  that  it  is  illegal  to  orfer  the  Queen's  coinage  for  money  : 
and  that  is  not  my  intention  this  evening.  But  I  'ave  'ere  several  pieces 
of  gold,  guaranteed  to  be  of  the  exact  weight  of  arf  a  suvering,  and 
'all-marked,  which,  in  order  to  decide  the  wager  I  'ave  spoken  of,  I 
shall  now  perceed  to  charge  you  the  sum  of  one  penny  for,  and  no 

more.     I  am  not  allowed  to  sell  more  than  one  to  each  person 

[Here  a  constable  comes  up,  and  the  decision  of  the  wager  is 

postponed  until  a  more  favourable  opportunity. 
First     General"  (looking  into  a  draper's  window).    Look  at  them 
coloured  felt  'ats— all  shades,  and  on'y  sixpence  three-fardens ! 

Second  "  G."  They  are  reason- 
able ;  but  I  've  'eard  as  felt  'ats  is 
gone  out  o'  fashion  now. 

Pint  "  G."  Don't  you  believe 
it,  SAHAH.  Why,  my  married 
sister  bought  one  on'y  last  week !, 
Coster  (to  an  old  lady  who  has 
repudiated  a  bunch  of  onions  after 
a  prolonged  scrutiny).  .Frprsty? 
So  would  you  be  if  your'onion  'ad 
bin  lay  in  out  in  the  .fields  all 
night  as  long  as  these  'ave ! 

First  Itinerant  Physician  (as 
he  screws  up  fragments  of  candy 
in  pieces  of  newspaper).  That  is 
Frog  in  your  Froat  what  I  'm 
doin'  up  now.  I  arsk  you  to  try 
it.  It's  given  to  me  to  give 
away,  and  I'm  goin'  to  give  it 
away — you  understand  ?— that 's 
all.  And  now  I  'm  goin'  to  tork 
to  you  about  suthink  else.  You 
see  this  small  bottle  what  I  'old 
up.  I  tell  you  there's  'undreds 
layin'  in  bed  at  this  present 
moment  as  'ud  give  a  shillin'  fur 
one  of  these — and  I  offer  it  to  you 
at  one  penny !  It  corrects  all 
nerve-pains  connected  with  the 
'ed,  cures  earache,  toothache, 
neuralgy,  noomonia,  'art-com- 
plaint, fits,  an'  syhatica.  Each 
bottle  is  charged  with  heleotricity , 
forming  a  complete  galvanic- bat- 
tery. Hall  you  'ave  to  do  is  to 
place  the  buttle  to  one  o'  your 
nawstrils,  iirst  closing  the  other 
with  your  finger.  You  will  find 
it  compels  you  to  sniff.  The 
moment  you  tyke  that  sniff, 
you'll  find  the  worter  comin' 
into  your  heyes — and  that 's  the 
helectricity.  You'll  say,  "/  al- 
ways 'eard  helectricity  was  a 
find."  (  With  withering  scorn.) 
Very  likely!  You  'ave!  An" 
why  ?  Be-cawse  o'  the  hignirant 
notions  prevailin'  about  scientific 
affairs !  Hevery  one  o'  these 
bottles  contains  a  battery,  and  to 
beach  purchaser  I  myke  'im  a 

f resent—  a  present,  mind  yer— of 
rog  in  "is  Froat ! 

Susan  Jane  (to  LIZEBANN,  be- 
fore a  stall  where  "  Novelettes, 
three  a  penny,"  are  to  be  procured 
by  the  literary).  Shall  we  'ave  a 
penn'orth,  an'  you  go  'alves  along 
o'me? 

Lizerann.  Not  me.  I  ain't  got 
no  time  to  go  improvin'  o'  my 
mind,  whatever  you  'ave ! 


You  ain't  bin  a  readin'  o'  any  on  'em,  'ave  yer,  guv'nor  f " 


A  Vendor  of  "'Ore'ound  Tablets"  (he  is  a  voluble  young  man, 
with  considerable  lung-power,  and  a  tendency  to  regard  his  cough- 
lozenges  as  not  only  physical  but  moral  specifics).  I  'm  on'y  a  young 
feller,  as  you  see,  and  yet  'ere  I  am,  with  my  four  burnm'  lamps, 
and  a  lassoo-soot  as  belonged  to  my  Uncle  BILL,  doin'  wunnerful 
well.  Why,  I  've  took  over  two  pound  in  coppers  a'ready !  Mind 


I  ain't  always  bin  like  I  am  now.    I  started  business  four  year  ago. 
and  was  doin'  wunnerful  well,  too,  till  I  got  among  'orse-copers  an 
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dealers  and  went  on  the  booze,  and  lost  the  lot.  Then  I  turned  np 
the  drink  and  (rot  a  berth  sellin*  these 'ere  Wangoo  Tablets— and  now 
1  've  pot  a  neat  little  missus,  and  a  nice  'ome.  goin'  on  wunnerful  com- 
fortable. Never  a  week  passes  but  what  I  buy  myself  something. 
Last  week  it  was  a  pair  o  noo  socks.  Soon  as  the  sun  peeps  out  and 


well,  and  he  'd  take  me  into  partnership  to-morrow,  he  would.  But  no 
— I  'm  'appier  as  I  am.  What  'B  the  reason  I  kin  go  on  torkin'  to  you 
like  this  night  after  night,  without  injury  to  my  voice  ?  Shall  I  tell 
yer  ?  Because,  every  night  o'  my  life,  afore  I  go  to  bed,  I  take  four 
o'  these  Wangoo  Tablets— compounded  o'  the  purest  'erbs.  You  take 
them  to  the  nearest  doctor's  and  arsk  'im  to  analyse  an'  test  them  as 
he  will,  and  you  'ear  what  he  says  of  them  I  Take  one  o'  them 
tablets  —  after  your  pipe ;  after  your  cigaw ;  after  your  cigarette. 
You  won't  want  no  more  drink,  you  '11  find  they  make  you  come  'ome 
reglar  every  evening,  and  be  able  to  buy  a  noo  'at  every  week. 


the  back  of  hit  stall.)  Born  and  bred  in  Kenada,  'e  was.  And  guile 
right !  Bin  over  'ere  six  year,  so  o'  course  'e  speaks  the  lengwidge. 
And  quite  right.  Now  I'm  no  Amerikin  myself,  but  they're  a 
wunnerful  clever  people,  the  Amerikins  are,  allays  inventin'  or 
suthink  o'  that  there.  And  you  're  at  liberty  to  go  and  arsk  'im  for 
yourselves  whether  this  is  a  real  Amerikin  invention  or  not — as  he  '11 
tell  yer  it  is— and  quite  right,  too  I  An'  it  stands  to  reason  as  he 
orter  to  know,  seein'  he  interdooced  it  'imself  and  doin'  wunnerful 
well  with  it  ever  since.  I  ain't  come  'ere  to  rob  yer.  Lady  come  and 
give  me  a  two-shillin'  piece  just  now.  I  give  it  her  back.  She 
didn't  know— thort  it  was  a  penny,  till  I  told  her.  Well,  that  ;nst 
shows  yer  what  these  'ere  Wangoo  'Ore'ound  Tablets  are .' 

\_After  this  practical  illustration  of  their  efficacy,  he  pauses  for 
oratorical  effect,  and  a  hard-worked-looktng  matron  pur- 
chases three  packets,  in  the  apparent  hope  that  a  similar  halo 
of  the  best  horehound  will  shortly  irradiate  the  head  of  her 
household. 

Liierann  (to  SUSAN  JANE,  as  they  walk  homewards}.  On'y  fancy — 
the  other  evenin',  as  I  was  walkin'  along  this  very  pavement,  a  cab- 
'orse  come  up  beyind  me,  unbeknown  like,  and  put  'is  'ed  over  my 
shoulder  and  Breathed  right  in  my  ear ! 

Susan  Jane  (awestruck).  Yon  must  ha'  bin  a  bad  gell ! 
[LlZERANN  it  clearly  disquieted  by  so  mystical  an  interpretation, 
even  while  she  denies  having  dent  anything  deserving  of  a 
supernatural  rebuke. 

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

GENERAL  ADYB  has  added  to  our  national  war  story  Recolltctiions 
nf  a  Military  Life  (SMITH,  ELDER  &  Co.).  Sir  JOHN  has  not  been  iu 
a  hurry.  He  began  fighting  more  than  forty  years  ago,  and  kas  since 
tilled  up  opportunity  as  it  presented  itself.  These  particular  recol- 
lections are  chiefly  occupied  with  the  Crimean  War  and  the  Indian 
Mutiny,  though  the  old  soldier  has  something  to  say  about  the 

Afghan  War  of  1878-9,  and  the 
Egyptian  War  of  1882.  My 
Baronite  finds  most  interesting 
the  chapters  about  the  Crimean 
War,  certain  incidents  and  epi- 
sodes of  which  are  narrated 
with  soldierlike  directness  and 
simplicity.  The  story  of  the 
Balaclava  Charge  has  been  told 
in  verse  and  prose  innumerable 
times.  General  ADYB  did  not 
actually  see  it,  "a  ridge  of 
intervening  hills  intercepting 
the  view"  as  he  rode  back  to 
the  camp  from  Balaclava.  But 
he  manages  in  a  sentence  or  two 
vividly  to  impress  the  scene  on 
i  he  mind  of  the  reader.  Among  many  good  stories  is  one  about  General 
HAKKY  JONES.  PKLISSIER,  with  a  Frenchman's  scorn  of  any  language 
but  his  own,  got  as  near  as  he  could  to  ordinary  pronunciation  when  he 
called  him  "  General  HAIHY-JOZK."  He  did  better  when  the  gallant 
General  was  knighted,  and  was  alluded  to  respectfully  by  the  French 
Commander-in-Chitf  as  "  SAIRET-JOZE"  (Sir  HARBY  JONES). 

THB  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


A  Quip. 

Mr.  AsiHtTR  TOLLER  has  been  appointed  to  the  Reeordership  of 
Leicester.  He  is  an  able  man.  "Argal."  as  the  Shakspearian  Clown 
would  say,  "  the  appointment  is  just  Toller-able." 


/ 


s 


MAGNIFYING    HIS    CALLING. 

Piter.  "NA,  LADDIE,  THIS  is  ANB  o'  THAB  THING*  A  BODT  «AN 
NEVIS  LEARN.    THIRB  's  NO  NAB  USB  IN  A  MAN  TAKIH'  TAB  ram 

JOB  UNLB8S    HB   HAS  A  NAITBRAL  BORN   APTITUDE  FOR  'D  I  " 


THREE  MODES  OF  SPENDING  A  BANK  HOLIDAY. 
(By  a  Confirmed  Pessimist.) 

Plan  the  First.— Take  to  Volunteering.  Be  up  at  daybreak. 
Leave  your  home  after  snatching  a  hasty  breakfast  of  lukewarm  tea 
and  stale  bread-and-butter.  Crowd  into  a  railway-carriage,  and 
travel  a  hundred  miles  or  so  in  the  greatest  discomfort.  Fall  in 
with  your  company.  March,  counter-march,  and  stand  at  ease  for 
ten  hours  or  so  in  sunshine,  rain,  fog,  or  snow.  Stave  off  starva- 
tion with  a  packet  of  sandwiches  and  a  bottle  of  ginger  ale.  Dead 
beat,  enter  crowded  train  a  second  time,  and  again  travel  a  hundred 
miles  or  so  in  the  greatest  discomfort.  More  dead  than  alive,  stagger 
home,  and  wearily  roll  into  bed. 

Plan  the  Second.— Try  a  trip  to  the  sea-side.  Share  a  first-class 
compartment  with  a  dozen  third-class  passengers.  Travel  to 
Shnmpington  with  the  accompaniment  of  rank  tobacco-smoke, 
comic  songs,  and  solos  on  the  concertina.  Get  to  your  destina- 
tion with  a  splitting  headache.  Find  that  aU  the  shops  are  shut, 
and  all  the  taverns  open.  Learn  that  Shrimpington,  as  represented 
by  its  respectable  inhabitants,  goes  away  en  masse  on  a  bank 
holiday.  Discover  that  there  is  but  one  hotel  in  the  place.  Ascer- 
tain that  at  the  solitary  hostelry  the  rooms  are  filled  with  noisy 
excursionists,  greedily  devouring  "  the  shilling  tea."  Search  for 
nourishment,  and  fail  in  your  search.  Fall  back  'upon  stale  buns 
at  a  third-rate  sweet-stuff  shop.  Catch  your  train  back,  and  endure 
the  torture  of  the  morning.  Travel  amongst  the  same  company, 
under  the  like  conditions.  Reach  home  hours  later  than  you  proposed 
on  starting,  and  consider  whether  the  holiday  has  been  a  triumphant 
success  or  a  dismal  failure. 

Pltn  the  Third  (highly  recommended).  —  Although  demnnj 
change,  remain  at  home,  choosing  the  lesser  of  two  evils. 


MR.  GULLT.— "  WILLIAM  COURT  GULLT.M.P."— certainly  "Caught 
GCLLT  "  at  last.  Now  the  question  is,  "  WILL  GULLT  "  be  acceptable 
to  all  parties  "E-gully"? 
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GENTLE    IRONY. 

Bus  Driver  (to  Hi-favoured  Policeman,  who  has  stopped  him  at  a  crossing).  "WHEN  ARK  YER  GOIN'  TO  LET  ME  'AVE  THAT  PHOTO  ? " 


NOT  DONE  YET. 

A  SONG  OF  ST.  STEPHEN'S  SCHOOL. 
(To  the  Air  of  the  Harrow  Song,  "  Fairies.") 

WHEN  in  the  Springtime  cold  and  bleak, 

In  spite  of  wind  and  weather, 
The  Blues  and  Buffs,  the  strong  and  weak- 

Throng  out  of  school  together ; 
Off  to  their  homes  alert  and  gay 

From  long  sederunts  risen. 
Majors  and  minors  rush  to  play, 

Live  lags  let  loose  from  prison. 
There  you  behold  "  Big  BILL,"  the  bold ! 

Hear  how  his  heart  rejoices — 

Ho  ho !  ha  ha !    Tra-la-la-la  I  "— 

Booms  his  most  bass  of  voices. 

He  cocks  a  snook  at  slate  and  book. 

He's  had  his  work  this  term,  boys, 
But  has  contrived,  by  hook  or  crook, 

To  keep  his  footing  firm,  boys, 
had  to  fight,  like  DIBDIW'S  tar, 

'Gainst  many  a  would-be  boarder. 
It  needed  wit  as  well  as  war 

To  keep  the  school  in  order. 
But  he  has  shown  both  wit  and  grit, 

And  patience  linked  about  it. 
"  Ho  ho !  ha  ha  I    Tra-la-la-la !  "— 

Young  ABTT  hears  him  shout  it. 

AKTT  had  hoped  he  could  have  coped 

With  BILL,  and  licked  him  hollow  ; 
That  JACK  had  kicked,  and  SANDY  moped, 

And  PAT  refused  to  follow. 
But  BILL  has  proved  a  dodgy  one, 

As  well  as  a  Lard  hitter ; 
And  that  has  somewhat  marredlthe  fun, 

And  disappointment 's  bitter. 
What  wonder  then  BILL'S  Tra-la-la 

Sets  AJKTY  shouting  shrilly, 
"  Boohoo  and  pah  I    Yah-boo-yah-bah ! 

You  wait  a  bit,  Big  BILLY  I 


"With   spur  and   rein,  whip-stroke   and 
strain, 

Jehu  plus  artful  jockey, 
You  've  kept  your  team  in  tow  again, 

And  you  look  blessed  cocky, 
Wait  till  the  way  shows  sludge  and  clay, 

And  you  the  pace  would  quicken ! 
Over  you  'E  roll  long  ere  the  goal. 

And  then  the  fun  will  thicken !  "—  _ 
BILL  cocks  his  chins,  and  skips  and  grins 

Like  any  Jumping-Jingle. 
His  loud  Ha,  ha !    Tra-la-la-la ! 

Sets  ARTY'S  blood  a-tingle. 

"Bah!    You've  done  fairly  well  this  half: 

Think  you  '11  survive  another 
As  the  school's  '  Cock,'  you  great  fat  calf  ? 

Look  out  for  my  Big  Brother  I 
When  he  gets  hold  of  you, — my  eye ! — 

You  won't  look  quite  so  jolly. 
Think  you  've  licked  me !  Wait  till  you  try 

A  round  or  two  with  SOLLY  I 
He 's  waiting  for  a  turn  at  you  1 

You  think  you  're  a  smart  smiter  ? 
'  Tra-la-la-la '  ?    Yah !  bully !  yah  I 

He  '11  show  you  who 's  cock  fighter  I " 


To  Tara,  My  (TTn-)Fair  Neighbour. 

("Moore"— where  thii  comet  from.) 

"THE  harp  that  once  through  TABA'S  walls' 

Poor  me  disturbed  in  bed, 
Is  nightly  twang'd  to  feline  squalls 

That  wrack  my  aching  head. 
I  sleep  not  as  in  former  days, 

Her  voice  cries  "  Sleep  no  more ! " 
Ah,  would  she  hadn't  got  this  craze, 

And  did  not  live  next  door ! 


A  NEW  LITEBAHY  VENTUBE. — In  distinct 
opposition  to  the  "  Key-note  series "  will  be 
started  a  "  Wed-lock-and-Key  note  series." 


"PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE." 

["  Canada,  unlike  the  mother-country,  has  the 
sense  to  be  proud  of  its  minor  poets." — Mr.  Le 
Galliennein  "  The  Jteabn."] 

REALLY  this  bitter  and  bold  accusation  of 
Conduct  so  culpable  cannot  be  borne ; 

Are  we  indeed  but  a  barbarous  nation  of 
Philistines  treating  our  poets  with  scorn  ? 

Are  we  contemptuous,  then,  in  reality, 
Of  the  effusions  our  lyricists  write— 

Singing  sweet  songs  of  the  Modern  Morality, 
Praising  each  other  from  morning  to  night  r1 

Modesty,  clearly,  is  somehow  availing  to 
Burke  them  of  glory  which  should  be  their 
own, 

Modesty,  morbid,  excessive — a  failing  to 
Which,  it 's  notorious,  poets  are  prone. 

Only,  he  tells  us,  in  Canada's  latitude 
Honour  to  singers  is  duly  allowed : 

Nay,  how  can  Britons  be  backward  in  grati- 
tude, 
Having  LE  GALLIENNE,  are  they  not  proud  P 

Yes,  when  we  Englishmen  boast  of  our 
national 

Glories  and  deeds,  though  the  scoffersderide, 
This  is  the  greatest  and  really  most  rational 

Source  of  supreme  and  legitimate  pride — 

Not  in  the  struggles  or  deeds  of  iniquity 
Wrought  by  our  sires  in  desperate  fray, 

Still    less    in    SHAKSPEABE,    or    bards    of 

antiquity, 
But  in  the  poets  amongst  us  to-day  I 

Might  we  suggest,  though,  if,  in  the  opinion  of 
Mr.  LE  GALLTENNE,  England's  to  blame. 

He   and  his    comrades    should    seek    the 

Dominion  of 
Canada,  where  they  '11  be  certain  of  fame  ? 
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NOT  DONE  YET. 


MASTKB  AHTY-  B-LP-H  (to  MiSTm  BILL  H-EC-T).  »  HA!   YOU'VE  BEEN  PRETTY  COCKY  THIS  HALF,  BUT 
WAIT  TILL  '  MY  BIG  BROTHER  '  GETS  HOLD  OF  YER  !  " 
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SO    VERY    CONSIDERATE. 

Stout  Coxier.  "WHERE  ARE  YER  GOIN'  TO,  BILL?" 

Hi//.  "INTER  THE  COUNTRY  FOR  A  NICE  DRIVE,  BEIN'  BANK  'OLIDY." 

Stout  Coster.  "SAME  'ERE.     I  SY !   DON'T  YER  THINK  w«  MIOHT  SWOP  MIMESES  JTOT 

FOR  A   FEW   HOURS  ?      IT  WOULD  BE  SO  MUCH   KINDER  TO  THE   HANIMILB  I " 


CONCERNING  A  MISUSED  TERM; 

viz.,  "  Art"  as  recently  applied  to  a  certain 
form  of  Literature. 

Is  this,  then,  "  Art  "—ineffable  conceit, 
Plus  worship  of  the  Sadi-tainted  phrase, 

Of  pseud- Hellenic  decadence,  effete, 
Unvirile,  of  debased  Petronian  ways  ? 

Is  this  your  "  Culture,"  to  asphyxiate 
With  upas-perfume  sons  of  English  race, 

With  manhood -blighting   cant -of -art    to 

prate, 
The  jargon  of  an  epicene  disgrace  P 

Shall  worse  than  pornographic  stain  degrade 
The  name  of  "  Beauty,"  Heav'n-imparted 
dower  ? 

Are  they  fit  devotees,  who  late  displayed 
The  symbol  of  a  vitriol-tinted  flower '( 


And  shall  the  sweet  and    kindly  Muse  be 

shamed 
By  unsexed  "Poetry"  that  defiles  jour 

page? 

HaR  Art  a  mission  that  may  not  be  named, 
With  "  scarlet  sins"  to  enervate  the  age  r1 

All  honour  to  the  rare  and  cleanly  prints, 
Which  have  not  filled  our  homes  from  day 
to  day 

With  garbage-epigrams  and  pois'nous  hints 
How  testhete-hierophants  fair  Art  betray  ! 

If  such  be  "  Artists,"  then  may  Philistines 
Arise,  plain  sturdy  Britons  as  of  yore. 

And  sweep  them  off  and  purge  away  the  signs 
That  England  e'er  such  noxious  offspring 
bore! 


THE  Car  OP  THE   FREE  LIBKABT   FRE- 
QUENTER.— A  Cheap  Loaf. 


"HOW  TO  CONTROL  AND  RECTIFY 
PUBLIC  OPINION." 

["It  ii  impowible  to  bribe  a  French  paper." — 
r\mt,,  April  S,  189.5.) 

SCENE — Sanctum  of  the  Redacteur  en  chef  of 
"  Le  Gamin  de  Paris."  Redacteur  dit- 
rorered  reading  latett  issue. 

Rfdacttur.  Dear  me,  this  note  about  the 
pacific  intentions  of  the  GERMAN  EMPEROR  is 
most  interesting !  I  wonder  how  il  got  in.  I 
did  not  notice  it  when  I  glanced  through  the 
pages.  Still,  I  have  the  most  unlimited  con- 
fidence in  my  staff.  ( Quoting  from  hit  paper. ) 
' '  There  is  no  doubt  that  we  can  safely  disarm, 
as  Germany  is  our  friend— the  beet  of  our 
friends."  Dear  me !  Most  interesting  1 

[J:'»ler  menial,  ushering  in  mysterious 
stranger. 

Stranger.  I  trust  I  am  not  intruding  ? 

Rfdacteur.  Certainly  not.  It  it  the  duty 
of  an  editor  to  be  always  at  the  service  of 
those  who  seek  his  advice.  No  doubt  you 
desire  my  opinion  upon  some  matter  of  im- 
portance? 

Stranger.  You  have  guessed  rightly.  Which 
do  you  prefer,  a  mansion  in  town  or  a  castle 
in  the  country  ? 

Rfdacteur  (smiling).  Well,  I  am  scarcely 
qualified  to  judge,  for  I  only  possess  a  mansion 
in  town.  1  have  no  castle  in  the  country. 

Stranger.  Pardon  me.    You  have  one  now. 
[Gives  Editor  title-deeds. 

Redacteur  (glancing  at  the  documents). 
What,  the  Chateau  de  St.  Querecs !  One  of 
the  finest  places  in  Brittany  1  You  are  really 
too  amiable ! 

Stranger.  Not  at  all.  And  now  tell  me, 
do  you  prefer  WAONEB  to  VERDI,  or  MAS- 

CAONI  to  Mi'.-  u   i   '• 

Rfdacteur.  Again  I  am  at  a  disadvan- 
tage. You  tee  1  go  so  teldom  to  the  Opera. 
The  expense  is 

Stranger.  The  expense  is  inconsiderable 
when  you  possess  a  loge  on  the  grand  tier. 
(Giving  paper.)  Allow  me  to  present  yon 
with  a  perpetual  box. 

Redacteur.  Your  courtesy  is  simply  charm- 
ing! But  why  do  you  overwhelm  me  with 
these  obligations  ?  We  are  unknown  to  one 
another. 

Stranger  (with  a  bow).  Not  at  all.  Yon 
are  famous.  As  for  me — why  I  am  nothing. 
I  am  absolutely  valueless. 

lii'dacteur  (politely).  You  do  not  do  your- 
self justice.  I  will  be  bound  you  are  most 
valuable. 

Stranger.  Well,  perhaps  you  are  right. 
At  any  rate  1  can  fill  in  a  cheque— yes,  and 
with  four  or  five  figures'  I  will  snow  you. 
Permit  me. 

[Approach*  t  writing  materials,  and 
rapidly  complete*  draft. 

Redacteur,  And  for  whom  is  that  cheque  ? 

Stranger.  Read  the  name  to  whose  order  it 
is  nude  payable. 

Rfdacteur  (surprised  but  admiring).  Mine ! 
This  is  limply  marvellous.  And  are  you 
clever  enough  to  write  a  leader  ? 

Stranger.  Assuredly.  See  I  will  compose 
one  at  once.  (Sits  at  table,  knocks  nff  an 
article  and  hands  it  to  Redacteur).  What  do 
you  think  of  it  ? 

Redacteur  (smiling).  I  will  give  you  my 
opinion  when  I  see  it  in  type.  You  will  find 
it  in  the  Gamin  to-morrow.  Good  day  ! 

[Srene  closet  in  upon  a  tableau  suggest- 
ing at  once  delicacy  and  the  right 
understanding  of  commercial  prin- 
ciple*. 

HER  LATEST.— "The  silence  was  so  great," 
said  Mrs.  R.,  "you  could  have  picked  up  a 
pin!" 
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MINOR  POETRY  IN  THE  SERE 
AND  YELLOW  LEAF. 

A  candid  M.P.  ihoweth  cattse. 
FAIR  "Waitress  at  the  A.  B.  C., 

To  which  I  most  resort. 
Bring  me  a  roll  and  cup  of  tea — 

No  longer  bards  drink  port. 
No  more  the  lusty,  generous  vine 

In  bardicveins makes  summer; 
That's  why  Apollo's  lyre  divine 

Knows  hut  the  sorry  strummer. 

No  rich  libation  at  the  "  Cock," 

Degenerate  race,  we  pour. 
And  tea,  not  port,  at  five  o'clock, 

Is  what  we  all  adore. 
In  coffee,  tea,  and  lemon  squash 

TheMuse  ne'er  dips  her  laurel, 
So    what   we   write  is   either 
"  wash," 

Or  hopelessly  immoral. 

When  life,  each  quarter,  is  made 

put 

Of  still  more  jaundiced  hue. 
The  needy  bard  must  join  the 

shout. 

His  verse  be  jaundiced  too : 
But  tea's  the  spell,  these  latter 

times, 

As  of  some  fell  narcotic, 
That  makes  us  weave  our  ran- 
dom rhymes 
All  rotten,  or  neurotic. 

We     modern     bardlets,     tea- 
inspired. 

Condemn  th'  "  old-fashioned 

gang,"  [fired 

And  yet  we  miss  the  spark  that 

The  songs  our  fathers  sang  : 
Their  tastes  were  healthier  than 

their  sons', 

Their  rhymes  were  "none  so 

dusty,"  [buns, 

When  bards  ate  beef  instead  of 

And    loved    their    fine     old 

"  crusty." 

This  sere  and  yellow  poesy 
Faint  draws  its  sickly  breath, 


Le  Yellow  Book 


(AFricain)    Officiel 


ROMANS    POUR  LES  ANG-UO PHOBES 


Paris .  Ribot.Hanotaux  et  C* 


GRATIS 


'  M.  HANOTAUX,  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs,  will  shortly  have  distributed 
in  the  Chamber  and  the  Senate  a  Yellow  Book  relative  to  the  conventions 
recently  concluded  between  France  and  Great  Britain  for  the  delimitation  of 
their  respective  possessions  on  the  West  Coast  of  Africa." 

Our  Artist  could  not  be  restrained  from  designing  a  Cover,  which  we 
respectfully  offer  to  II.  Hanotaux, 


And— doctors  say— Society 
I  .Will  soon  acclaim  its  death : 
No  stone  upon  its  grave  we  '11 
-  tt  su .  place, 

But  tea-pots  at  each  corner — 
Fair   Waitress,  you  the  scene 
shall  grace 

As  chief,  and  only,  mourner. 


The  Jabez  ia  Coming. 
THE  JABEZ  s  coming    Oh  dear.! 

how  queer ! 
Is   JABEZ   a  -  coming  (     What 

cheer  ?  what  cheer? 
There's     nothing     much     left 

though  to  hear       We  fear. 
We  "11  believe  he  has  come  when 

he's  here. 

Hear !    Hear ! 


NOTE  BY  A  HIGHLY  CULTI- 
VATED BUT  UNSUCCESSFUL  DRA- 
MATIST.—About  the  most  fatal 
opinion  that  can  be  given  on  any 
play  is  to  say  that  "it  reads 
well."  A  play  that  is  "  a  treat 
to  read  "  is,  as  a  rule,  utter  bore- 
dom to  see ;  for  in  proportion  to 
the  success  in  the  study  is,  in  the 
majority  of  cases,  the  failure  OH 
the  stage. 

GAMP  TRIUMPHANT,  AND  JUS- 
TICE TO  AN  OLD  FRIEND  AT 
LAST  ! !— In  the  Times'  "  Court 
Circular"  lately  appeared  the 
information  that  "  Mrs.  Harrit 
had  the  honour  of  dining  with 
the  Queen  yesterday."  Now, 
and  henceforth,  the  immortal 
Mrs.  GAMP,  rising  "morally and 
physically,"  can  denounce  any 
"  bage  creetur  "  who  would  dare 
to  repeat  Mrs.  PRIG'S  "  memor- 
able and  tremendous  words," 
spoken  of  Mrs.  HARRIS,  the  dear 
friend  of  "  SAIHBY,"  ''  I  don't 
believe  there's  no  sichaperson." 


ANACREONTICS    FOR    ALL. 

SWIG  UP  THIS  (COCOA)  CUP  ! 

Ant—"  Drink  of  this  Cup." 
SWIG  up  this  cup — you  will  find  there 's  a  spell  in 
Its  dep*h«  for  the  ills  and  the  aches  of  mortality. 

Drink !    Of  dyspepsia's  dire  woes  you  '11 

be  well  in 
A  Yankee  split  second!    (No  fudge, 

but  reality). 
Would  you  forget  wine,  or  whiskey,  or 

gin? 
Only  skim  off  the  film  that  will  gather 

a-top  of  it, 

('Tis  merely _the  milk  in  coagulate  skin,) 
Then  stir  it  up  briskly  and  drain  every 
drop  of  it ! 

Swig  up  this  cup,  &c. 

Never  was  nectar-cup  brewed  with  such 

power, 

_  Or  philtre ;  while  here  nought  to  in- 

jure or  hurt  is  meant. 
Of  Cocoa  this  is  the  pure  pick  and  fine  flower. 

There's  no  starch  or  fat  in  it  (vide  Advertisement!). 
They  who  with  this  have  their  stomachs  well  filled 

Are  proof  against  hunger,  fatigue,  and  bad  weather, 
ibis  wonderful  draught  is  not  brewed  or  distilled, 
But  it  licks  all  the  liquors  and  cordials  together. 
Swig  up  this  cup,  &c. 

And  though,  perhaps,— but  oh  I  breathe  it  to  no  one!— 

Tis  stodgy  and  runs  to  obesity  awfully. 
If  you've  no  coat  to  your  turn-turn,  you'll  grow  one! 
rival  advertisements  tell  us  so — j awfully.) 


What  though  it  tasteth  insipid  and  tame  ? 

When  tea  is  taboo,  and  when  coffee 's  forbidden, 
Try  cocoa  from — well,  let  each  fill  up  the  name, 

There  are  fifty  at  least,  and  their  light  is  not  hidden ! 
Swig  up  this  cup,  &c. 

So  swig  up  the  cup  of — each  "  'Tiser  "  is  telling 

In  every  pajjer,  with  great  actuality, 
The  fame  of  hit  brand,  with  much  swagger  and  swelling, 

Other  ads.  may  be  fiction,  but  his  is  reality. 
So  swig  up  the  cup  when  you  breakfast,  tea,  sup, 

Of  so-and-so's  (string  of  superlatives)  cocoa  ! 
(I 'd  "give it  a  name,"  but  I  daren't  try  that  game, 

For  fear  of  severe  (editorial)  Toko). 
Swig  up  this  cup,  &o. 

LATEST  FROM  PARIS.—"  MOORE  of  Moore  Hall,  with  nothing  at 
at  all,"  has  not  "slain,"  nor  has  he 
"  foughten  with,"  nor  given  any  kind  of 
"  satisfaction"  to,  the  Dragon  of  Want- 
ley,  represented  (as  the  incident  is  to  be 
"  relegated  to  the  realms  of  comic  opera  ") 
on  this  occasion  by  the  Wictorious 
"  WHISTLER  Coon."  It  is,  however, 
reported  that  the  impressionist  artist, 
animated  by  the  sportsmanlike  desire  of 
getting  a  shot  at  something  or  somebody, 
the  MCNEIL,  or  JACQUES  LE  SIFFLEUB, 
would  like  to  engage  a  Moore  for  the 
shooting  season.  The  most  recent  wire 
reports.  "  No  Moore  at  present.  J.  McN.  W."  And,  probably,  here 
closes  the  incident. 

LAST  WEEK'S  BUSINESS. — Everything  very  much  up  in  the  City — 
especially  the  pavement  in  Cannon  Street. 
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"TO  PARIS  AND  BACK  FOR  NOTHING." 

(To  the  Editor  of  "  Punch.") 

SIB, — A  most  excellent  institution,  run  on  moral  lines,  has  recently 
been  advertising  "A  tour  on  the  Continent "  for  £5.  This  modest  sum 
is  to  cover  travelling  and  hotel  expenses,  and  no  doubt  has  been 
worked  out  on  the  most  virtuous  principles.  In  these  days  of  rapid 
progress,  however,  we  can  never  stand  still,  and'the  question  arises, 
Cannot  the  holiday  be  cheapened  ?  I  contend  it  can,  and  as  your 
paper  represents  the  human  race  in  general  and  the  British  public  in 
particular,  I  desire  to  make  known  my  discovery  through  your 
columns.  Of  course  "  Trips  for  nothing  " — the  journeys  I  wish  to 
organise — cannot  be  managed  without  a  little  thought  and  arrange- 
ment. For  my  purpose  it  is  best  not  to  insist  too  harshly  upon  the 
importance  of  truth  and  honesty.  After  all,  both  these  words  represent 
abstract  ideas,  that  may  be  necessary  for  publication,  but  need  not  be 
absolutely  accepted  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith. 

Without  further  preface  I  jot  down  my  programme.  Say  that  a 
would-be  traveller  without  means  desires  to  visit  the  Capital  of 
France  gratuitously.  I  would  have  him  present  himself  at  the 
Victoria  Station  irarbed  in  the  uniform  of  a  guard.  The  necessary 
costume,  on  application,  would  be  supplied  to  him  by  one  of  the 
agents  of  the  Unprincipled  Touring  Company — the  institution  it  is 
my  aim  to  establish.  Just  as  the  night  mail  was  starting  for  Dover 
he  would  enter  the  luggage- van,  and  then  all  would  be  clear  until  he 
reached  Paris.  He  would  accompany  the  boxes  and  portmanteaus  to 
Calais,  and  be  transferred  (being  registered)  to  the  Chemin  de  Fer  du 
Nbrd,  and  remain  undisturbed  until  he  reached  the  terminus. 

On  coming  out  of  the  van  he  would  be  met  by  one  of  the  agents  of 
the  Unprincipled  Touring  Company,  and  be  accused  of  being  a  spy. 
This  would  immediately  secure  his  arrest  and  safe  custody  in  a 
Parisian  police-station.  The  agent,  having  played  his  part,  would 
disappear.  It  would  now  become  the  duty  (and  I  trust  the  pleasure) 
of  the  would-be  traveller  to  look  after  himself  without  further 
assistance.  He  would  appeal  to  the  British  A mbawador.  He  would 
tell  his  simple  tale,  how  he  had  been  drugged  and  conveyed  in  a  state 
of  coma  to  the  luggage-van ;  how  he  had  no  money,  and  had  been 
FO  affected  bv  the  narcotics,  that  his  mind  had  become  a  perfect  blank. 
The  British  Minister  would,  doubtless,  ceouie  his  release,  and  supplv 
him  with  funds.  He  would  see  some  of  the  cheaper  sights  forwhirh 
Paris  is  celebrated,  and  then  return  home  by  an  inexp*  nsive  route, 
highly  delighted  with  his  adventures. 

It  will  doubtless  occur,  in  this  practical  age,  to  persons  having  evfn 
the  most  moderate  amount  of  brains,  that  hitherto  the  profits  of  the 
Unprincipled  Touring  Company  have  remained  nnmentioned. 
"Where  do  they  com*  in?  will  be  the  universal  question.  My 
answer  is  simply,  "  Hush  money."  The  would-be  traveller,  having 
availed  himself  of  the  services  of  the  proposed  organisation,  would, 
for  the  remainder  of  his  existence,  be  under  an  obligation  to  pay  as 
much  as  he  could  conveniently  (or  even  inconveniently)  spare  to  a 
society  which  had  secured  for  him  so  much  eemi-innocent  recrea- 
tion. 

It  may  be  advanced  by  ultra  purists  that  the  system  of  business 
that  would  be  inaugurated  by  the  U.  T.  C.  would  be  immoral.  To 
this  I  triumphantly  reply,  not  more  immoral  than  other  systems  in 
full  working  order  in  many  companies  of  the  highest  respectability 
compatible  with  limited  liability. 

I  remain,  yours  respectfully, 

A  PROMISING  PJBOMOTKB. 


WHICH  IS  THE  CORRECT  CARD  P 

IN  The  Theatre,  a  "  review  and  magazine  "  most  useful  as  well  as 
entertaining  to  all  interested  in  the  drama  at  home  and  abroad, 
there  appears,  in  the  critical  notice  of  what  is  just  now  successful  on 
the  Parisian  stage,  a  short  account  of  a  piece 
called  M.  le  Directeur.  "  It  it,"  says  the 
writer,  "  an  umuting  but  not  very  savoury 
skit  upon  the  life  of  the  petty  official,  and 
the  advantage  taken  by  the  head  of  a  public 
office  to  s^ibs<n•t•e  his  amorous  propensities  in 
the  management  of  his  department  and  the 
promotion  of  his  subordinates."  Quite  evi- 
dent from  this  what  sort  of  a  farcical  comedy 
it  must  be.  This  appears  at  p.  238.  But  at 
p.  246.  among  "  The  Echoes  from  the  Green 
Room,"  we  tind  that  this  piece,  M.  le  Direc- 
teur, which  is  at  present  "drawing  all  Paris 
to  the  Vaudeville  Theatre,  is  certainly  one  of 
the  most  amusing  plays,"  &o.  &o.,  and  it 
depends  for  its  success  more  upon  genuine 
humour  and  innocently  comic  incident  than  upon  salaciousness  of 
situation  or  untranslatable  wit."  Which  of  these  accounts  of  the 
same  play  is  the  correct  one  ? 


THE    JOYS    OF    ANTICIPATION. 

"WHEN  ABB  YOU  COMING  OUT  WITH  ME,  MUMMY?" 
"Nor  THIS  MORNING,  DARLING.    I  'v«  TOO  MUCH  TO  DO  I " 
"OH,  BUT  YOU  HUST,  MUMMY.     I  'v«  ALREADY  PUT  IT  IH  MY 
NEW  DIARY  THAT  YOU  DID!" 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  April  1. — There  is  about  JOHN  AIKD 
an  artlessness  of  look  and  manner  the  price  whereof  is  beyond  rubies. 
SAKK  fancies  it  is  the  beard  that  has  much  to  do  with  it.  When  you 
get  a  man  light-hearted  as  a  boy  endowed  with  long  greybeard,  com- 
plications certain  to  encue.  Amp's  beard  has  precisely  fame  preter- 
nat  urally  proper  look  whether  he  is  tilting  in  parish  church  listening 
to  sermon,  or  dancing  a  hornpipe  en  the  white  deck  of  the  P.  &  0. 
Caledonia.  Only  he  dances  better  than  the  average  rector  preaches. 

Just  the  man  to  take  part  in  the  old  Parliamentary  game  known  as 
asking  friendly  question.  Usually  played  with  Minister  taking  a 
hand.  If  Treasury  Bench  wants  to  bring  out  some  fact  or  appear- 
ance of  fact  Whip  gets  Member  on  hick  bench  to  put  question  on 
subject.  Pretty  to  fee  Minister  on  such  occasions ;  hit  startled  look 
>n  hearing  himself  addressed ;  his  glance  round  to  see  if  this  is  really 
bis  hon.  friend  who  is  presuming  to  trouble  him  with  what  might  be 
awkward  inquiry ;  then  his  slow,  almost  hesitating  answer  which 
effectually  corrects  a  calumny  or  nip  a  slander  i'  th'  bud. 

To-night,  in  view  of  pending  division  on  second  reading  Welsh 
Disestablishment  Bill  it  was  felt  desirable  to  produce  effect  of  over- 
whelming national  indignation  at  threatened  spoliation  of  the  Church. 
Since  Bill  introduced  petitions  against  it  bten  dribbling  in  from 
teeming  population  of  English  hamlets  sternly  saving  This  thing 
shall  not  be.  Apart  from  political  importance  of  question,  petitions 
lave  peculiar  interest  as  revealing  existence  of  unknown  clusters  of 
cottage  homes.  THOMAS  HABDT  never  invented  such  quaint,  chann- 
ng  names  as  the  industry  of  compilers  of  petitions  again«t  this  Bill 
lave  brought  to  light.  St.  Dogmaels,  St.  Twynnel's,  Pattiswiok, 
Seen  Sollars,  Chittlehamholt,  Hampton  Poyle.  Woodeaton,  Pawler's 
Pury,  Abbey  Dore,  Penwortham,  Lillingstone  Lovell,  Crockham  Hill. 
Weston-under-Penyard,  Itchen  Stoke,  Dunton  Green — names  musical 
with  the  sound  of  church  bells,  sweet  with  the  scent  of  newly  mown 
lay,  the  breath  of  cowslips. 

This  upheaval  of  the  people  on  behalf  of  Mother  Church  loses  its 
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effect  by  reason  of  ordinary  procedure  whereby  petitions  presented 
at  the  Table  are  straightway  thrust  into  a  sack,  and  carted  off  to  a 
lumber  room.  Thinir  to  do  was  to  get  Member  to  publicly  inquire 
from  Chairman  of  Petitions  Committee  how  the  matter  stood  in  the 
ledger  ;  how  many  petitions  against  Bill,  how  many  in  favour. 
Who  could  do  this  better  than  JOHN  AIBD  ?  So  he  put  question  to 
DALBYMPLE,  and  learned  with  dramatically  ill-concealed  surprise 
that  whilst  over  a  thousand  petitions  against  the  Bill  have  poured  in 
on  the  House,  not  one  had  been  received  in  its  favour.  It  is  true 
that  another  question  from  opposite  side  of  House  brought  out  fact 
that  at  least  one  of  these  State  documents  was  result  of  labours  of 
wife  of  Clerk  to  Guardians  of  St.  Asaph  Union,  who  had  been 
instrumental  in  obtaining  the  unbiassed  opinion  of  the  resident 
paupers  on  question  at  issue.  But  that  a  mere  detail. 

Business  done.—  Second  Reading  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill 
carried  by  majority  of  44  in  House  of  564  Members.  "  Clwych.' 
Clwych!"  roared  MASON,  and  was  with  difficulty  restrained  from 
singing  "  The  March  of  the  Men  of  Jfarlech." 

Tuesday.—  Evidently  in  for  another  dull  time.  Welsh  Disestablish- 
ment Bill  off,  enter  Irish  Land  Bill.  Time  precious  ;  business  press- 
ing ;  every  quarter  of  hour  worth  a  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer's 
ransom.  Ministers  anxious  above  all  things  to  get  along  with 
business.  JOHN  MOKLEY,  accordingly,  sets  useful  example  by  deliver- 
ing speech  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes  long.  This,  as  he  men- 
tioned, followed  upon  exorbitant  demands  on  patience  of  House 
when  he  introduced^  the  Bill.  CABSON,  not  to  be  outdone,  certainly 
not  to  be  blamed,  took  up  about  as  much  time.  Later  came  ST. 
JOHN  BBODBICX,  astonished  at  his  own  moderation  in  speaking  for 
only  seventy  minutes. 

"  This  is  not  debating,"  SAKE  says.  "It  is  just  making  speeches 
by  the  yard.  Hasn't  the  remotest  effect  upon  the  human  mind,  still 
less  upon  deliberate  action  of  House.  Isn't  even  pretence  of  a  fight  ; 
second  reading  will  be  passed  without  division  ;  Bill  will  go  to 
Committee  in  precisely  same  state  as  would  have  been  the  case  had 
it  been  read  a  second  time  before  dinner,  and  Members  spent  rest  of 
evening  in  bosom  of  their  families.  Towards  end  of  Session  there  will 
be  complaint  of  nothing  done.  At  least  Treasury  Bench  mustn't  lift 
up  its  voice  in  reproach  at  such  conclusion.  If  right  hon.  gentlemen 
set  us  such  evil  example,  they  mustn't  complain  if  we  follow  it." 

House  in  desolate  state  throughout  spirit-sapping  performance. 
TIM  HEALT  sat  it  all  out.  Contributed  almost  only  token  of  life  to 
the  dull  monotony.  In  dangerously  explosive  state.  If  anybody 
had  sat  on  safety-valve  would  have  burst  to  dead  certainty.  Happily 
got  off  a  few  life-saving  grunts  and  groans.  Played  sort  of  chorus  to 
CABSON  s  speech  and  BRODRICK'S  monologue.  They  severely  ignored 
Mm  —  treatment  which  had  no  effect  on  his  exuberance  of  spirits. 

"  Who  are  these  Irish  owners,"  BRODRICK  asked,  looking  severely 
across  table  at  JOHN  MORLEY,  "  who  want  to  buy  their  tenants' 
interest  in  order  to  sell  it  at  a  higher  price  ?  " 

"  I  '11  give  you  their  names,"  cried  TIM,  after  the  fashion  of  the 
naughty  boy  safe  at  the  outer  edge  of  a  crowd. 

..  "I  defy  the  right  hon. 
gentleman  to  produce  a 
single  instance,  BBODBICK 
continued,  taking  no  notice 
of  TIM. 

''I'll  give  you  half  a 
dozen,"  shouted  TIM,  ever 
ready  to  oblige,  though 
leaving  it  in  doubt  whether 
the  half  dozen  he  offered 
were  lashes  or  other  in- 
stances. Then  the  police- 
man, in  shape  of  SPEAKEB, 
appeared  on  scene,  and  for 
awhile  there  was  silence  on 
the  back  benches,  and  dull- 
ness regained  its  swav. 

Business  done.  —  Second 
Reading  Irish  Land  Bill 
moved. 

_  Thursday.  —  For  illustra- 
tion of  soft  answer  that 
turneth  away  wrath,  CAW- 
MEL  -  BANNEBMAN'S  reply 

Campbell-B-mnerman    and    his    National  \™%,  n°w  on  the  shamrock 
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Emblem    (Unstated  to  the   Convenience    of  JR?1^11*  Perfftmits  way 
a  Button-hole).  Ane  neart  of  Ireland  stirred 

,        .  by  fresh  stories  of  how  her 

sons,  turning  up  on  parade  on  St.  Patrick's  Day  proudly  wearing 
shamrock,  were  ordered  by  brutal  Saxon  officers  to  "  fling  it  on  the 
ground.      IIM  HBALY  had  cases  brought  under  his  notice.    Never 
}  tor  this  branch  of  United  Ireland  to  appear  as  sole  champion  of 
national  rights  in   this  matter.      So  wearisome  WILLIE  REDMOND 
swaggers  on  scene  with  another  case. 
A  delicate  subject  for  SECBETABY  OF  STATE  FOB  WAB  to  handle 


On  one  hand,  discipline  must  be  maintained.  On  the  other,  national 
sentiment  must  not 
be  affronted,  espe- 
cially when  repre- 
sented in  House  by 
sufficient  votes  to 
turn  the  scale  in 
any  division.  CAW- 
MEL  -  BANNEBMAN 
not  only  said  right 
thing,  but  said  it 
in  right  way.  "  I 
myself,"  he  mur- 
mured with  pret- 
tily apologetic  air, 
"  stand  in  a  some- 
what neutral  posi- 
tion, because  I  be- 
long to  a  country 
whoee  national 
emblem  does  not 
lend  itself  to  the 
convenience  of  the 
button-hole." 

House  laughed 
at  idea  of  CAWMEL- 
BANNEBMAN  bust- 
ling in  on  St.  An- 
drew's Day  with 
bunch  of  thistles 
in  his  button-hole. 
With  the  laugh 
the  battle  was  won ; 
what  might  have 
been  in  less  skilful 
hands  an  awkward 
incident  passed 
off  amid 

laughter.  Business  done. — Still  explaining  why  we  are  not  going 
to  oppose  Second  Reading  Irish  Land  Bill,  though  we  regard  it  as 
most  revolutionary  and  dangerous  measure  of  recent  times. 

Friday. — Second  reading  Irish  Land  Bill  through  at  last.  Passed 
stage  without  division,  which  seems  odd  considering  apprehension 
with  which  Opposition  regard  it.  Situation  largely  du«  to  BOANEBGES 
RUSSELL,  one  of  few  men  who  understand  Bill.  Explained  it  in 
luminous  speech,  like  some  others  thrown  away  on  scanty  audience. 
BOANEBQES  later  indicated  his  impartial  attitude  by  seating  himself 
between  landlord  and  tenant,  represented  by  JOSEPH  of  Birming- 
ham and  son  AUSTEN.  JOE  incidentally  mentions  he  has  only  one 
tenant,  that  is  AUSTEN,  "who,"  he  added,  with  plaintive  note, 
which  found  echo  with  the  Irish  landlords,  "  pays  no  rent,  and  is 
always  coming  down  on  me  for  compensation." 

Business  done. — Irish  Land  Bill  read  second  time. 


•  gpjjjai          T.  W.  Russell  between  Landlord  and  Tenant. 


LITERARY  "FOOD  AND  FEEDING." 

THE  present  generation  affirms  that  it  cannot  away  with  Pickwick, 
and  is  not  attracted  by  Vanity  Fair.  The  balance  of  modern 
opinion  would  be  rather  in  favour  of  THACKERAY  than  "f  DICKENS. 
Take,  for  example,  the  two  works  already  quoted,  Pickirick  and 
Vanity  Fair.  A  common  modern  objection  made  to  Pickwick  is, 
that  the  characters  in  Pickwick  are  perpetually  guttling  or  imbibing, 
or  both  simultaneously.  This  is,  to  a  certain  extent,  true.  But  how 
about  THACKEBAY'S  characters  in  Vanity  Fair  ?  A  careful  student 
has  sent  us  a  list  of  the  numerous  eatings  and  drinkings  in  both 
novels.  In  Pickwick,  reckoning  from  the  brandy-and-water  par- 
taken of  by  Mr.  Jingle,  at  the  Pickwickians'  expense,  after  the  scene 
with  the  pugnacious  hackney-coachman,  and  finishing  with  the 
breakfast  that  celebrated  the  marriage  of  Mr.  Snodgrass  with  Miss 
Emily  Wardle,  there  are  exactly  (so  we  are  informed)  one  hundred 
and  one  instances  of  drinking  and  eating ;  some  of  them  being  of 
drinking  only,  unqualified. 

In  Vanity  Fair,  from  the  introduction  of  Miss  Pinkerton's 
"seed  cake,"  to  Becky  taking  Amelia  a  cup  of  tea,  ride  chapter 
sixty- seven,  we  learn,  on  the  same  authority,  that  there  are  one 
hundred  and  fifteen  cases  "  allowed  for  refreshment"  in  some  form 
or  other. 

A  collection  of  the  meals  of  heroes  and  heroines  in  the  most  popular 
works  of  fiction,  and  menus  compiled  therefrom,  might  be  found 
interesting,  especially  if  carefully  criticised  by  Sir  HENRY  THOMPSON 
in  a  separate  chapter  to  be  added  to  the  next  edition  of  his  really 
invaluable  work,  namely,  Food  and  Feeding.  Do  the  modern 
novelists  feed  their  characters  as  plentifully  as  did  DICKENS  and 
THACKERAY  theirs?  Be  this  as  it  may,  these  two  great  Twin 
Brethren— so  utterly  dissimilar  in  everything  except  in  the  possession 
of  the  gift  of  genius — fed  their  readers  well  and  bountifully. 
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IMPROVING   THE    SHINING    HOUR. 

The  New  Governess.    "WHAT  ARK  THB  COMPARATIVE  AND  SUPER- 
LATIVE OF  BAD,  BKRTT?" 
Berty  (the  Doctor's  son).  "  BAD — WORSE— DEAD  I  " 


A  CHINO-JAPANESE  CALENDAR. 

(for  the  next  Ten  rears.) 

1895.  Treaty  of  peace  signed  between  China  and  Japan,  on  the 
basis  of  the  opening  up  of   Chinese  territory  and  introduction  of 
machinery  into  the  Celestial  Empire.    The  Japanese  prophesy  that 
the  compact  will  ultimately  prove  to  be  for  the  benefit  of  the  Chinese. 

1896.  Japan  floods  China  with  home-made  merchants,  who  obtain 
an  enormous  trade. 

1897.  England,  America  and  France  follow  suit,  and,  after  a 
pause,  the  remainder  of  the  civilized  world  adopt  the  prevailing 
fashion. 

1898.  Japanese  China   becomes    over-populated,  thanks  to  _the 
foreign  invasion,  and  there  is  much  discontent  amongst  the  original 
inhabitants. 

1899.  The  foreigners,  having  secured  all  the  possible  trade  that 
could  be  obtained,  commence  the  erection  of  manufactories. 

1900.  Japanese  China  challenges  Birmingham,  Glasgow,  Lyons, 
and  Marseilles  on  their  own  ground,  and  holds  its  own.     It  claims  to 
be  one  of  the  most  productive  places  on  the  face  of  the  universe. 

1901.  The  introduction  of  machinery  having  thrown  the  teeming 
millions  of  Japanese  China  out  of  work,  there  is  great  discontent 
amongst  them. 

1902.  An  enterprising  citizen  of  the  United  States  of  America 
projects  an  emigration  scheme  for  supplying  the  outer  world  with  the 
superfluous  population  of  Japanese  China. 

1903.  The  scheme  of  the  citizen  of  the  U.  8.  A.  proves  a  great 
success,  and  sixty  millions  of  Chino-Japanese  are  conveyed  to  the 
two  worlds,  the  old  and  the  new. 

1904.  The  original  inhabitants  of  Europe  and  America,  undersold 
by  the  Chino-Japanese,  are  ousted  from  their  positions  and  left  with- 
out work.    Consequently,  great  prosperity  of  the  Chino-Japanese. 

1905.  Fulfilment  of  the  prophecy,  that  the  treaty  of  peace  between 
China  and  Japan  signed  in  1895  was  "  really  for  the  Benefit  of  the 
Chinese." 


WONT 'WASH! 

Or,  The  British  Laundress's  Lament. 

[There  U  talk  of  a  eompanv  for  taking  our  laundry-work  nrer  to  Holland, 
wMhinr  it  thrre,  and  returning  it  to  the  owners  at  a  leM  oott  than  it  oan  be 
done  for  at  home.] 

IK  matters  of  laundry  the  fault  of  them  Dutch, 

Is  charging  too  little,  and  grabbing  too  much  ! 

They  'd  collar  onr  collars,  cut  off  with  our  shirta  1 

The  beart  of  a  true  washerwoman  it  hurts 

To  think  of  Frown  taking  our  time-honoured  tub. 

What,  travel  to  Holland  to  get  rub  and  scrub, 

While  soap  and  strong  arms  mav  in  Britain  be  found  V 

It 's  worse  than  them  Stores !    Furrineers  may  be  found 

To  do  dirtv  work  on  the  cheap.  I  've  no  donbt ; 

But  can  old  JOHN  BULL  know  just  what  he 's  about 

In  sending  our  work  from  his  shores  in  this  way  F 

I  'm  sure  it  won't  wash,  and  I  'ope  it  won't  pav ! 

Shall  we  to  Mynheer  »nd  bis  frowsy  Frpw  truckle. 

While  one  English  woman  has  arm.  wrist,  and  knuckle  f 

Forbid  it,  my  sisters  !    My  patriot  'eart 

Is  up  in  my  mouth  at  this  ojus  new  start. 

There  is  an  old  proverb,  and  what  do  it  say  ? 

It  is  the  true  laundress's  motter.  T  say. 

But  what  in  the  world  to  JOHN  BULL  oan  'ave  come 

If  he  can't  tcash  hit  own  dirty  linen  at  'ome  t 


A  MISMANAGED  ACCIDENT. 

HAVE  just  discovered  that  the  prettv  girl  I  met  at  the  dance  the 
other  ni»ht  is  a  lady  nurse  at  Charing  Cross  Hospital.  Such  a  nice 
girl!  What  a  charming  nurse  she  must  be  I  Almost  wish  I  wag 
laid  up  at  the  hospital.  In  fact,  quite  wish  it.  Bnt  T  can't  be. 
Another  outrage  on  the  miserable,  downtrodden,  m'Hdle  class.  If  I 
were  one  of  the  fortunate,  pampered  masses,*  a  Working  Man.  I 
should  be  nursed  by  her,  if  I  were  ill,  and  bv  others,  perhaps,  like 
her.  Stay !  There  is  a  chance.  If  I  could?  be  damaged  in  an 
accidf  nt — not  too  much  damaged — and  carried  to  the  hospital,  they 
must  look  after  me,  and  nurse  me.  They  couldn't  help  themselves. 
Northumberland  Avenue — the  very  place !  Never  cross  it  without 
being  nfarhr  run  over. 

Go  straight  there  and  look  eagerly  for  the  usual  rushing  hansoms. 
Here's  one.  Stroll  in  front  of  if.  Driver  pulls  aside,  shouts  and 
swears  at  me,  and  goes  on.  Reflect  that  some  caution  is  neces- 
•ary.  If  the  wheel  went  over  my  neck,  even  ber  ministrations  would 
be  useless.  Must  be  run  over  judiciously.  Better  only  be  knocked 
down.  Stroll  across  road  again.  Here  comes  one.  Shouts  from 
driver.  A  large  splash  of  mud  in  mv  eye.  And  that's  all.  These 
cabmen  drive  so  absurdly  well.  They  pull  up.  or  pull  aside,  or 
pull  somewhere  instantly.  Wipe  mv  eye.  and  then  see  something 
better.  Old  lady's  brougham,  from  the  suburb",  driven  by  the  sort 
of  coachman  who  also  work"  in  the  garden.  He  won't  be  able  to  pull 
aside  quicklv.  Stroll  in  front  of  horse.  Shouts  from  gardening 
coachman.  Horse  nearly  on  me.  Suddenly  pnlled  back  bv  fusty 
policeman,  who  says  I  had  a  narrow  escape.  Hang  the  fellow,  of 
course  I  did !  Am  obliged  to  give  him  ten  shillings  for  his  prompt 
action.  Begin  to  despair  of  this  accident.  Stroll  on  nearly  in  Em- 
bankment. Immense  van  coming  along  »t  a  trot.  Much  too  heavy. 
I  should  be.  smashed  flat.  And  this  driver  seems  to  want  to  ran 
over  me.  Escape  with  diflfieultv  by  jumping  aside.  At  that  moment 
something  bits  my  leirs,  I  am  thrown  down,  and  a  wheel  passes  over 
my  foot.  It  it  a  eo«termonger's  donkey-cart  which  was  racing  the 
van.  How  ignominious !  To  be  knocked  down  by  a  donkey  and  run 
over  by  a  truck!  Very  painful  too.  Feel  as  if  I  should  faint. 
Picked  up  by  sympathetic  people  who  ru«h  to  me.  Say  feebly  to 
them,  "  Take  me  to  the  hospital."  Then  faint. 

After  a  short  time  open  my  eves.  Am  being  carried  in  somewhere. 
At  last !  I  shall  forget  the  pain.  I  am  in  the  hospital.  She  will 
nurse  me!  She— oh,  heavens!  Though  I  have  planned  it  all, 
suppose  I  ought  to  murmur,  "Where  am  IP"  Do  «o.  "In  St. 
Thomas's  Hospital,"  ssvs  somebody. 

A  fortnight  later.— And  I  am  in  it  still 

ACCOKBINO  to  a  paragraph  last  week  in  the  Wettmmtter  Oatettt, 
quoting  from  the  Australian  Renew  of  Serietci.  it  appears  that  the 
Earl  of  YABMOtTTH  has  been  making  a  sensation  in  the  Colonies  as  a 
"  Skirt-dancer."  Queer  fish  this  nobleman !  belongs  to  the  Bloater 
Aristocracy.  __^_ 

A  NOBLB  PLCTIGKB.— One  day  last  week  in  the  Timtt  appeared  an 
article  headed  "  Lord  Hayleigh  on  Wares."  Rather  early  for  sea- 
bathing, eh  ?  Evidently  so,  such  prominence  having  been  given  to 
the  faet  by  the  leading  journal. 
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"BETTER    LATE    THAN    NEVER. 

Mr.  Punch  (welcoming  Miss  Spring-tiine),    'GLAD  TO  SEB  *ou,  MY  DEAR  I    BEGAN  TO  THINK  YOU  WERE  NEVER  COMING  ! " 
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"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  XI. — AFTER   BANK   HOLIDAY. 


"BETTER  LATE  THAN  NEVER." 

Mr,  Punch  to  Miss  Spring: — 

WELL,  here  you  are  at  last,  dear!    Are  the  biting  blizzards  past, 

dear? 

And  will  yon  guarantee  us  from  subjection  to  the  plumber  ? 
Will  no  casual  icy  splinter  from  the  serried  spears  of  Winter 

Put  a  chill  upon  your  smile,  and  spoil  the  promise  of  the  Summer  'r 
We  "ve  been  waiting  worn  and  weary,  till  e'en  cuckoo-songs  sound 

cheery, 

And  belated  almond-blossoms  show  like  roses  of  Cashmere : 
And  the  cockney  chaunt  now  flowing,  "  All- a- blowing  anda-grow- 

ing  I " 

Falls  far  sweeter  than  MASCAGSI  upon  London's  longing  ear. 
Where  on  earth  have  you  been  hiding?    We  are  in  no  mood  for 

chiding, 
But  mid-April's  rather  late,  dear,  for  what  should  have  come 

in  March ! 

What  malignant  hocus-pocus  has  kept  back  the  plucky  crocus. 
Whose  gold  is  scarce  yet  bursting  from  the  beds  the  winds  still 

parch? 
After  that  six  weeks  cold  snap,  dear,  of  fast  frozen  pipe  and  tap, 

dear, 

When  back  to  barbarism  and  to  bathlessness  fate  drove  us. 
And  we  sicklier  grew,  and  surlier,  if  you  *d  come  a  lettle  earlier, — 
Well,  let  bygones  now  be  bygones  1    But  0  Spring  sweet  1  an  you 

love  us, 

Come— at  last,  dear— a  la  HKRRICK,  with  such  influence  atmospheric 
As  will  slay  the  Influenza ;  with  such  fragrance  from  your  flowers, 
As  will  knock  Malaria  silly ;  let  your  dear  daffydown-dilly 

From  eur  bodies  drive  bacilli,  and  the  blight  from  out  our  bowers. 
Slay  our  Microbes,  Spring,  and  bless  us  I    Like  a  clinging  Shirt  of 

Nessus 

Morbid  sickliness  surrounds  us  in  our  lives,  our  books,  our  art. 
Oh,  if  sunshine  and  your  breezes  might  but  slay  our  soul-diseases, 

Oust  the  pestilent  miasma  that  Dervades  the  home,  the  mart ; 
Neutralise  the  nauseous  virus  whose  developments  so  tire  us  ; 

Disinfect  the  New  Parnassus,  purge  the  New  Pierian  Spring, 
Bring  us  honesty  and  health,  dear,  why  for  all  our  wit  and  wealth, 

dear, 

We  might  love  like  Nature's  lovers,  and  like  Nature's  poets  sing. 
Ah !  we  need  Spring's  prophylactic! — But  I  'm  getting  too  didactic 

For  a  sunny  April  morning,  and  a  sweet  young  thing  like  you. 
My  dear,  the  London  Season,  wrapped  and  furred  out  of  all  reason. 
Has  been  waiting,  decked  like  Winter,  with  a  nose-tip  neaily  blue  ; 


Waiting,  waiting    for    your   coming.     Sweet   as    bees  in  clover 

humming 

Is  the  first  sound  of  your  footfall.    Most  spontaneous  of  passions 
Is  the  love  for  you,  yon  darling.    You  will  bring  the  thrush  and 

starling, 
And  the  young  leaves  and  the  young  lambs,  aid,  what 's  better — 

the  Spring  Fashions  !  !  ! 
So  no  wonder  that  she  greets  you  with  effusion  when  she  meets  you. 

Ah,  Spring !  'tis  not  your  macs,  and  your  daff  idils  and  stocks. 
Or  the  tender  leaves  the  trees  on,  that  most  maves  Miss  London 

Season, 
'Tis  the  hope  of  "rippin"'  frolics  and  the  thought  of  ."  trotty  " 

frocks. 
But  an  old  man's  heart,   my  treasure,    beats   to   quite    another 

measure, 
Still  my  sympathies,  dear  Spring,  are  with  the  youngsters  and 

with  you. 
They  are  looking  for  love's  playtime,  and  the  merry,  merry  May-time, 

And  the  popular  R.  A.  time,  and  the  whole  tohu-bohu ! 
Bring  the  girls  delights    aa  dowry,  may  their   social   paths   be 

flowery. 

And  your  silver  drops  the  only  tears  they  need  to  look  upon. 
So  they're    wholesome,  may  they  nourish;  and  may   all   Spring 

influence  nourish 
True  manhood  and  pure  womanhood,  and— there,  my  preaching  'i 

done! 
We  need  a  true  Spring  Clean,  sweet.    Give  us  parks  and  gardens 

green,  sweet. 
And  laughter,  like  your  bird-songs  pure,  un-satyr-like,  though 

clever, 
Bless  our  boys,  our  girls,  our  babies,  yes — and  bring  ut  back  our 

JABXZ, 
And  we '11  pardon  your  delay,  and  say  'tis  better  late  than  never  1 


OPPOBTUNTTT  LOST  BT  MR.  JUSTICE  HAwnits  DTTRDTG 
CASE  WHEN  His  LORDSHIP  MIGHT  HAVE  PUT  IT  TO  THE 
"  Gentlemen,  what  is  the  difference,  or,  as  there  has  been  no 
let  us  say  what  is  the  distinction  between  a  costumier  and  a 
anxious  to  arrange  his  shop-front  to  the  best  advantage  ? 
men,  I  will  not  detain  you,  it  is  this :  The  costumier  meet* 
dresses  ;  the  butcher  '  dresses  out '  the  meats.    Gentlemen, 
discharged." 

To  CHARITABLE  CHESS-PLATEBS.— A  good  move  at  Eastei  time  is 
— "  cheque  to  his  Bishop." 


RKCKNT 

JUST.— 

quarrel, 
butcher 
Gentle- 
out  the 
you  are 
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BLIND    ALLEY-GORIES. 

BY  DUNNO  WAHRIAR. 

(Translated  from  the  original'  Lappish  by  Mr.  Punch's  own 
Hyperborean  Enthusiast. ) 

INTBODUCTOBY  NOTE. 

IT  affords  me  no  ordinary  gratification  to  be  the  humble  instrument 
in  rendering  these  exquisitely  obscure  prose-poems— reeking  as  they 
are  with  the  self-consciousness  of  so  magnificently  triumphant  an 
Ego— into  the  English  tongue,  though  I  am  fully  aware  of  the  diffi- 
culty of  preserving  all  the  mystical  unintelligibility  of  the  original. 

DUNNO  WAHBIAR  is 
perhaps  the  most  re- 
markable personality 
that  his  native  Lapland 
has  yet  produced.  He 
first  saw  the  light  on 
April  1,  1879,  at  Kan- 
dalax,  so  that  he  may 
still  be  called  compara- 
tively young.  His  _  im- 
pressionable, sensitive 
soul  broke  out  in  early 
revolt  against  the  train- 
oil  and  tallow  which 
formed  the  traditionary 
nutriment  of  his  family 
circle,  and  in  1883  we 
find  him  casting  off  the 
shackles  of  convention- 
ality and  escaping  to 
Sweden  in  his  sledge- 
perambulator.  There 
he  has  lived  ever  since, 
and  has  already  secured 
a  foremost  place  among 
the  greatest  physiolo- 
gical psychologists  of 
Scandinavia.  As  a  mor- 
bid pathologist,  he  sur- 
passes SIKINDBBEO; 
while  in  neurotic  sensi- 
tivism,  he  has  hustled 
HANSSON  into  a  back 
seat ;  easily  beaten 
BJOBNSON  in  diagnosis 
of  the  elusive  emotions ; 
and  taken  the  indiges- 
tible cake  of  slack- 
baked  symbolism  from 
the  master  hand  of  IB- 
SKN  himself !  Small 
wonder,  then,  that  the 
commonest  penwiper 


containing  issues  from 
his  pen  is  eagerly  sought 
after  by  admirers  of  such  effusions. 

He  belongs  ('tis  true)  to  the  Literary  Upper  Crust,  and  is  for  the 
few  rather  than  the  many  ;  while  so  absolute  has  been  his  fidelity  to 
the  principles  of  his  art,  that  he  has  published  every  one  of  his  works 
at  a  considerable  pecuniary  loss. 

Need  I  say  more  to  ensure  for  him  that  respectful  admiration 
which  the  public  is  ever  ready  to  lavish  upon  anything  they  fail  to 
understand  P 

Let  me  rather  efface  myself   and  leave  DUNNO  WAHBIAB— or 

Young  GABNAWAY,"  as  is  his  self-adopted  pseudonym— to  unfold 
the  rhythmic  charm  of  his  own  inimitable  incomprehensibility. 


"  What  are  you  seeking  for  so  late  ?  "  asked  he  ;  "  your  face  looks 
so  long  and  solemn,  and  your  eyes  are  hollow  and  full  of  woe.  Have 
you  been  having  anything  indigestible  for  supper  ?  " 

"  I  am  in  trouble  about  Humanity,"  I  replied ;  "  for,  though  I 
loathe  and  despise  them  individually,  collectively  I  love  them 
dearlv." 

"What's  the  matter  with  Humanity?"  asked  the  God,  as  he 
squatted  amid  the  celery. 

" They  are  growing  so  deadly  dull,"  I  answered.  "I  am  Young 
GABNAWAY,  the  Pessimistic  Prose  Poet,  and  it  pains  me  to  see  how 
utterly  they  have  lost  their  perception  of  the  ridiculous,  which  is  the 
backbone  of  real  enjoyment.  So  I  came  out  to  see  if  by  any  chance 

the  backbone  was  hid- 
den under  one  of  the 
flower-pots." 

The  Period-God  once 
more  pervaded  the  end- 
less space  that  glittered 
in  darkling  infinitude 
round  about  and  right 
ahead  of  him.  It  seemed 
to  me,  when  he  returned, 
that  he  had  been  laugh- 
ing ;  but  suddenly  I  saw 
him  pull  himself ;,. to- 
gether, and  frown.  <_  .. 
And  from  afaragurg- 
ling  rose  through  the 
gloom,  and  darknessfell 
upon  my  back-garden, 
knocking  a  basilisk  off 
the  waterbutt,  and 
above  the  garden-walls 
there  appeared  a  crowd 
of  rude  persons,  in  pot 
hats,  with  red  lolling 
tongues  and  wide  grin- 
ning mouths,  holding 
their  sides  with  inex- 
tinguishable mirth.  All 
at  once  the  giggles 
turned  into  the  booing 
of  Philistines,  and  there 
was  a  fantastic  shadowy 
horseplay,  which  rolled 
nearer  and  nearer. 

1  saw  many  myriads 
of  spectral  kitten  forms, 
and  unsubstantial  egg 
shapes  rushing  towards 
me  through  the  air. 
Instinctively  I  ran  in- 
doors and  gripped  the 
umbrella  from  its  cor- 
ner, and  stood  on  guard. 
Then  I  heard  some- 
one chuckling  quiteclose 
And  the  booing  hushed, 


I  saw  many  myriadi  of  spectral  kitten  forms  and  unsubitantial  egg-shapes." 


BLIND  ALLEY-GORY  THE  FIRST. 

THE  LOST  BACKBONE. 

One  summer  evening,  when  the  moon  was  at  the  full,  and  cloud- 
shadows  glided  imperceptibly  over  the  chimney-pots,  as  curses  that 
havef9und  no  utterance  and  come  dejectedly  home  to  roost,  I  wan- 
dered into  my  back-garden,  and  caught  the  God  of  the  Period  napping 
in  the  moonshine  on  one  of  my  celery-beds. 

He  rose  up  suddenly  and  reposed  awhile  in  space,  with  his  head 
resting  on  the  back  of  the  Great  Bear,  and  one  foot  on  the  arm  of 
Cassiopeia's  Chair,  while  with  the  other  he  skimmed  the  cream  off  the 
Milky  Way.  And  he  seemed  to  be  everywhere  and  yet  nowhere  in 
particular,  and  he  said  nothing,  and  I  was  afraid  to  make  a  remark 
—and  there  was  no  sound,  save  that  of  the  boundless,  inconceivable 
silence  which  was  rumbling  round  the  corner. 

Presently  he  came  down  to  the  celery-bed  once  more. 


to  me,  chuckling  softly,  but  unmistakably. 

and  the  gloom  lightened,  and  the  garden-roller  glimmered  faintly 
in  the  moonlit  summer  night,  and  inside  the  lawn-mower  lay  the  God 
of  the  Period  crying  with  uncontrollable  laughter. 

"  When  the  time  comes,"  he  said,  "  when  mankind  gets  weary  of 
Paraded  Pessimism,  and  the  Big  Scandinavian  Boom  has  burst,  then 
I  will  conjure  forth  the  Great  Guffaw  ;  and  then  it  will  be  time  for 
all  Dyspeptic  Decadents  to  get  under  their  umbrellas— just  as  you 
did  awhile  ago,  for  manXind  will  have  recovered  its  sense  of 
humour,  and  will  decline  to  tike  them  seriously.  But  you  had  much 
better  leave  off  bothering  your  head  about  that  lost  backbone,  for 
you  won't  be  happy  when  they  get  it !  " 

And  while  1  was  taking  off  my  goloshes  indoors,  I  heard  again  the 
sound  of  snapping  celery  sticks,  as  the  Period-God  rolled  on  the 
bed  in  ecstasies  of  stifled  merriment,  and  I  wondered  at  intervals 
what  it  was  all  about. 


FOB  OUTWABD  APPLICATION. — "'A  MAN  may  change  his  skies,' 
as  the  Roman  poet  puts  it,"  quoth  the  Daily  Telegraph,  "  but  he 
does  not  so  easily  change  his  habits."  The  Academy  is  about  to 
open.  The  pictures  will  soon  be  hung.  Varnishing  day  comes,  with 
list  chance  for  alteration.  Then  comes  in  Latin  poetic  proverb, 
"  A  man  may  change  his  skies,  but,  do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  alter 
that  peculiar  style  that  marks  the  work  as  his,  and  nobody  else's." 


NEW  PBOVKRB. — All 
dull  joy. 


'problem"  and  no  "play"  makes  drama  a 
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SHOCKING    HEATHENISM. 

Rector.   "  So   YOU  OO  UP  TO  TOWN  NEXT   MONTH,  MlSS   MARY.      HOW  I   BNTT  TOD  I      AND  OF  OOURSI  YOU  'LL  ATTIND  TH«  MAT 

Miss  Afary,  "MAY  MBETINOS  ?    OH  DBAR  NO  I    THOUGH  I  AUOBB  Houis,  I  QCITC  DISAPPROVE  OF  JUoiro,  DON'T  TOU  KNOW!" 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

THR  Baron  heartily  welcomes  the  appearance  of  Happy  Thought! 
in  French,  under  the  very  attractive  style  and  title  of  Prtdoline.  No 
fear  now  of  the  entente  cordials  between  England  and  France  being 
disturbed ;  and  that  is  indeed  une  "penste  "  la  plat  "  heureute  "  ou 
"  ingenieuse."  The  dialogue  with  the  patient  angler  who  remains 
in  the  middle  of  the  stream  day  after  day,  and,  probably,  night  after 
night,  is  quite  a  little  lesson  in  French. 

' '  Pris  quelque  chote  t '  '  Rien.'  '  Pas 
mordu  du  tout  f '  '  Une  fois,  )i  croii.'  Le 
pecheur  n'a  pas  perdu  son  calme,  mats  ton  air 
n'a  rien  de  triomphant." 

And  the  world  goes  on  and  the  mouvement 
continues,  and  ever  and  anon  the  Happy 
Thoughter,  returning  to  the  river,  finds  the 
f-ame  man  in  the  same  boat  in  almost  the  same 
position.  Then,  before  retiring  for  the  night, 
the  H.  T.  takes  one  turn  on  the  lawn,  "pour 
m'asturer,"  he  says,  "  que  je  ne  laisse  rien 
derriere  moi.  Ah  si!  j»  laisse  Vhomme  au 
bachut,  toujours  sa  ligne  en  main,  II  avail, 
parait-il,  un  pen  redescendu  le  courant. 
'  Bonne  peche  f  '  '  Non.'  '  Pris  quelque 
chose  f '  l  Hieii.'  "  Those  who  read  tl  entre 
les  lignes"  may  see  in  this  figure  of  unre- 
warded patience  and  perseverance  more  than 
meets  the  eye.  M.  AUBELIEN  DE  COTHWOH  has 
done  his  work  excellently  well,  "  avec  Fau- 
torisation  de  I'auteur." 
"Frulohne."  I  found  a  book 

number  of  others  put  aside  to  be  read  at     

The  title  attracted  me—  Clove  Pink.  Its  leaves  are  9f  last  autumn, 
but  the  story  they  tell  is  for  ever.  It  is  admirably  written ;  its  word- 
painting  is  the  work  of  a  true  artist :  but  beginning  brightly  and 
gladly,  as  do  the  lives  of  the  young  hero  and  heroine,  it  ends  sadly 
But  sweetly.  It'  you  are  not  averse  to  a  simple,  well-told  tale,  with 
stirring  incidents  of  modern  warfare,  graphically  narrated,  that 
stand  out  in  startling  contrast  to  the  scenes  of  quiet  English  rural 
life,  a  story  whose  pathos  and  simple  truth  will  touch  you  deeply, 
read  Clove  Pink,  says  THE  BABON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


I  found  a  book  on  my  table  lying  among  a 
«,M«  *«  v«,  ,„„,]  .»  "  a  more  convenient  season." 


VERY  CATCHING. 

Is  the  Times  of  Monday,  April  8,  appeared  an  advertisement 
headed  "  Lent,  Lent— Fish,  Fish."  This  meant,  of  course,  that  the 
season  was  Lent,  not  that  the  fishmonger  was  a  lender  of  fish.  And 
for  the  season  it  was  Holy  Week, 
i.e.  last  week  of  Lent.  Then  it 
goes  on  "  Have  you  ordered  your 
Good  Friday's  Dinner  t  If  not, 
do  so  at  once."  Excellent  and  most 
timely  advice,  seeing  it  was  given 
on  the  Monday  preceding  Good 
Friday.  So  tar  so  good ;  but  then 
comes  "  a  reason  why  "  which  appa- 
rently quite  upsets  the  kettle  of 
fish.  Here  is  the  extract : — 

"Having  made  contracts  with  a 
number  of  the  leading  trawl  and  line 
fishermen  to  take  the  whole  of  their 
prime  tish  caught  during  Easter  week," 
to.,  &c. 

What  on  earth  is  the  good  of  fish 
caught  in  Easter  Week  to  the  per- 
sons who  have  ordered  it  for  the 
previous  Friday  ?  That 's  where  the  trouble  is.  The  fishmonger  is 
at  sea  as  well  as  his  good  fishermen.  If  the  advertisement  htd  been 
headed  "  Lent  and  Easter,"  then  it  would  have  been  evident  that 
two  different  subjects  were  being  dealt  with,  and  "  both  caught  with 
one  fish,"  as  Mrs.  R.  might  say,  adapting  a  proverb. 

TEMPERATE   TO   INTEMPERATE. 

FANATIC  sophistries,  I  think, 
To  logic's  limit*  will  have  shrunk. 

When  zealot's  recognize  that  "  drink 
Is  not  identical  with  "  drunk." 

Difference  may  be  as  great  you  see, 
'Twixt  U  and  I  as  You  and  Me . 


v      •••'- 


'  To-morrow  will  b«  Fry  day, 
So  we'll  oatoh our  fi«h  to-day." 
Somtkody'i  Song. 


WORDSWOKTB  FOB  WiTLEBS.— "  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink ! " 
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SOCIAL    AGONIES. 

Anxious  Musician  (in  a  whisper,  to  Mrs.  Lyon  Hunter's  butler).   "  WHERE  's  MY  'CELLO  ? " 
Butter  (in  stentorian  tones,  to  the  room).   "  SIONOE  WIKKSMICSLLO  I  " 


Why  it's'the'funniestof  all!  Who  are  the 
two  ladies  P  Why  are  their  clothes  slipping 
down  ?  Why  are  their  faces  all  crooked,  and 
their  eyes  sideways  ?  Are  they  meant  to  be 
pretty  ?  I  don't  think  they  are.  What  do 
you  say  it  is  ?  Meant  to  be  painted  on  the 
wall  of  a  room  ?  Is  that  why  they  look  so 
funny  ?  Why  they  look  like  Aunt  KITTT. 
when  she's  going  to  have  a  sea  bath,  and 
when "  Here  the  little  maiden  was  sud- 
denly dragged  out  of  the  room,  and  her  shrill 
voice  was  heard  no  more.  But  her  winged 
words  are  not  forgotten  by 

A  CRUSHED  CRITIC. 


THE  NEW  ENGLISH  ART  CLUB. 

THE  other  day  I  went  to  this  exhibition  of 
sublime  masterpieces.  I  wasjibout  to  writ* 
a  few  comments,  full  of  strange  epithets  and 
gushing  praise,  when  a  small  girl  came  in 
with  a  lady.  The  child  spoke  so  freely  that 
I  paused  to  listen.  This  wag  her  criticism. 
"Oh,  mother,  what's  that  meant  for?  I 
can't  see  anything.  Look  at  that  lady !  She's 
got  no  face  at  aD.  Oh,  look  at  that  other ! 
She's  funnier.  What  is  she?  A  Spanish 
dancer?  Do  all  Spanish  dancers  have  knobbly 
faces  like  you  might  make  out  of  a  potato? 
What  are  those  people  skating  on?  Is  it 
cottonwool?  Oh,  mother,  look  there!  What 


an  ugly  lady  I  Why 's  she  put  all  that  red 
on  her  cheeks  ?  What's  all  that  other  red 
there?  Is  it  another  lady?  A  church  in 
Venice  ?  What  Olympia  where  you  took  me 
two  years  ago  ?  Oh,  mother,  it  can't  be  a 
church !  Unless  it 's  upside  down.  Or  per- 
haps all  the  paints  have  run  into  one  another 
like  mine  do.  Oh,  look  I  There 's  a  picture 
of  a  washstand.  Is  it  an  advertisement  of  a 
furniture  shop?  Or  is  it  meant  for  what 
father  calls  a  slight  wash  in  his  water-colour 
drawings  ?  What  are  those  ladies  dancing  in 
sheets  for  ?  Is  it  sheets  they  're  got  on  ? 
Oh  what  a  red  face  that  gentleman 's  got ! 
I  don't  think  they  paint  very  pretty  ladies  or 
gentlemen  here.  Oh,  mother,  look  at  that! 


AN  EASTER  'OLIDAY. 

(A  Siesta  Song,  from  the  Burlesque  Opera 
"  LUtle  Liberal  Majority,"  performed  at  the 
Theatre  Royal,  St.  Stephen' t.) 

AIB— "  Lazily,  Drowsily." 

WHEN  gaily  dances  the  Easter  sun. 

And  shelved  is  each  bothersome  Bill, 
Then  work  and  talk  for  a  time  are  done, 
And  the  lobbies  are  hushed  and  still. 
Lazily,  lazily, 
Drowsily,  drowsily, 
Home  goes  every  one ; 
Lazily,  lazily, 
Drowsily,  drowsily, 
Under  the  April  sun. 
Old  St.  Stephen's  closes ; 
Parliament  reposes, 
Lazily,  lazily, 
Drowsily,  drowsily, 
Forty  winks,  or  fun  I 

When  the    sunlight   falls  on    the    Heath's 
green  breast, 

And  blue  are  the  skies  above, 
Each  seeks  the  rest  that  he  loves  the  best, 

Or  the  sport  he  doth  chiefly  love. 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Donkey  riding 's  fun ! 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Dawdling  under  the  sun  I 

HABCOUBT'S  eyelid  closes, 

BAUOUB  blandly  dozes ; 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Under  the  Easter  sun ! 

Joggle  and  jolt !     These  mokes  won't  bolt ! 

Each  flops  like  an  empty  sack 
On  the  broad  back,  shaggy  as  Shetland  colt. 

No  donkey  boy  on  their  track ! 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Carelessly  jogging  on ! 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Under  an  Easter  sun  I 

Lotos- Land  discloses 

No  more  bland  reposes. 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Dawdle  they  under  the  sun ! 

"  That  LABBY  was  often  a  bore ! "  sighs  WILL, 

Groans  ABIT,  "  And  so  was  JOE  I 
To  drive  these  donkeys  demands  small  skill! 

Would  Westminster  mokes  were  so ! 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily ! 

Riding  like  this  is  fun  I 
Lazily,  lazily  .drowsily,  drowsily  1 

Bless  us !    Who  wants  to  run  ? 

'Appy  'Ampstead  dozes ! 

Mokes  are  beds  of  roses  I 
Lazily,  lazily,  drowsily,  drowsily, 

Jog  we— till  holiday 's  done !  " 


"  THB  OBJECTION  TO  EUCLID  "  of  which 
we  have  heard  so  much  recently  is  of  very 
ancient  standing,  and  is  shared  by  nearly 
every  schoolboy. 

PABLIAMENTABY  PBOVEBB.— There's  many 
a  slip  'twirt  the  M.P.  and  the  "  Whip"  1 
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AN   EASTEK   'OLIDAY. 

Duet  ('ABCOITBT  and  HABTHUE  ting  while  being  jolted). 
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MR.  PUNCH  AT  A  PICTURE  SHOW. 

The  Collection  of  Sir  John  Tenniel's 
Dravrings  at  the  Fine  Art  Society's 
Gallery.) 
AlK.— "  My  Old  Friend  John." 

Tis  forty  years,  my  dear  Sir  JOHN, 

Since  you  and  I  first  met. 
Lord,  how  the  fleeting  hours  have 
flown! 

But  we  forefather  yet.     [pride — 
I  (faze  on  this  brave  show  with 

Fine  art,  still  in  full  feather ! 
By  Jove,  it  seems  but  yesterday 

Since  we  were  "  boys  "  together. 
Since  we  were  boys,  merry,  merry 

At  our  old  Board  together!   [boys, 

There  's  gladness  in  remembrance, 
JOHN  ; 

Your  pencil-strokes  struck  true ; 
Through  all  the  shifts  of  party  life, 

No  pause  that  pencil  knew. 
We  've  missed  old  comrades  one  by 
one ; 

Our  friendship  moults  no  feather ; 
Can  forty  years  and  more  have  run 

Since  we  were  "  boys  "  together '( 
Since  we  were  boys,  merry,  merry 

At  our  old  Board  together!  [boys, 

I  gaze  and  proudly  ponder,  JOHN  ; 

I've  seen  them  all  before— 
GLADSTONE,  BRIGHT,  Dizzy,  BULL  ! 

—Well  done!!! 
Fresh  as  in  days  of  yore 
The  Big  Cuts  gleam.    By  sea  and 

stream, 

Moor, mouutaiiijice-tield,  heather. 
Force,   grace,   fair  fun    mark    all 

you  've  done. 
Since  we  were  "  boys"  together. 

Chorut  all  "Bound  the  Mahoqanv 

Tree." 
Since  we  were  boys,  merry,  merry 

So  meet  we,  in  full  feather,  [boys ! 
For  many  sunny  years,  Sir  JOHN, 

Still  boys  -  at  heart—  together ! 


FANCY    PORTRAIT. 

SIR  G-ROE  L-W-a 
'  BOLD  or  YOUR  WORTHINESS,  ws  SINGLE  YOU 

As  OUR  BEST-MOVING   FAIR  SOLICITOR." 

Love's  Labour's  Lost,  Act  II.,  Sc.  1. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  LITTLE 
MINORITY. 

Am— "  Littlt  Butttrcvp." 

'u  bumptious   Minority  —  oooky 

Minority 

(Though  I  can  hardly  toll  why), 
My  work  is  to  worry  poor  weary 

Majority, 
Giving  him  one  in  the  eye. 

On  Board  or  on  Council  I  swagger 

and  bounce  '11, 

And  badger  'em  out  of  their  lives. 
I'claim  all  the  graces,  and  all  the 

best  places; 
Thus  cooky  Minority  thrives ! 

Majorities  little  of  claim  have  no 

tittle 

To  getting  their  own  wicked  way  ; 
But  cocky  Minority  has  such  au- 
thority, 
Hit  should  be  absolute  sway. 

If   things  are  at  evens  at — well, 

say  St.  Stephen's, 
Spring  Gardens,   wherever    you 

'Tis  a  mere   deadlock    (like  New 

Woman  wedlock), 
And  against  Progress  we  strike. 

If  a  Majority  (small)  claims  autho- 
To  make  the  tiniest  move,     [rity 

Then  to  prevent  it,  obstruct,  cir- 
cumvent it, 
Must  be  my  labour  of  love. 

But  a  Minority's  superiority 
Is  just  as  clear  as  the  day. 

Majorities  (small)  have  one  duty, 

that 'sail, 
'TU— to  let  the  Minority  ncay  ! 

Then   yield   to    Minority  —  oooky 

Minority, 

On  Boards  or  of  Council  or  School ! 
Hooray  for  Minority  —  bumption* 

Minority ! 
Come— let  Minority  rule ! 


OUR  NEXT  LITTLE  BATTLE. 

(From  our  Prophetic  Reporter,  a  trifle 
in  advance. ) 

NOWHAR,  April  1.— Wett  River  crossed 
yesterday  in  most  brilliant  style.  Dashaway 
Regiment  carried  landing  at  point  of  bayonet, 
the  Mutt's  keeping  up 
well-directed  fire  during 
1he  entire  operation. 
However,  they  seemed 
to  feel  effect  of  our  artil- 
leryand  Maxims. 

When  landing  ef- 
fected, Sapping  Miners 
constructed  iron  bridge 
(with  glass  covering  to 
protect  the  troops  from 
the  rain)  within  five- 
and  -  twenty  minutes. 
During  the  construction 
Muffs  tired  continuously 
Flag-staffs  riddled  with 
shot,  consequently  colours  could  not  be  run 
up.  A  round  from  couple  of  quick-firing 
guns  cleared  heights  of  human  obstructions. 
On  completion  of  bridge,  two  troops  of  147th 
Irregular  Prancers  charged  enemy  with  much 
dash.  As  gallant  horsemen  approached 
Muffs  (numbering  about  twenty  thousand) 
concentrated  their  fire.  For  few  minutes 
Irregulars  had  to  pass  through  perfect  fog 
of  bullets.  This  ordeal  did  not  damp  their 
courage;  soon  came  to  close  quarters  with 
foe.  In  a  moment  Muffs  were  in  confusion, 
flying,  before  pursuing  sabres.  Irregulars 


at  working  parties. 


followed  retreating  enemy  for  many  miles 
with  complete  success. 

While  these  operations  being  carried  out 
17th  Battalion  of  Cutandthrust  Regiment 
made  assault  on  fortress  protecting  right 
flank  of  Muffs.  Enemy  opposed  charge  with 
well-sustained  artillery  fire,  which  had  it  been 
more  judiciously  directed  might  have  caused 
considerable  annoyance.  As  it  was,  many 
Cutandthrusts  lowered  their  heads  to  allow 
of  undisturbed  passage  of  shrapnelL  On 
reaching  walls  redcoats  hopped  over  like 
birds.  Garrison  stubbornly  defended  posi- 
tion. Cutandthrusts  extended,  advancing  in 
their  new  formation.  With  wild  cheer  they 
again  charged.  Although  this  advance  caused 
Muffs  to  fall  back,  they  still  retained  their 
ground.  At  this  moment  machine-guns  of 
battalion  were  brought  into  play  with  best 
results.  A  couple  of  rounds  immediately 
broke  up  enemy  s  columns  and  put  them  to 
flight.  Muffs  were  then  routed  by  53rd  Regi- 
ment of  Indian  Tig^er  Eaters. 

By  midday  position  secured.  At  invitation 
of  bugles  exploring  party  "  ceased  firing," 
and  prepared  for  mess. 

Later.— I  have  just  received  a  return  of 

killed  and  wounded  on  both  sides,  which  I 

here  give  :— Muffs.— Killed,   about    20,000 ; 

'  wounded,  twice  as  many  more.     British. — 

Killed,     none;     wounded,     No.    35,604,821 

;  Private    SMITH    (Cutandthrnst    Regiment), 

j  slight  scratch  on  fourth  finger  of  left  hand. 


NAME  FOB  IT  (by  Brother  Bung).— 
Local  Hop-shun ! 


ALL  THE  DIFFERENCE. 

IF  half  the  things  that  CHLOB  says  to  me. 
If  half  the  pretty  kindnesses  she  shows, 
By  PHTLUDA.  were  shown  or 

said, 
Without  a  tremor  I  would  stake 

my  head 

That  I  securely  might  propose 
Tnat  she  my  bride  would  be. 

Yet  why?  I  know  full  well  that 

CHI.OE  means 
Nothing  at  all.    "Tis  but   her 

buoyant  way, 
Herfrank  "Thebest  of  friends, 

that 'sail." 
And  yet  the  stricter  GRONDT 

'twould  appal 
To  hear  the  tender  things  we 

say  j* 

Between  our  quarrel-scenes. 

If  one  full-leaping  pulse's  beat 
Bejond  the  coldest  courtesy's  demand 
1  trespass  on  swest  Pa  ILLJDA'H  coy  hand. 
The  thrill  is  sbiv.rod  by  her  quick  retreat, 
Her  fingers  stiffen  like  a  fossil  fin, 
And  I  again,  a  SISYPHUS,  begin 
The  task  of  charming  her  reserve  ausfer<>, 

Palsied  by  Love's  false  tear. 
Which  drives  the  lover's  chance*  down  1o 


cadaverous   and   long-cbinn'd 


zero. 
While   smie 

hero 

Talks  from  a  height  rais'd  by  his  own  conceit, 
And  my  white  goddess  listens  at  his  feet. 
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LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES, 

THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 

THERE  'a  a  wondrous  fairy  kingdom 

Whither  all  may  take  a  trip — 
Quite  an  inexpensive  journey, 

It  is  not  by  rail  or  ship — 
For  it  lies  just  where  you  fancy, 

And  a  pleasant  thing  it  seems 
For  a  man  to  sojourn  sometimes 

In  the.  land  of  dreams. 

'Tis  the  land  where  man  attaineth 

To  the  end  of  his  desire, 
Where  the  minor  poet  warbles 

And  the  laurel  crowns  his  lyre  : 
It'is  there  the  sucking  statesman 

Works  out  Machiavellian  schemes, 
And  young  BRIEFLESS  is  a  leader 

In  the  land  of  dreams. 

'Tis  the  land  of  fur  and  feather, 

'Tis  the  paradise  of  sport, 
Where  the  runs  beat  all  recounted 

O'er  the  walnuts  and  the  port : 
It  is  there  the  pheasant  rockets, 

It  is  there  the  covert  teems. 
And  your  powder  "s  always  straightest 

In  the  land.of  dreams. 

There  with  ease  the  patient  golfer 

Plays  a  record  medal-round. 
And  the  batsman  get  his  hundred, 

Hitting  clean  all  round  the  ground  ; 
There  old  IZAAK'S  keen  disciple 

Thrashes  quite  ideal  streams. 
For  he  angles  most  "  compleatly  " 

In  the  land  of  dreams. 

'Tis  a  land  where  someone  meets  you 

You  may  never  meet  elsewhere, 
'Tis  a  land  where  words  are  whispered ' 

You  may  whisper  only  there ; 
'Tis  the  home  of  youth  and  sunshine 

Where  you  taste  of  joy's  extremes, 
For,  of  course,  there 's  someone  loves  you 

In  the  land  of  dreams. 

'Tis  a  land  of  peace  and  quiet, 

Free  from  yelling  paper-boys, 
And  from  Germany's  musicians, 

And  offensive  kinds  of  noise : 
There  the  organ-grinder  grinds  not, 

There  no  restive  infant  screams. 
Oh,  to  spend  one's  whole  existence 

In  the  land  of  dreams ! 

'Tis  a  land  where  rates  and  taxes 

Never  need  be  brooded  on, 
And  the  cupboard  is  unfurnished 

With  the  homely  skeleton : 
There  the  roses  all  are  thornless, 

Life  is  destitute  of  seams, 
And,  in  short,  its  worth  the  living 

In  the  land  of  dreams. 


TO   A   PRETTY   GIRL. 

(  Who  accepted  somt  verses. ) 

You  take  my  lines,  and  say  that  you 
Appreciate  iry  humble  verses. 
-  That'smorethanedi- 

tors  will  do, 
Orpublishers.with 

bloated  purses. 
To  gain  your  thatks 

in  such  a  way, 
I  'd  write  you  verses 
night  and  day. 

You  don't  return 
them.sayingyou 
^-      Regret  you  cannot 
now  accept  them. 
Or,  scrawled  with  marks' in  blatant  blue. 

To  show  that,  ruined,  you  have  kept  the  ji. 
If  von  would  pay  me  witn  a  smile, 
I  'd  write  you  verses  by  the  mile. 


Firtt  Soy.  "GIVE  us  A  BITE  OF  YOUR  APPLE,  BOB."  Second  Boy.   "SHAN'T." 

First  Boy.  "WHAT  FOR?"  Second  Bay.  "'Cos  TBR  AXED  MB!'' 

(After  apavte.) 
Smail  Boy.  "  Gi"  ME  A  BITB,  BOB.     I  NEVER  AXED  TER  I " 


If  you  could  only  say  that  you 
Would  like  me  for  my  admiration, 

To  fiing  your  charms  till  all  was  blue 
Would  be  delightful  occupation. 

If  1  c  mid  hope  to  win  a  kins, 

1  'd  write  you  filty  miles  like  this. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.I'. 

Houte  of  Commons,  Monday  Night, 
April  8.  —  House  to-night  presented  that 
ippearance  seen  only  on  big  occasions. 
x>ng  unfamiliar  in  slough  of  despond  in 
which  present  House  been  steeped  since 
Session  opened.  Every  seat  on  either  side 
iccupied.  Members  sitting  on  Gangway 
.tops,  flooding  the  side  galleries,  blocking 
he  Bar,  peopling  even  the  steps  of  the  Chair. 
ARTHUR  PEEL  is  leaving  historic  stage  graced 
hrough  eleven  years  in  fashion  that  has 
idded  fresh  fame  to  an  illustrious  name. 
)n  ordinary  occasions  when  SPEAKER  rises 
a  address  House  on  current  topics  of  busi- 
ness, Members  who  chance  to  have  their  hats 
in  keep  them  there.  Now,  when  the  stately 
igure  is  discovered  standing  undo  the 
,anopy  of  the  Chair,  Members  without  con- 
sert,  but  with  one  accord,  bare  their  heads. 
Throughout  a  moving  scene,  which  crammed 


much  into  fifteen  minutes,  nothing  more 
striking  than  this  nmultaneous,  swift  un- 
covering of  the  head,  and  the  transfi  nn.vion 
that  followed  when  the  rare  sunlight,  stream- 
ing in  from  wr  stern  windows,  fell  upon  five 
hundred  unshaded  faces  all  turmd  towaidx 
the  tall,  gowmcl  figure  standing  by  the 
Chair. 

The  speech  will  be  read  to-morrow  by 
millions,  who  will  find  it  word  for  word  and 
sentence  by  sentence  in  the  newspapers. 
But  the  reader  will  gain  but  faint  idea  of 
the  imprestion  the  delivery  produced.  The 
historic  place,  the  animated  scene,  the  elec- 
tric current  of  such  a  gathering,  were  much. 
The  effect  was  perfected  by  the  elocution  of 
the  SPEAKER,  perhaps  the  most  perfect  de- 
velopment of  an  attractive  but  dangerous  art 
possessed  by  living  man. 

What  possibilities  underlie  its  possession 
were  wonderingly  recognised  in  the  last 
days  of  the  late  Parliament,  when  the  di- 
rectors of  the  Cambrian  Railway  Company 
were  brought  to  the  Bar  of  the  House  in 
connection  with  the  dismissal  of  a  station- 
master  who  had  given  unwelcome  evidence 
before  a  Stlect  Committee.  House  in  the 
ludicrous  pickle  which  invariably  follows 
on  Privilege  proceedings.  Directors  sum- 
moned to  attend  were  somewhere  in  the 
lobby.  If  it  had  been  permissible  to  follow 
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Dogberry's  example  in  similar  circumstances — to 
take  no  note  of  directors,  but  let  them  go  and  pre- 
sently call  the  rest  of  the  watch  together,  and 
thank  God  they  were  rid  of  the  knaves — it  would 
have  heen  well.  But,  directors  hem?  solemnly 
summoned,  must  needs  be  adequately  dealt  with. 
Finally  respired  that  SPEAKER  should  admonish 
them.  Amid  much  giggling  on  part  of  hysterically 
uneasy  House,  conscious  of  its  own  ludicrous 
position,  directors  brought  in  and  ranged  at  Bar. 
Then  SPEAKER  stood  up  and  "most  seriously  ad- 
monished "  them. 

No  one  present  will  forget  the  awesome  mien, 
the  terrible  voice,  with  which  the  task  was  per- 
formed. At  a  touch  farce  was  transformed  into 
tragedy.  Dignity  of  House,  sorely  imperilled, 
triumphantly  vindicated.  To-night  the  SPEAKER'S 
phrasing  was  perfect.  Its  setting  in  the  delivery 
is  untranflateable  in  speech  or  written  word. 

Business  done.—  Speaker  announces  resignation. 
SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  brings  in  Local  Veto  Bill. 

Tuesday.—"'  Poof  !  "  said  SAEK,  mopping  his 
brow;  "glad  that's  over.  No  knowing  where  it 
might  have  ended.  Danger  of  last  scene  in  SPEAKER'S 
leave- taking  closing  amid  burst  of  irritated  laughter. 
When  I  was  first  returned,  we  thought  two  leaders 
enough  for  one  House.  There  was  the  Government 
man  on  the  Treasury  Bench,  the  Leader  of  Opposi- 
tion on  bench  opposite.  When  ceremonial  business 
to  be  done,  these  two  spoke  and  the  whole  House 
agreed  that  its  opinions  had  found  expression. 
House  rapidly  growing  into  position  akin  to  home 
forces  of  JPrince  of  MONACO.  Nearly  as  many  cap- 
tains as  privates." 

These  remarks  wrung  from  troubled  breast  by 
long,  at  one  anxious  moment  apparently  intermin- 
able, procession  of  orators  in  support  of  resolution 
thinking  retiring  SPEAKER  for  services  in  Chair. 
SQUIRE  OF  MAIWOOD  said  right  thing  in  admirable 
way.    PRINCE  ARTHUR,  le«s  ornate  in  phrase,  sup- 
plied a  perfect  second.    These  speeches  voiced  feeling  of  Minis- 
terialists and  Opposition.    Some  reasonableness  in  JUSTIN  MCCAR- 
THY'S interposition,  he  being  leader  of  distinct  party  which,  as  he 
hinted,  had  in  earlier  days  done  battle  with  SPEAKER.    But  really, 


when  it  came  to  JOSEPH  saying  a  few  words  for  his 
merry  men,  and  JOHN  REDMOND  tuning  afresh  the 
Irish  harp  on  behalf  of  his,  prospect  grew  alarming. 
If  these  leaders  of  sections  within  a  division  felt 
called  upon  to  make  speeches  on  such  occasion,  why 
not  JOHN  BURNS  as  a  Labour  Leader,  with  KEIR 
HABDIE  to  follow  as  captain  of  the  Independent 
Labour  Party;  OSBORNE  MORGAN,  purged  of  pro- 
fligacy, speaking  for  Wales,  followed  by  LLOYD- 
GEORGE  from  below  the  Gangway  ;  WILFRID  LAW- 
SON  for  the  Temperance  party;  Private  HAN  BURY 
as  representing  the  land  forces  of  the  Busy  B's ; 
Cap'en  TOMMY  BOWLES  the  naval ;  JACOB  BRIGHT 
returning  thanks  for  the  ladias,  WALTER  M'LvHEN 
speaking  specially  for  the  section  who  desire  to 
marry  their  deceased  husband's  brother?  Domes- 
ticity thus  trenched  upon,  Baron  DE  WORMS,  with 
wistful  "  Long-Lost-Dear-Father"  look  on  his  face, 
might  close  the  list  by  a  few  words  spoken  on  behalf 
of  the  family  circle. 

To-day  stopped  a  little  short  of  this ;  but  shall 
doubtless  go  the  whole  way  next  time  opportunity 
presents  itself.  Business  done. — Thanks  of  House 
voted  to  SPEAKER. 

Wednesday.— By  contrast  with  ordered  ppeech- 
making  of  yesterday  afternoon  scene  that  took  place 
in  earliest  moments  of  the  new  day's  birth  prettier 
by  far.  For  upwards  of  an  hour  Members  passing 
out  homewards  stopped  to  shake  the  SPEAKER  s  hand 
and  bid  him  farewell.  Just  before  quarter  of  hour 
chimed  after  midnight,  ARTHUR  PEJSL  spoke  his.last 
words  in  House  of  Commons. 

"  The  question  is,"  he  said,  "  that  this'House  do 
now  adjourn." 

As  he  turned  to  leave  the  Chair,  Members  present 
sprang  to  feet,  cheering  continuously  till  ARTHUR 
PEEL,  for  the  last  time  robed  in  Speaker's  wig.and 
gown,  passed  out  of  sight. 

For  Lochaber  no  more,  Lochaber  no  more. 
We  '11  maybe  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
Vive  le  rot.    WILLIAM  COURT  GULLY  elected 


Farewell  to  Mr.  Speaker  Peel. 

Le  roi  est  mart. 
Speaker  by  majoritv  of  11  in  House  of  559  Members. 

Business  done.— Elect  new  Speaker,  and  immediitely  give  him  ten 
days'  holiday.    Adjourn  till  Monday  22nd. 


A  STUDY  IN  ETHNOLOGY. 

UPON  my  luck  I  still  reflect, 
That  led  us  to  the  same  Museum : 

I  greeted  you  with  staid  respect, 
But  my  heart  sang  its  own  Te  Deum, 

And  blessed  your  Uncle,  ere  I  wist, 

For  being  an  ethnologist ! 

On  old  Assyrian  spoils  intent, 

Our  very  presence  he  forgot, 
While  we  o'er  strings  of  wampum  bent — 

We  saw  them  and  we  saw  them  not. 
He  lived  within  a  past  long  dead, 
We,  in  the  seconds  as  they  sped. 

Within  a  carven  mirror  old, 
Suddenly,  as  we  wandered  by, 

You  looked  upon  your  hair  of  gold 
And  flushing  face,  and  so  did  I. 

Then  on  we  passed  :  a  vault  we  found, 

And  PHARAOH'S  coflia,  underground. 

Oh.  if  his  phantom  ever  stood 
Beside  the  coffin  made  for  him, 

And  saw  you  in  your  joyous  mood, 
With  your  bright  eyes  and  figure  slim, 

King  PHAHAOH  might  have  envied  us 

Beside  his  old  sarcophagus ! 

But,  PHARAOH,  we.  remembering 
The  ancient  creed  that  souls  of  men 

May  see  the  summer  and  the  spring, 
May  live  again,  and  love  again, 

A  moment  wished  the  tale  were  true, 

Because — it  seemed  so  hard  on  you  I 


WANTED  IN  THE  WORLD  OF  "ART."— A 
Spring  Clean ! 


TO  A  YOUNG  ACTRESS. 

You  regret  that  all  you  do 

I"  to  be  a  lady  who 

Just  walks  on— a  smile  or  two, 

Then  you  're  gone ; 
For  you  think  that  any  gawk 
Would  be  good  enough  to  walk, 
You  undoubtedly  should  talk 

When  you 're  "on." 


You  are  but  a  sort  of  show. 
Silence  for  a  girl  is  slow, 
Speech  is  woman's  right,  I  know 

That  is  true, 

And  although  your  pretty  face 
Charms  beholders  by  its  grace. 
You  would  like  a  higher  place, 

Wouldn't  you 't 

But  we  cannot  all  have  "  leads," 
Nicely  suited  to  our  needs, 
To  excel  in  words  and  deeds, 
Don't  you  see  •" 


So,  if  you  desire  to  speak, 
I  am  not  so  far  to  seek, 
I  would  listen  for  a  week — 
Talk  to  me. 


SOMETHING  YET  ! — "  Mr.  G."  is  aproficient 
in  several  languages.  In  Italian,  as  well  as 
in  Latir,  in  ancient  and  modern  Greek,  he 
can,  we  believe,  converse  fln»ntly,  when  any- 
one gives  him  a  chance.  With  Russian  he 
may  be  acquainted,  for,  as  this  is  "caviare  to 
the  general,"  it  irav  be  equally  so  to  an  ex- 
prime-minister.  With  Spanish  Mr.  G.  is, 
probably,  not  on  speaking  terms,  though,  no 
doubt  he  is  well  up  in  the  niceties  of  the  lan- 
guage;  and  there  are  many  spoken  languages 
"f  which  he  possesses  more  than  a  smattering. 
But  the  accomplished  scholar  has  yet  some- 
thing to  learn  from  one  RICHARD  CUMBERLAND, 
a  bishop  in  the  last  century,  not  the  play- 
wright, of  whom  it  is  on  record  that,  being  a 
proficient  in  most  ancient  and  modern  lan- 
guages, he  "began  to  learn  Coptic  at  the  age 
of  eighty-three  1  "  Although  Mr.  G.  has 
gone  very  far  north,  yet  has  he  not  at  present 
got  up  to  CUMBERLAND. 


A  SUGGESTION.— There  are  two  excellent 
waters,  Apollinaris  and  Johannis,  known  to 
everyone  as  '"Polly"  and  "Jo."  Might 


not  the  two  companies  amalgamate, 
reproduce  the  success  of  "My  'Pol' 
my  Partner  '  Jo.'  " 


and 

and 


LATEST  EQUIVALENT  FOR  "THE  EAST 
WIND,"  AS  REPLF.NISHMENT  FOR  HUNGRY 
STOMACHS. — The  Royal  Commission  on  the 
Aged  Poor. 
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CLASSIC    QUOTATIONS    ILLUSTRATED. 

(For  the  Use  of  Schools.) 
EXAMPLE  I.—  "  AMAHI  A-LIIJUID." 


THE  LATEST  CRAZE. 

(A  Dramatic  Study  of  Cause  and  Effect.') 

SCENE — Interior  of  a  Private  Box  at  a  Popular  Theatre. 
Enter  ANGELINA  and  her  people. 

Paterfamilias.  Well,  now  that  we  are  here,  I  hope  yon  are  satisfied. 
As  for  myself.  I  hate  these  problem  plays. 

Materfamilias.  They  are  entirely  the  vogue  just  now,  and  we 
must  gee  them.  What  everybody  does  we  must  do. 

Angelina.  So  I  told  EDWIN— I  should  say,  Mr.  DOMCM— when  he 
complained  of  our  going. 

Mater.  Of  course.    We  have  to  follow  the  fashion. 

Pater.  Hush !  You  must  not  talk  any  more,  see  the  curtain  has 
risen. 

(Five  minutes  pats.) 

First  Heroine  (on  the  stage).  And  so,  my  dear,  my  marriage  was  an 
utter  failure.  The  monotony  of  the  life  was  terrible.  My  husband 
anticipated  my  every  wish.  The  tameness  was  too  awful  for  words, 
and  so  I  left  him.  [Loud  applause. 

Mater,  (to  her  husband).  Ah,  I  never  left  you,  RICHARD! 

Pater,  (to  hfs  wife}.  Nor  I  you,  BRIDGET  ! 

Angelina  (aside).  I  suppose  married  life  must  be  very  wearisome. 

(Ten  minutes  pass.) 

Second  Heroine  (on  the  stage).  And  now  I  will  tell  you  the  secret 
of  my  life.  I  never  loved  my  husband.  He  gave  me  all  I  required 
— fine  clothes,  sparkling  jewels,  an  opera  box.  But  his  presents 
were  insults  in  disguise,  and  I  left.  him.  [Loud  applause. 

Pater.  I  did  not  insult  you  by  handing  you  too  many  gifts, 
Bur  POET? 

Mater.  Indeed  you  did  not,  RICHARD.  In  fact,  I  think  you  carried 
your  abstention  too  far. 

Pater.  Not  at  all.  See,  after  these  many  years,  we  are  devoted  to 
one  another ! 

Angelina  (aside).  Failure  of  Marriage  Number  Two !  Weddings 
seem  to  be  mistake ! 


(Two  hourt  past.) 

Third  Heroine.  I  tell  you,  my  Lord  Bishop,  that  1  have  never 
regretted  leaving  you.  Twenty  years  ago  you  were  a  young  curate, 
and  you  spoilt  our  married  life  oy  your  indulgence.  You  let  me  have 
everything  I  wanted.  No,  my  Lord,  I  will  hear  no  more. 

Angelina  (aside).  Another  matrimonial  failure!  I  really  must 
have  a  good  think  over  it. 

Pater,  (to  Mater.).  Well,  I  hope  you  are  satisfied ! 

Mater,  (to  Pater.).  Awfully  depressing,  but  I  don't  see  what  harm 
it^can  do  to  anyone. 

(An  hour  pastes. ) 

Angelina  (writing  in  her  own  room).  "  Dear  EDWIN,  I  call  jou  by 
your  Christian  name,  for  the  last  time.  I  can  never  be  yours.  I  am 
convinced  from  all  I  have  heard  that  marriage  is  a  failure.  Sin- 
cerely yours,  ANGELINA."  [Scene  closes  in  upon  a  flood  of  tears. 


HEXAMETERS  TO  DATE  ;  AND  A  PREHISTORIC  PEEP. 
[Mr.  FLINDERS  PETBIE  has  just  excavated  the  city  of  Ombi  on  the  Nile, 
ana  vindicated  JUVENAL'S  geographical  reputation.] 

Ecot  nori  'st  aliquid  ( per  FLIXDIBS  PSTRIS  Magistrum) 
Ex  Africa  semper .'    Quite  like  some  arch-humourist  rum. 
Playing  with  tombs  and  skulls,  he  unearths  fresh  funny  surprises, 
Scandals  of  Athor's  "  past,"  nr  long- veiled  secrets  of  Iris. 
Now  this  gravedigger-  Yorick.  this  Egypt's  new  ABEBCROMBY, 
Scores  yet  another  conquest-  he 's  found  out  JUVENAL'S  Ombi, 
Found  out  the  next-door  neighbours  of  Nile- washed  Tentyra  (yon  will 
See  in  the  Fifteenth  Satire  their  truceless,  truculent  duel). 
Thus' they  lived  some  ages  B.C.  (in  the  thirtieth  cent'ry ), 
Cannibals,  six  feet  high,  and  long-legged  Libyan  gentry, 
Buried  d  la  trussed  fowl,  with  heads  on  which  wavy  brown  hair  ro«e ; 
These  were  the  folk  who  once  made  things  pretty  hot  for  the  PH  ARAOHS 
Dig  then,  PETRIE,  away  'mid  potsherds,  mummies,  and  cinders, 
Delve  on,  and  add  fresh  towns  to  the  underground  kingdom  of 
FLINDERS  !        

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

HEARTT  congratula- 
tions from  the  Baron  and 
his  assistants  to  Mr.  H. 
W.  LUCY  on  his  delight- 
ful life  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
(W.  H.  ALLEN  &  Co). 
No  one  certainly  has  had 
better  opportunities  than 
TOBY,  M.P.,  for  studying 
the  great  statesman  in 
all  his  varying  moods: 
and  it  may  be  affirmed 
with  equal  certainty  that 
no  other  man  (or  dog) 
could  have  used  his  op- 
portunities to  greater 
advantage  for  the  benefit 
of  the  public.  There  are 
in  this  little  volume  a 
tone  of  easy  jet  scholarly 
courtesy,  a  fine  lite- 
rary touch,  and  a  mar- 
vellous power  of  con- 
densing details  into  one 
vividly  descriptive  sen- 
tence. It  is  an  admirable 
piece  of  work,  which, 
seeing  that  it  only  costs 
a  shilling,  ought  to  be 
sure  of  a  popularity 
fully  equal  to  its  high 
merits. 

"Bravo  TOBY  1"  says 

TEE  BARON  DE  BOOK-WORKS.". 


CHANGE  OF  DESCRIPTIVE  TITLE.— In  the  Egyptian  explorations, 
the  results  of  which,  so  far,  have  been  recently  given  in  Professor 
PETRIE'S  lecture,  reported  in  the  Times  of  Thursday,  Apnl  18,  the 
lecturer  tells  us  how  he  was  accompanied  in  his  researches  by 
Mr.  ORE* FELL,  "The  Craven  Fellow."  How  doubly  plucky  of 
Professor  PRTRIE  to  proceed  with  such  a  companion  so  extraordi- 
narily timnrous  as  is  expressed  in  such  a  sobriquet  as  The  Craven 
Fellow."  However,  he  belied  his  name  by  showing  such  pluck  and 
perseverance  in  rendering  asMstanoe  to  the  Professor  as  will.entitle 
him  to  explain  himself  as  "  Late  the  Craven  Fellow,",  but  note  '  the 
C.  F.,  or  Courageous  Fellow." 


VOT,,  cvui. 
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SCORCHING. 

First  Countryman  (to  third-rate  Amateur  Jock,  whote  mount  won't  have  the  Fence).   "  Now  THIN,  SHOVK  'IM  AT  IT  AOIN,  Iturrmx  I 

OI   DKNGED   IF  Ol   WOULDN'T  JUMP  THAT  'iRI  LITTLI  FLAGS  Wl'   A  J  AUKAM8  I " 

Second  Countryman.  "MAYBE  TIB  WOULD,  MA  LAD  ;  BUT  TIB  HEK  THAT  'IKK  'Oss  DON'T  SUM  TO  CABI  ABOUT  JUMPING  wi'  A 
JACKAHS  I " 


THE  JAP  IN  THE  CHINA  SHOP ;  OR,  THE  NEW  "OPEN  SESAME." 

["  China,  properly  opened  up,  would  be  an  £1  Dorado  for  mankind.  . .  . 
The  true  conquest  effected  by  the  war  is  the  conquest  of  the  right  to  a 
market,  and  that  apparently  on  an  enormous  scale." 

"  Daily  Newt "  on  the  terms  of  Peace  between  China  and  Japan.} 

Little  Jap  loquitur : — 

COMB,  wake  up,  old  chap !    I  'm  the  go-ahead  Jap. 

Open  Sesame  !    Yes,  that 's  the  word,  JOHN  ! 
In  your  den  you  would  stop,  or  e'en  shut  up  your  shop, 

Your  proceedings  are  highly  absurd,  JOHN  I 
Spite  your  bounce  and  your  boast,  I  have  got  you  on  toast, 

And  thereby,  friend  JOHN,  hangs  a  big  tale. 
When  your  carcase  I  'd  wake,  I  have  only  to  take 

A  sailor's  round  turn  at  your  pigtail ! 
Your  notion  of  shopkeeping  s  shutter  and  key. 
Since  yon  don't  know  their  use,  hand  'em  over  to  Me  ! 
For  thousands  of  years  your  pride  and  your  fears 

Have  muddled  your  market  completely. 
Ah  I  would  you,  old  slug  f    But  a  twist  and  a  tug 

Bring  you  up  to  your  Dealings  most  sweetly. 
Tis  no  use  to  kick !    You  will  have  to  move  slick, 

Now  you  've  got  in  the  hands  of  Young  Jappy ; 
Don't  you  get  in  a  scare  for  your  crockery  ware. 

House  up.  open  shop,  and  be  happy ! 
Afraid?    Superstitions?    Oh,  fiddle-de-dee ! 
Throw  open  your  markets,  and  leave  it  to  Me  ! 
For  ever  so  long  you  've  been  going  all  wrong. 

Your  Empire  is  under  a  shadow  ; 
But  well  opened  up,  by  ships,  railways,  and  KHUPP, 

It  will  turn  out  a  true  El  Dorado. 
Don't  fly  to  your  door !    Eh  ?  your  pigtail  is  sore  P 

You  think  me  a  cocky  invader  ? 
Why  you  '11  find  in  the  end  I  'm  your  very  best  friend, 

When  I  force  yon  to  be  a  free  trader. 
Blow  your  grandfather's  bunkum,  you  Heathen  Chinee  t 
Take  down  all  your  shutters,  and  hand  m«  the  key  I 
For  my  use  alone  ?  you  inquire  with  a  groan. 

Oh,  dear  I  yon  mutt  be  an  old  dufferT 


Excuse  me  this  wink, — but  what  do  you  think  P 

Do  you  hold  "  Outside  Devils  "  wifi  suffer 
The  Flowery  Land  to  be  locked  by  my  hand, 

Any  more  than  by  yours,  in  their  faces  f 
Pig-headed  old  Pigtail,  I  fancy  I  know 
How  to  get  into  Europe's  good  grace*. 
So  pay  up  my  millions,  you  Heathen  Chinee  t 
Throw  open  your  market,  and  hand  me  the  key  ! 


"STRANGE  DISAPPEABANCES." 

THE  four  strangers  were  gathered  together  in  the  all-but-deserted 
inn.  They  were  forced  to  enter  into  conversation,  because  the 
solitary  periodical  taken  in  by  the  landlord  had  been  read  from  title 
to  imprint  by  everyone  of  them. 

"  A  strange  article,"  said  the  first,  as  he  laid  down  the  Lancet. 
"And  so  men  disappear  entirely  for  awhile,  and  then  come  back  to 
their  homes  and  profession  as  if  nothing  had  happened." 

"  Extraordinary,"  murmured  the  second.  '  rl  see  that  the  scien- 
tific publication  you  have  just  relinquished  suggests  that  the  cause 
of  these  hurried  exits  partake  of  the  nature  of  post-epileptic  pheno- 
mena." And  then  the  talk  went  on.  The  four  strangers  dined 
together,  supped  together,  and  on  the  following  morning  partook  in 
company  of  breakfast.  The  waiter,  at  about  eleven  o'clock,  presented 
each  of  them  with  a  note.  It  came  from  the  landlord,  ana  was  full 


. 

of  figures.    A  weird  look  appeared  on  their  faces. 

it  move  on,"  said  one  of  the  quartette; 


'  but  as  the 


'We  muit ,     

staircase  is  steep,  let  us  descend  by  the  window. 

The  no-longer-perplexed  strangers  adopted  the  suggestion,  and 
gently  sliding  down  a  rope,  were  soon  quit  of  the  inn.  They  walked 
together  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  then  coming  to  four 
cross-roads,  scattered. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  the  landlord  of  the  inn,  when  he  onoe  again  found 
himself  alone.  "  Their  disappearance  is  most  strange.  I  am  inclined 
to  agree  with  the  Lancet, '  that  the  phenomenon  remains  striking  and 
mysterious,  interesting  in  its  psychological  aspect,  but  in  iU  concrete 
form  full  of  practical  and  medico-legal  difficulties  ; '  and.  believing 
this,  I  must  write  to  the  proper  authorities."  And  he  sat  down  ana 
composed  two  letters.  One  he  addressed  to  the  President  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Physicians,  and  the  other  to  the  Editor  of  Hue  and  Cry. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  27,  1895. 


BLIND    ALLEY-GORIES. 

Br  DUNNO 


No. 


II.— THK  ILLUSTRIOUS 
STRANGER. 

THE  sKy  was  darkened  by 
swart  birds,  with  tufted  tails, 
and  a  look  in  their  clay-col- 
oured eyes  as  of  millions  of 
stifled  croaks ;  the  rain  fell  in 
grizzled  sheets  like  the  stream- 
ing hair  and  beard  of  some 
Titanic  lunatic,  and  the  thun- 
der boomed  over  the  town  as  if 
it  had  just  discovered  another 
epoch-making  novel. 

Night  fell;  I  lit  my  lamp 
and  closed  the  shutters,  drew 
my  curtains,  so  as  to  shut  out 
any  gleaming  cats'  eyes  that 
might  be  peering  at  me  through 
the  chinks,  and  mixed  myself 
a  tumbler  of  hot  punch. 

As  I  finished  it,  a  wild  pierc- 
ing shriek  rose  from  the  uni- 
verse, as  though  someone  had 
run  a  pin  into  the  Great  Un- 
known, and  a  shining  blue- 
white  ball  came  down  the 
chimney  and  burnt  a  hole  in 
the  yellow-green  gloom  of  my 
hearthrug. 

I  looked  up ;  a  strange  man 
was  sitting  right  in  front  of 
me.  His  crested  hair  had  a 
blue-white  gleam,  like  the 
electric  light  in  a  mountain 
hotel  when  the  storm  is  nearly 
ended ;  it  stuck  out  in  a  spiral 
fringe  round  his  cheeks  and 
chin ;  his  mouth  was  prim  like 
a  purse  ;  but  his  spectacles 
twinkled  with  laughter  like 
the  new  ferrule  on  a  gingham 
umbrella. 

"  I  am  the  Shaker  of  So- 
ciety's Pillars,  I  have  disco- 
vered that  the  Tree  of  Know- 
ledge of  Good  and  Evil  bears 
nothing  but  rotten  apples. 
There  are?  milestones  on  the 
Bergen  road — but  I  can  see 


(Translated  from  the  original  Lappish  h/  Ifr.  Punch's  man  Hyperborean  Enthusiast.) 


"  I  fancy  1  must  have  dropped  i»ti'  to  bleep." 


old  stage-door.  I  am  also  the 
Dramatiser  of  Social  Conun- 
drums to  which  there  will 
never  be  any  answer." 

Time  passed — a  second  or  an 
hour.  I  began  to  wish  he 
would  go. 

"I  am  the  great  Wizard 
that  has  ennobled  and  purified 
Humanity  by  showing  that 
they  are  all  the  morbid  victims 
of  a  diseased  heredity.  The 
great  fire  at  Christiania  was 
not  the  tire  in  which  Mrs.  Sol- 
ness's  nine  dolls  were  burnt. 
I  am  he  who  has  emancipated 
Woman  by  convincing  her 
that  she  has  the  right  to  be 
hysterical." 

Again  time  passed — an  hour 
or  a  second.  I  fancy  I  must 
have  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

"  I  am  he  who  has  broken 
through  the  conventions  of 
the  well -constructed  drama. 
When  we  lived  at  Drontheim, 
BEBNICK'S  gander  was  stolen 
by  tinkers.  I  am  the  original 
eld,  and  also  the  child  who 
instructs  the  grandmotherly 
critic  in  the  art  of  sucking 
problematic  eggs ;  but  I,  too, 
am  a  master-builder  of  mag- 
nificent bathos." 

And  again  time  passed — a 
second  or  an  hour.  I  won- 
dered whether  he  had  come  to 
stay  the  night. 

"Read,  I  am  called  'dra- 
matic ' ;  acted,  I  am  called 
'  impossible.' " 

With  that  the  cock  crew. 
The  stranger  had  flown  before 
I  had  an  opportunity  of  ask- 
ing him  his  name  or  asking 
him  to  look  in  again  some 
evening. 

I  was  rather  sorry,  for  he 
seemed  to  have  a  flow  of  agree- 


through  most  of  them.    I  am  the  New  Generation  knocking  at  the  |  able  small  talk,  though  it  was  perhaps  a  little  egotistic. 


THE  WOULD-BE  SOLDIER'S  VADE  MEGUM. 

Question.  Why  did  you  become  a  member  of  a  Volunteer  corps  ? 
A  nswer.  With  the  intention  of  strengthening  our  national  defences. 
Q.  Then  you  think  such  a  proceeding  patriotic  ? 
A.  Not  only  patriotic,  but  necessary. 

Q.  Yon  probably  have  some  recollection 
of  tne  French  collapse  in  1870-71  P 

A.  Yes  ;  but  I  nave  been  chiefly  influ- 
enced by  considerations  of  a  mathematical 
character. 

Q.  Make  your  meaning  plainer. 
A.  I  mean  that  it  stands  to  reason  that  as 
only  a  small  percentage  of  our  people  are 
trained  to  arms,  and  ninety-six  per  cent,  of 
our  neighbours  are  converted  into  soldiers, 
the  latter,  in  the  case  of  a  quarrel  with  us, 
would  have  the  upper  hand. 

Q.  And  yon  think  a  quarrel  entailing  the 
arbitration  of  the  sword  might  be  sprung 
upon  us  at  any  moment '( 

A.  Precisely ;  that  is  entirely  my  opinion. 
Q.  And,  consequently,  you  take  a  serious  view  of  Volunteering  ? 
A.  Assuredly,  or  I  would  not  give  up  most  of  my  leisure  time  to 
roaster  drill  in  all  its  branches. 

Q.  Do  you  obtain  any  social  advantages  by  wearing  the  uniform 
>f  a  Volunteer '? 

A.  No ;  on  the  contrary,  the  grade  of  a  private  in  the  long  run 
causes  considerable  expense,  and  the  commission  of  an  officer  is  in- 
-eparable  from  large  expenditure  and  a  loss  of  self-respect. 


Q.  Why  is  the  holding  of  a  commission  of  a  Volunteer  officer 
"  inseparable  from  a  loss  of  self-respect "  ? 

A  Becau  e,  in  the  general  estimation,  the  holder  of  a  commission 
in  the  Volunteers  is  worthy  of  ridicule,  pity,  or  contempt. 

Q.  Can  you  give  the  reason  for  this  impression  ? 

A.  It  is  probable  that  it  Has  been  created  by  the  consideration  that 
a  Volunteer  officer  is  chaffed  by  his  friends,  sneered  at  by  his  enemies, 
and  mulcted  of  much  money  by  his  comrades. 

Q.  Then  a  Volunteer  officer  or  private  usually  joins  the  force  from 
the  most  patriotic  of  motives  ? 

A.  Certainly.  Nine- tenths  of  the  rank  and  file  and  their  com- 
manding officers  wish  to  qualify  as  soldiers  capable  of  repelling  a 
foreign  invasion. 

Q.  And  this  being  so,  they  do  not  wish  to  spend  three  or  four  days 
of  training  in  practising  "  marches  past"  and  other  manoeuvres  of  a 
more  or  Uss  ornamental  character  ? 

A.  Quite  so ;  not  even  when  the  practice  terminates  with  a  review 
in  a  royal  park,  and  a  salute  performed  to  the  strains  of  the  National 
Anthem. 

Q.  Nor  do  the  Volunteers  desire  to  be  made  into  a  raree  showP 

A.  Not  even  to  make  a  cockney  Bank  Holiday. 

Q.  And  if  you  are  told  that  this  is  the  sort  of  thing  that  the 
Volunteers  want,  what  do  you  reply  ? 

A.  Nonsense. 

Q.  And  if  it  were  added  that  more  serious  work  would  be  un- 
popular, what  would  be  your  suggestion  ? 

A.  Try  and  see. 

MEM.  FOR  VETOISTS. — It  is  the  question  of  "  tied  "  houses  which 
makes  the  compensation  question  so  knotty. 
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RAILWAY   BALLADS. 

I.— THE   EXPRESS   TRAIN. 

A  (fKtTEsoME  tale  I  tell  of  the 

West- Eastern  Railway  Companee. 
"  Its  virtues  few,  its  faults  a  score" — 
(I  quote  the  view  held  heretofore). 

The  chief  amonf?  its  faults,  you  see, 

Is  sad  unpunctualitee. 
Now,  gentles  all,  list  what  befel 
AUGUSTUS  HALL,  of  Camberwell. 

The  Fates  were  stern,  the  world  unkind  ; 
And  this,  I  learn,  unhinged  his  mind. 

Che  larii,  sard  !    Think  how  sad  ! 

His  evil  star  it  drove  him  mad ! 

"  If  life  has  no  more  joy  to  give," 
(luoth  he,  "I  '11  go  and  cease  to  live. 
Nor  yet  delay  an  hour  to  dine, 
But  straightway  lay  me  on  the  line. 

"  The  train  now  due  will  end  distress- 
So  haste  thee.  Two  o'clock  Express ! " 

With  that  he  'd  gone,  nor  stayed  to  snack  ; 

But  climbed  upon  the  railway-track. 

He  waited  now  two  hours — not  less ; 
And  yet,  I  vow,  came  no  express ! 

And  he  had  nought  his  pangs  to  ease. 

He  wished  he  'd  brought  some  bread  anil 
cheese. 

He  had  to  fast.    He  fain  would  sup. 
The  hours  flew  past.    He  sate  him  up. 

'  "Tis  strangely  late.     I  should  not  mind — 
I  'd  gladly  wait— if  I  had  dined. 

"  If  I  'd  a  joint  that  I  could  carve, 

I  'd  strain  a  point ;  but  here  to  starve ! ! 

May  I  be  hung  if  e'er  I  see 

Such  gross  unpunctualitee ! 

"  No  gentleman  can  now  depend 
On  any  plan  to  plan  his  end." 

Twelve  hours  or  more  he  waited  thus. 

"  A  train  ?  "  he  swore ;  "  an  omnibus .' 

"  It  tarries  yet  all  through  the  night, 
And  helps  to  whet  my  appetite !  'r 

His  hunger  grew  ineide  his  chest ; 

With  nought  to  chew,  he  was— non  eit. 

Two  days  pass  by,  and  then  we  find 
The  train  draw  nigh,  three  days  behind ! 

Directors  sigh,  deplore,  and  frown ; 

And  fine  the  driver  half-a-orown. 

"  But  had  I  been  on  time,"  JACK  said, 
"  HALT'S  death,  I  ween,  were  on  my  head." 

"  Quite  true,  good  JACK  !     Our  conscience 
pricks. 

We  hand  you  back  your  two-and-six !  " 

Envoi. 

Now  that  is  all  I  have  to  tell 
Of  Mr.  HALL,  of  Camberwell. 


THESE    DULL    TIMES. 

Lady  Gushtan  (always  so  agreeable).    "Ajn>  THE  MAGNIFICENT  PICTURE!  YOU  HAD  HERE 

LAST  YEAR, — HAVE   YOU  GOT  THEM   ALL  STILL?" 

Mr.  Flake  WTvyte  (sadly).  "  YES  ;  I  HAVE  THEM  ALL." 

Lady  Gushton.  "  How  VEST  NICE  I  IT  is  so  HARD  TO  PART  WITH  DICE'S  OWN  PICTURE*, 
is  rr  NOT  ? " 

Mr.  Flake  WTiyU  (with  much  feeling).  "  AWFULLY,  AWFULLY  HARD  I  SOMETIMES  IM- 
POSSIBLE I " 


ROBERT  AND  THE  COUNTY  COUNSELLS. 

BROWN  and  me  has  been  a  having  sum  rare  good  fun  lately.  We 
has  managed  to  see  and  hear  a  good  deal  about  the  County  Counsellers, 
anJ  werry  emusing  we  finds  em  to  be.  They  sntfenly  does  manage 
to  quarrell  among  each  other  more  than  I  shood  have  thort  posserbel. 
There's  a  depperty  Counsellor  among  em  who  will 
tork  whenever  he  gets  a  hoppertunity,  yes  and  keeps 
the  pot  a  biling,  as  BROWN  says,  for  nearly  arf  a 
nour  at  a  time,  and  then  finds  hisself  beaten  into  a 
cocked  at,  and  so  has  to  sit  down,  while  the  others 
has  a  jolly  larf. 

Ever  so  many  on  em  belongs  to  the  Terns  Conser- 
waucy,  and  so  we  are  offen  hearing  of  their  going 
up  the  River,  when  there 's  two  much  water  there, 
and  hoffering  to  show  the  poor  natives  how  to  pet  a 
lot  of  it  away,  but  from  what  I  hears  they  don't 
seem  for  to  be  werry  sucksessful. 

Too  or  three  on  em  went  to  the  Boat  Race  the  other 
day  and  took  ever  so  many  Ladies  with  em,  and  jolly 
nioeidinners  they  had  on  bord  after  the  Race  was  over  and  there  wasn't 
no  more  fear  of  no  more  rane,  which  had  rayther  spy  It  the  morning. 


It's  reel  good  fun  to  hear  the  Counsellors  tork  about  the  Coppera- 
tion  nowadays !  such  a  difference  to  what  it  was  about  a  year  ago ! 
Then  it  was  all  bragging  and  boasting,  now  it's  all  begging  your 
pardon,  and  arsking  your  grace,  and  it  shant  occur  airain !  I  never 
thort  tosee  such  a  change,  and  it 's  really  werry  emusing.  The  two 
places  where  they  speshally  seems  not  at  all  at  their  ease  are  the 
Court  of  Common  Counsel  and  the  Manshun  House ;  and  in  both  of 
these  honnerd  places  the  few  as  wenters  in  do  look  uncumferal 
indeed !  and  the  reel  natives  don't  show  them  no  pitty  !  not  a  bit  of 
it,  but  takes  a  quiet  larf  whenever  they  gits  a  good  chance. 

I  've  herd  as  one  of  the  Counsellers  nas  been  herd  to  say  as  there 
are  no  les*  than  three  on  em  in  the  House  of  Commons,  each  of  em 
quite  equal  to  the  late  Speaker,  if  not  shuperior  to  him,  and  that  it 
was  only  beggarly  jealousy  as  prewented  them  giving  them  a  fare 
chance ! 

The  same  honorable  Gent  has  been  herd  to  say  that  the  (' Mint y 
Counsellors  was  much  shuperior  to  the  City  Copperation,  for  it  was 
only  last  Toosday  as  they  agreed,  without  a  word  of  remonsterance, 
to  raise  no  less  than  two  millions  of  money  from  next  year's  rates  ! 

I  wunder  if  it 's  alltrew! ROBERT. 

THE  NEWEST  NUISANCK.— The  woman  with  a  past  before  her. 
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PRACTICE    MAKES    PERFECT. 


"COOT-NIOHT,  MBS.  PKOWN.     I  HAT  TO  SANK  YOU  FOB  DB  MOST  BLBASANT  EFENINO  I  HAF  KFFER  SCHBENT  IN  MY  LIFE  !" 
"On,  DON'T  SAY  THAT,  HEKK  SCHMIDT!"  "AcHl  BOT  I  DO  SAY  DAT  I    I  ALVAYS  SAY  PAT!" 


THE  NEW  CONDUCTOR. 

["You  h<re  heen  elected  by  a  majority  of  the  House.  You  are  the 
representative  of  the  whole  House."  -Report  of  the  Eight  Son.  Arthur 
Salfour'i  tptech  on  the  election  of  Mr.  Gully  a»  Speaker.} 

Mr.  Punch  to  Mr.  Speaker. 

IF  the  Second  Fiddle 's  satisfied,  you  're  all  right  with  the  First ! 

The  Harp  may  heed  your  baton,  and  as  for  the  Big  Drum, 
When  it  booms  out  on  the  night  with  a  loud  sonorous  burst, 

That  makes  the  whole  proscenium  shake  and  hum ; 
What  matter  if  the  clatter,  and  the  bang  and  bump  and  batter, 

Keep  hut  time  ? 
If  they  're  docile  to  your  nod,  and  obedient  to  your  rod, 

The  New  Conductor's  post  will  be  prime  1 

The  Orchestra  has  doubtless  been  a  little  hit  at  odds, 

And  what  should  bring  forth  harmony  has  fallen  into  row ; 
But,  good  gracious !  there  were  shines  sometimes  among  the  Olym- 
pian gods, 

And  the  noisy  ones  look  milk  and  honey  now. 
The  brazen  and  the  windy  both  outdid  Wagnerian  shindy, 

For  a  while ; 

Now  there's  calm  at  wings  and  middle,  and  even  the  First  Fiddle 
Veils  his  virtuous  indignation  with  a  smile : 

The  tatti  did  go  wrong,  all  the  parts  appeared  at  strife, 
They  liked  the  Old  Conductor,  were  in  doubt  about  the  New ; 

And  WH-TBK-D'S  tootling  piccolo,  and  WH-BT-S'S  wry-neck'd  fife, 
Went  decidedly  a  little  bit  askew. 

But,  in  spite  of  blare  and  blether,  they  're  now  going  well  together, 
K"  String  and  reed, 

Parchment,  and  wood,  and  brass  ;  and  it  yet  may  come  to  pass 
That  the  New  Conductor's  debut  will  succeed. 

The  Old  Conductor's  style  was  perfection,  there 's  no  doubt, 

Impossible  to  beat,  and  extremely  hard  to  follow ; 
But  the  new  one  seems  to  know  pretty  well  what  he 's  about. 

A  Mercury  can  »)lay,  though  no  Apollo. 
So  let  us  cheer  all  round,  as  he  makes  his  bow  profound  1 

Tap,  tap,  tap ! 
(Jo  the  fiddle-bows,  in  proof  that,  while  welcome  shakes  the  roof, 

The  orchestra  agree  to  cheer  and  clap ! 


Sir,  that  St.  Stephen's  Orchestra  is  mighty  hard  to  lead  : 
Needs  mastery,  and  dignity,  and  coolness,  and  fine  ear. 

Great  was  the  iafon-wielder  'tis  your  fortune  to  succeed  ; 
But  tackle  your  big  task.  Sir,  without  fear ! 

Punch  trusts  the  name  of  GULLY  on  Fame's  roll  will  not  shine  dully 
At  the  end ! 

Now  tune  up  string  and  bow,  let  the  New  Conductor  know 
That  he  finds  in  each  performer  a  fair  friend ! 


Yes, 


PARTY  POLITICS. 

First  Man  (conciliatory).  You  're  a  Tory  ? 

Second  Man  (also  conciliatory).  Well,  no.    I  'm  a  Unionist. 
a  Unionist.    Certainly  I  don't  approve  of  Home  Rule  - 

Firtt  Man.  Don't  say  that.    I  think  well  of  Home  Rule. 

Second  Man.  Oh,  do  you  ?    Well,  I  agree  with  the  Liberals  in 
some  ways. 

First  Man.  Come  to  that,  in  some  ways  I  agree  with  the  Tories. 
Now  take  Disestablishment. 

Second  Man.  Ah,  that's  just  one  point  where  I  disagree  with  the 
Liberals. 

Firtt  Man.  Well,  you  may  be  right.    But  I  should  be  a  Tory  if 
they  supported  Home  Rule. 

Second  Man.  And  I  should  be  a  Liberal  if  they  didn't  want  Dis- 
establishment. 

Firtt  Man.  Now,  CHAMBERLAIN  - 

Second  Man.  Ah,  yes.    CHAMHEKLAIN  - 

Firtt  Man.  He  opposes  Home  Rule. 

Second  Man.  He  supports  Disestablishment. 

[Left  mutually  abusing  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN. 


FASHIONABLE  INTELLIGENCE.  —  "  The  LOBJ>  LIEUTENANT  was 
present  at  Punchestown  for  the  races.  His  Excellency  and  the  house 
party  from  the  Viceregal  Lodge,  which  included  TOBY,  M.P.,  met 
with  a  hearty  reception."  Naturally.  If  TOBY,  M.P.  was  not  made 
welcome  at  Punch  t  town,  who  should  be  f 


Crrr  NOTES. — The  latett  Crushing  Report. — The  Londonderry  Mine. 
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fHoTrs  TJSO 


A    BUSINESS    ANNOUNCEMENT. 


TRADE  BETRAYED. 

Returned  Anglo-Indian  Colonel  (to  friend  of 
his  boyhood).  Either  your  climate  is  colder  than 
it  used  to  be,  or  your  coals  throw  out  less  heat. 
Which  is  it  ? 

His  Friend.  Oh,  it's  the  coals.  Rubbishy 
things,  rather.  Come  from  Tomsk  in  Siberia. 

R.  A.-I.  C.  Siberia !  They  ought  to  be  sent 
there  1  But  aren't  English  coals  good  enough  t 

His  Friend.   Oh,   yes,   they're  good  enough. 


But  then,  you  see,  they  "re  dear.  That 's  the 
result  of  the  last  coal  strike. 

R.  A.-I.  C.  Oh,  I  heard  about  that  at  Ban- 
galore. Then  how  about  your  razors  ?  I  bought 
one  yesterday  in  the  Strand.  If  yon  believe  uie, 
I ' ve  only  used  it  once  and  it 's  blunt  already. 

His  Friend.  "Made  in  Germany,"  no  doubt. 
The  trade 's  gone  over  there,  they  say. 

R.  A.-I.  C.  And  boots,  now.  Why  has  the 
pair  I  got  in  the  City  a  month  ago  split  open  in 
two  places  P 


Hit  Friend.   Thai 's  the  late  boo 
strike.    Cheap  American  goods  have 
ousted  the  genuine  British  article. 

R.  A.-I.  C.  (meditatively).  Ah— 
heard  of  the  boot  strike  too  at  Ban- 
galore. But  I  didn't  find  my  boot- 
maker charged  me  any  leu  than  in 
the  old  days  for  'em.  Tell  you  what, 
there 's  only  one  thing  that  will  save 
England. 

Hit  Friend.  What 's  that  ? 

R.  A.-I.  C.  Why.  a  new  kind 
of  strike  altogether.  Why  shouldn't 
the  strikers  strike  striking  f  Eh  ? 

Hit  Friend.  That  never  struck  me. 
[  They  part  ptntirely. 


MY  PIPE. 

I  DO  not  now  attempt  to  ting, 

With  laudatory  phrases, 
That  now,  in  verse,  quite  hackneyed 
thing, 

Which  poet,  painter  praises : 
Belovid  byTuR»BR,CLADDi,orCuT?, 
The  excellent  tobacco-pipe. 

Nor  yet  of  bagpipes  do  I  write, 
Pan's  pipes  with  Punch  and  Judy, 

Or  organ  ones,  because  yon  might 
Read  books  on  them,  from  MCDIB, 

In  varied  tongues,  in  varied  tyfce— 

On  any  sort  of  music  pipe. 

Nor,  plagued  of  late  however  much 

By  bronchial  affections. 
Do  I  propote  just  now  to  touch, 

With  medical  reflections, 
On   what   Jack    Frost    delights    to 

gripe, 

My  choking,  wheezing,  sore  wind- 
pipe, 

Nor  am  I  speaking  now  of  wine, 

Nor  yet.  from  MAKKYAT  learning, 
Of  what  the  Cockney  would  define — 
Poor  A  as  ever  spurning — 
The  sime  in   mme,    but   not    in 

shipe," 

The  pipe  of  port ;    the  boatswain's 
pipe. 

No !  Now  I  sing — but  not  with  praise, 
To  praise  it  would  be  rummer 

Than  any  other  sort  of  craze. 
Excepting  in  a  plumber ; 

I  am  not  such  a  fool,  a  "  snipe," 

As  says  the  Bard — my  water-pipe. 

For  weeks  I  could  not  get  a  drop 

Of  water,  it  was  frozen ; 
When  thus  congealed  the  thing  would 

stop, 

I  spoke  as  would  a  boattrwain. 
For  seamen's  oaths  the  time  was  ripe, 
I  here  translate  them— Hang   that 
pipe! 

Then  suddenly,  of  course  at  night, 
There  came  a  sudden  splashing. 

And  1,  in  most  unequal  tight, 
About  my  bedroom  dashing. 

With  bheeta  and  towels  tried  to  wipe. 

Or  check,  the  flood  from  that  vile 
pipe. 

You  would  not  say  that  frost  is  tine, 

So  exquisitely  bracing, 
If  y»u  bad  had  a  pipe  like  mine, 

Your  ruined  home  defacing  ; 
5n  carpet,  stain ;  on  paper,  ttripe ; — 
Oh,  blow  that  beastly  water-pipe ! 


SONO  OF  THE  PKACK  TKRMS  (Sus<; 
TO  CHINA).— "Oh,  Let  us  be  Jappy 
together ! " 
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A  SONG  OF  SPRING. 

OH,  painters,  yon  who  always  "  oorae 
Before  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 

The  winds  of  March  "—till  May— with  some 
Atrocious  smell  of  paint,  and  make 

The  streets  in  such  a  shocking:  state,  yon 

Are  quite  a  nuisance — how  I  hate  yon ! 

How  can  I  wear  in  peace  a  Beat, 
Silk  hat,  and  coat  of  decent  black, 

When,  passing  you  in  any  street, 
Tour  paint  may  tumble  on  my  back, 

Or  I  may  smash,  which  might  be  sadder, 

My  hat  against  your  sloping  ladder  ? 

How  can  the  spring  delight  my  mind, 
How  can  I  like  the  budding  trees, 

The  butterflies  of  any  kind  ? 
A  Fainted  Lady  could  not  please 

In  any  way  the  mental  man, 

Were  I  a  painted  gentleman. 

How  can  I  like  the  balmy  air, 
How  dream  of  violets  in  bloom. 

When  paint-pots  swing  aloft  and  scare 
With  visions  of  impending  doom  ? 

I  'm  mad  and  hot— quite  crimson  madder — 

With  dodging  each  successive  ladder. 


TO  A  BANTLING. 

(Lines  written  to  a  Lady  who  "Ba/nted.") 

SOME  rhymes  to  make  you  laugh  ?    I  can't 
Drop,  Wegg-like,  into  rhyme  instanter. 

It 's  easiness  itself  to  bant, 
Comparatively  hard  to  banter. 

The  many  pretty  things  I  'd  say, 
The  pleasant  thoughts  I  'd  like  to  utter, 

I  may  not  do,  it  seems  to-day — 
You  scorn  the  bare  idea  of  butter  ! 

"  Sweets  to  the  sweet."    Not  long  ago, 
Why  chocolates— you  'd  gladly  greet  them. 

Now  you  've  abandoned  them,  and  so 
You  never  (hardly  ever)  eat  them. 

To  see  you  drink  hot  water — that 
The  very  stoniest  heart  would  soften, 

You  evidently  think  it  flat, 
You  're  in  it — aren't  you — much  too  often  ? 

Yet  whether  9st.  12,  as  when 

You  weighed  that  day  at  Margate  Station, 
Or  lOst.  7,  or  7st.  10, 

/  can't  pretend  to  indignation. 

To  bant  from  early  morn  till  late 

May  be,  of  course,  supremely  right  of  you  ; 
But  if  you  feel  oppressed  by  weight, 

Would  it  not  do  if  we  made  light  of  you  ? 

Though  that  I  swear  I  will  not  do, 

Let  others,  if  they  like,  make  bold  to — 
I  merely  write  these  rhymes  for  you, 

I  always  do  just  what  I  'm  told  to ! 
But  if  you  cease  to  peak  and  pine 

(For  Time  the  Banting  Conscience  hardens), 
You  will  not  fail  to  drop  a  line — 

My  chambers  are  in  Temple  Gardens. 


SEXOMANIA: 

By  an  Angry  Old  Suffer. 

"  WHEN  ADAM  delved  and  EVE  span," 
No  one  need  ask  which  was  the  man. 
Bicycling,  footballing,  scarce  human. 
All  wonder  now  "Which  is  the  woman?" 
But  a  new  fear  my  bosom  vexes  ; 
To-morrow  there  may  be  no  sexes ! 
Unless,  as  end  to  all  the  pother, 
Each.one  in  fact  becomes  the  other. 
E'en  then  perhaps  they  '11  start  amain 
A-trying  to  change  back  again ! 
Woman  teas  woman,  man  wat  man, 
When  ADAM  delved  and  EVK  span. 
Now  he  can't  dig  and  she  won't  spin, 
Unless  'tis  tales  all  slang  and  sin  I 


DOMESTIC   TROUBLES. 

"WHAT  w  IT,  NOTISB?" 

"!F  YOU  PLEASK,   MA'AM,  THE  CHILDREN   WILL  MAKE  SLIDE*  OK  THE   FLOOR  WITH 
TAPIOCA 


OSTRICH  FEATHERS. 


["The  magnificent  ostrich  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  presented  by  the  QCKEN, 
died  from  lung-di*ea«e." — Jjaily  Paper.} 


ha*  recently 


MY  eyes  are  wet  with  dewy  tears, 

That  will  not  cease  to  flow. 
Like  MARY'S  little  lamb,  my  grief 

Somehow  is  sure  to  go 
Wherever  I  do.    It  all  comes 

From  something  that  I  've  read, 
The  ostrich  that  I  loved  so  well 

Fell  ill,  and  now  is  dead. 

"  Magnificent "  indeed,  it  was. 

I  never  ceased  to  take 
A  pride  in  its  magnificence 

For  its  own  special  sake. 
But  added  unto  this  there  was 

An  extra  joy.    I  mean 
That  loyalty  asks  ardour  for 

A  present  from  the  QUKKN. 


Oh !  ostrich,  I  have  often  thought 

Your  smile  childlike  and  bland. 
And  speculated  if  it 's  true 

That  right  down  in  the  sand 
Yon  really  do  conceal  your  head. 

But  even  though  that  'a  wrong. 
It  seems  without  a  lung  for  life 

You  could  not  live  for  long. 

My  wife  and  I  delight  to  hear 

Our  wee  girl's  merry  laugh, 
As  she 's  astride  the  elephant 

Or  feeding  the  giraffe. 
But  ostrich— regal,  lung-gone,  dead!. 

When  we  are  at  the  Zoo, 
My  wife's  best  hat  will  always  serve 

To  turn  my  thoughts  to  yon. 
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CARMENCITA. 

(An  Impression.) 

"  0  FAST  is  east,  and  west  is  west 
And  never  the  twain  shall  meet." 

And  the  danoe  of  Spain  is  one  of  the  twain 
To  the  English  Man  in  the  Street. 


We  love  the  trick  of  the  lofty  kick 

And  the  muscular  display 
Of  the  nymph  who  has  leapt  at  a  muslin  hoop 

And  stopp'd  in  her  flight  half-way. 

A  plain,  blunt  girl  in  the  stormy  swirl 

Of  accordion  pleats  and  laces, 
Tbo'  she  cannot  dance,  if  she  spin  and  prance, 

Is  numbered  among  the  Graces. 

For  heel  and  toe  our  hearts  can  glow 
And  the  feats  of  the  rhythmic  clog, 

And  a  poem  of  motion  wells  forth  in  the  notion 
Of  a  Serpentine  Dancing  Dog. 

But  the  dancer's  art,  of  her  life  a  part, 

A  song  of  the  wordless  soul 
With  a  tale  to  tell,  like  the  music's  swell, 

Too  large  for  the  word's  control, 

That  goes  not  down  in  London  town 

Where  dogg'd  conventions  stick, 
Arid  dancers  still  must  charm  with  frill, 

Or  "make  shymnastic  drick." 

As  the  jungle  king  with  his  wrathful  spring, 

To  the  lamb  that  aptly  bleats. 
As  the  trumpet's  blare  to  the  palsied  air 

Of  that  which  plays  in  pleats, 
So  is  eaet  to  west,  with  its  sun-born  zest, 

With  tire  at  the  quick  heart's  core, 
And  passions  bold  as  the  ardent  gold 

Of  the  sun  on  a  southern  shore. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  KAISER'S  MERCY. 

(In  brief.) 

"The  sovereign's!  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmaceu,  for  an  inward  bruise." 

Henry  the  Fourth,  Part  I.,  Act  i.,  Sc.  3. 
A  QUABREL,  anything  but  pretty, 
Cannot  be  healed  by  parmaceti. 
But  honour,  bruised  m  the  leg. 
Finds  sovereign  solace  in  an  egg. 


REFLECTIONS  OP  A  STATESMAN. 

Saturday. — Things  looking  queer.  Leamingtm  in  a  ferment, 
Tories  denouncing  me.  Like  their  impudence.  Must,  order  ARTHUR 
BALFOUR  to  stop  this  nonsense,  and  bring  rebels  to  reason.  I  shall 
want  Hythe  thrown  into  the  bargain.  BALFOFR  must  write  more 
letters.  If  our  little  lot  are  to  get 
nothing  out  of  all  this,  what '«  the  use 
of  having  sacrificed  principles  and 
COURTNEY  ?  Obviously  none.  JESSK 
COLLINGS  quite  agrees.  Says  the 
Tories  will  repent,  when  it  is  too  late, 
of  having  refustd  to  submit  to  the 
greatest,  wisest,  mo«t  generous  and 
noblest  statesman  of  this  or  any  other 

;e,  pact  or  future.  Wonderful  amount 
ot  sense  in  JESSE.  Shall  make  him 
Governor-General  of  India,  or  First 
Lord  of  Admiralty. 

Monday.  —  Have    seen    BALFOUR. 
Says    he    can  do    nothing    at    Lea- 
mington.    Wanted  me  to  withdraw   Liberal   Unionist    candidate. 
ME  I    The  mere  notion  ridiculous.    Told  him  so.    Also  asked  him 

how  about  Compact.    He  said  "  Compact  be "    At  this  moment 

GOSCHEN  came  in,  and  interrupted.  BALFOUB  said  missing  word  was 
"observed."  GOSCHEN  full  of  sympathy,  but  said  he  could  do 
nothing.  Shall  not  allow  him  to  be  Chancellor  of  Exchequer  again. 
Shall  be  Chancellor  of  Exchequer  myself.  Letter  in  Times  from 
GEOFFREY  DRAGE,  saying  kind  things  about  me.  Rather  patron- 
isirg,  hut  well  meant.  Shall  make  DHAGE  Home  Secretary. 

Tuesday. — Letter  in  Times  from  Lord  TEYNTTAM  attacking  me  on 
account  of  vote  on  Welsh  Disestablishment.  Even  a  fool  of  a  lord 
might  know  a  man  can't  wriggle  out  of  everything,  and  can't  please 
everybody.  Have  written  to  SALISBURY  ordering  him  to  throw 
TEYNHAM  into  the  Tower  as  soon  as  Unionist  Government  in  power. 
If  he  refuses,  shall  accept  Premiership  myself  and  execute  TEYNHAM 
on  Tower  Hill.  Leamington  still  raging.  If  this  goes  on  shall  march 
at  head  of  Birmingham  Fencibles  and  rase  Leamington  to  the  ground 
— all  except  three  houses  said  to  belong  to  Liberal  Unionists. 
That  '11  teach  them  to  oppose  me. 

Wednesday. — Letter  in  Times  from  BYRON  REED.  Says  I  'm  not 
so  bad  as  they  want  to  make  me  out.  Nice  sensible  fellow  BTBON. 
Shall  make  him  Minister  of  Agriculture.  Have  sent  ultimatums  to 
SALISBURY,  BALFOUB,  AKEBS-DOUGLAS,  MICHAEL  HICK°-BKACH,  and 
CHAPLIN,  ordering  them  to  retire  from  public  life.  Shall  run  the 
show  on  entirely  different  lines  with  AUSTEN  and  JESSE)  to  help  me. 
Have  heard  from  editor  of  New  Review,  who  refuses  to  disclose  name 
of  author,  of  an  attack  on  me.  Have  sent  HENRY  JAMES  to  editor 
with  new  patent  rack  and  thumbscrews.  But  there,  my  name 's  easy. 
Never  could  bear  malice.  Always  forgive  everybody.  .  .  .  Notes 
from  SALISBURY,  BALFOUB  &  Co  They  refuse  to  retire.  HENRY 
JAMES  returns.  Editor  broke  rack  and  threw  thumbscrews  out  of 
window.  A  very  rule  man,  HENBY  JAMES  says.  GULLY  elected 

Speaker.     I  'm  off  to  Birmingham. 

****** 

Later. — Letter  from  HART  DYKE  in  the  Times.  A  good  fellow. 
HART  DYKE.  But  why,  in  the  name  of  screw-nails,  should  they  all 
presume  to  patronise  me  t 

****** 

Letter  in  Standard  from  STANLEY  BOULTER.  Must  stop  that  kind 
of  nonsense.  Leading  article  in  Standard.  Usual  futilities  :  "  We 
fully  recognise  loyal  services,  but  on  the  present  occasion,"  &c.  Shall 
refuse  peerage  and  retire  to  Central  Australia  with  JESSE  to  found  a 
Me-colony.  Sick  of  the  whole  show. 

QUEER  QUERY.— ANY  ADVANCE?— I  see  that  at  the  Shop 
Assistants'  Conference  at  Cardiff  it  was  said  that  what  shop- workers 
ought  to  go  in  for  was  a  "  Forward  Policy."  Surely  this  must  be  a 
mistake  ?  If  there  is  one  thing  that  everybody  cbjects  to,  it  is  for- 
ward young  men  and  women  behind  the  counter.  One  often  hears  the 
shop- walker  say,  "Will  you  come  forward,  Mis*  JONES,  and  serve  this 
lady ! "  And  perhaps  that  was  what  the  Cardiff  people  were  thinking 
of.  Can  this  be  the  true  explanation  ?  I  sincerely  hope  so ;  I  don't 
want  a  "forward"  young  person,  a  sort  of  "independent  labour 
party,"  slamming  down  goods  for  me  to  inspect!— ALARMED. 
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MAY  DAY. 

(Strictly  affording  to  Precedent.) 

OPEN  the  windows,  salute  the  day  ; 
Welcome,  welcome  the  First  of  May. 
Everything 's  changed,  or  ought  to 

he, 

Buds  are  bursting  on  hedge  and  tree. 
Sweet  winds  breathe  from  the  West 

or  South 

Soft  as  a  kiss  from  a  maiden's  mouth. 
Everything  speaks  of  warmth  and 

love, 

Bright  is  the  sun  in  the  blue  above. 
Out  in  the  woods,  I  know,  I  know, 
Fur  and  feather  are  all  aglow. 
Downy  rabbits  with  jewel  eyes 
Dart  about  in  a  wild  surprise. 
Yellow-billed    blackbird,     speckled 

thrush, 

Pour  their  notes  in  a  tuneful  gush. 
And  all  the  neat  little  boys  and  girls, 
With  clean  fresh  faces  and  hair  [in 

curls, 

Sinff  in  a  chorus,  "  Hurray,  hurray ! 
April's  gone,  it's  the  First 'of 

May!5' 

•  •  «  • 

That's  how  I  dreamt  my  May-day 

dream ;  [to  seem 

But  things  are  not  what  they  ought 
For  the  wind — why,  bless  me,  the 

wind  is  East, 
And  the  birds  don't  warble  or  chirp 

the  least.  [gloom. 

The  whole  of  the  sky  is  wrapped  in 
And  fires  are  lighting  in  every  room. 
And  1  shiver  and  sneeze  and  spend 

my  day 
In  a  winter-suit  on  the  First  of  May. 


AUK'  D  ABOUT.— Th  e  skin  of  a  Great 
Auk  was  put  up  for  sale  last  week, 
but  the  reserved  pi  ice  was  not  reached. 
Evidently  it  was  of  bad  omen  that  it 
should  have  been  put  up  at  an  "  Auk- 
shun." 


THE    NEW    BOY! 

"LOOK,  FATHER,  THIS  is  TOUR  NEW  OVERCOAT." 

"BY  GEORGE,    IT  FITS  YOU  CAPITALLY  I  " 


"  YBB,  DOESN'T  IT  I 
OLD  CLOTHES  I " 


YOU  WILL  MOW   BK  ABLX  TO  WEAR  MT 


DRAMATIC  FAMILY  LIKENESS. 

FOR  the  plot  of  The  Passport, 
recently  produced  with  a  fair  amount 
of  success  at  Terry's  Theatre,  the 
authors  admit  their  indebtedness  to 
Colonel  SAVAGE'S  novel,  My  Official 
Wife.  Oddly  enough,  this  plot 
bears  a  considerable  resemblance  to 
that  of  The  Orient  Express,  a  piece 
"  made  in  Germany,"  of  which  the 
English  adaptation  was  produced 
here,  at  Daly's,  during  his  season. 
In  this  piece,  i.e.,  The  Orient 
Express,  a  gentleman  baa  tourist 
tickets  for  himself  and  wife;  bat 
his  wife,  after  disjxmng  of  her 
ticket  to  a  professional  cicerone, 
returns  to  England  alone,  while  her 
husband,  travelling'  on  business,  con- 
tinues his  journey.  The  cicerone 
has  sold  the  ticket  cheap  to  a  lady, 
who  is  therefore  compelled  to  travel 
under  the  name  inscribed  on  the 
ticket,  and  finds  herself  in  the 
same  carriage  with  the  gentleman 
who  has  the  corresponding  ticket, 
and  the  ticket-collector,  seeing  the 
same  names,  hands  back  both  .tickets 
to  the  gentleman,  and  tries  to  keep 
the  carriage  strictly  reserved  for 
them  all  the  way,  in  which  attempt 
he  fails,  and  hence  arise,  on  their 
return  to  England,  complications 
analogous  to  those  of  The  Paitport. 
Was  the  novel  of  My  Official  Wife 
written  before  the  German  farcical 
play,  or  is  it  only  a  family  like- 
ness ?  

"  IL  IBA  LOW."  —  Dr.  FAJIRAR, 
now  Chaplain  to  the  SPEAKER,  has 
been  made  Dean  of  Canterbury. 
From  the  Deanery  to  a  Bishopric  is 
but  a  step.  He  has  gone  Far,  will 
go  FARRAK  and  fare  better  .  .  .  and 
then  .  .  .  FARRAR-well  to  all  his 


STRIKES  1  LA  MODE  DE  PARIS. 

(From  the  Diary  of  a  Pleasure- seeker  of  the  Future.) 

ROSE  early,  intending  to  have  a  real  good  time  of  it,  in  spite  of 
the  recent  disturbances.  As  a  precautionary  measure,  wore  my 
bullet-proof  coat  and  shell-def  j  ing  boots.  Carried  also  my  armour- 
plated  umbrella,  which  can  be  used  (on  emergencies)  as  a  shield  to 
quick-firing  guns.  Looked  out  of  window,  and  found  the  weather 
rplendid.  Firing,  too  (which  I  had  heard  every  now  and  again 
during  the  night),  seemingly  all  but  ceased. 

On  reaching  the  street,  representative  of  the  Civil  Power  cautioned 
me  to  be  careful.  Thanked  the  representative  for  his  courtesy,  and 
asked  why  a  squadron  of  hussars  were  trotting  past  with  drawn 
sabres.  Was  told  that  the  soldiers  were  engaged  in  the  protection 
of  a  sweep  journeying  to  his  work  in  a  donkey-cart. 

Started  for  a  stroll,  but  had  to  seek  shelter  in  a  doorway  from  a 
volley  of  ballets  fired  in  the  direction  of  the  early  milkman.  From 
this  demonstration  I  gathered  that  the  food  supply  would  be  still 
further  restricted  owing  to  the  action  of  the  men  on  strike.  After 
the  purveyor  had  beaten  a  hasty  retreat,  advanced  upon  a  strongly- 
fortified  position,  which  turned  out  to  be,  as  I  expected  it  would,  a 
doubly-entrenched  cab-stand. 

Only  one  vehicle  on  the  rank.  Engaged  the  cabman.  Although  I 
was  unaccompanied  by  a  relative  or  friend,  found  the  space  at  my 
disposal  distinctly  limited.  The  top  of  the  four-wheeler  was,  of 
course,  occupied  by  the  customary  rocket  party.  The  box  had  its 
usual  sentry,  carrying  a  couple  of  revolvers  and  a  search-light. 
Three  of  the  seats  inside  were  occupied  by  sharpshooters,  and  I 
retained  the  fourth. 

"  We  had  better  make  for  the  river,"  said  the  officer  in  command, 
and  we  fell  in  with  the  suggestion. 

Our  progress  was  comparatively  uneventful.  Certainly  at  the 
corners  of  streets  we  had  to  run  the  gauntlet  of  a  shower  of  projectiles 
of  various  dimensions;  still,  the  armour-plated  sides  of  the  cab 
turned  aside  the  flood  of  iron,  and  the  custodians,  by  lying  flat  as 

rot.  onn. 


occasion  required,  escaped  without  injury.  Leaving  the  steel-pro- 
tected cab,  1  embarked  on  board  an  armoured  penny  steamboat,  and 
made  my  way  down  the  river.  Fortunately,  the  helmsman  was  able 
to  avoid  the  submarine  mines  which  had  been  laid  by  the  Chairman 
of  the  Strike  Committee.  Our  voyage  was  also  rendered  exciting  by 
the  torpedoes. 

Having  reached  the  last  pier,  I  returned  to  land,  and  was  suffi- 
ciently fortunate  to  catch  an  omnibus  about  to  start  on  its  exciting 
campaign.  The  route,  which  ran  chiefly  through  main  thorougfares. 
extended  to  the  length  of  four  miles.  Thanks  to  the  exertions  of  all 
arms  of  the  service,  the  distance  was  traversed  in  about  three  hours. 
Every  inch  of  the  ground  was  hotly  contested,  but  the  omnibus  at 
length  won  the  day.  The  los«es  on  our  side  consisted  of  a  colonel 
killed,  and  seventy-four  rank-and- tile  wounded.  The  casualties  on 
the  side  of  the  strikers  were  infinitely  more  numerous. 

On  reaching  my  destination,  I  made  for  home  in  a  balloon,  thus 
escaping  any  further  molestation. 

PRESENTED  AT  COURT. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,— I  notice  that  "an  original  dramatic  cari- 
cature "  is  being  played  at  the  Court  Theatre,  under  the  title  of 
Vanity  Fair.  To  prevent  mistakes,  I  write  to  say  at  once  that  I  am 
on  the  eve  of  constructing  a  three- volume  novel,  called  Hamlet,  Prince 
of  Denmark  :  a  poem,  called  Box  and  Cox ;  and  a  satire,  called 
Macaiilay's  History  of  England.  I  merely  mention  this  fact  to 
protect  my  copyright  in  the  names  I  have  chosen  for  my  new  works. 
I  have  also  in  contemplation  the  writing  of  a  book  to  be  entitled 
Adam  Bede,  a  novelette,  to  be  known  as  King  Solomon's  Mines, 
and  a  story  to  be  y'clept  Treasure  Iiland.  May  I  add  that  I  have 
also  some  pantomimes  and  eccentric  ballets  nearly  ready  that  will  be 
christened,  when  completed, — Esmond,  The  Virginians,  The  New- 
comes,  Philip,  and  last,  but  not  least,  Pendennii. 

Yonrs  truly,       NOTHING  IT  SOT  ORIGINAL. 

P.8. — I  am  thinking  of  adopting  as  a  nom  de  plume  the  signature 
of  "WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAT." 
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HIS    FAVOURITE    SUBJECT. 

Imftnot  Artist.     '  WISH  I  OOULD  HAVE  GOT  IT  DONK  IN  niot  FOR  THB  ROYAL  ACADEMY,    SURK  TO  HAV«  BBBN  ACCKPTED." 
[*•*  The  Emperor  ef  GERMANY  has  recently  painted^  ^sea-piece.] 
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HIS  FAVOURITE  SUBJECT. 

Distinguished  Amateur  soliloquiseth : — 

THXKE  .'.'.'     Egotistic  ways  are  my  abhor- 
rence ; 

But  if  this  masterpiece  were  only  hang 
In  the  Uffizi  Gallery  at  Florence. 
Where  LEIGHTON,  like  a  god,  ambrosial, 

young, 

And  MILLAIS,  in  immortal  manhood,  stand, 
Self-limned,  for  admiration  of  posterity, 
I  fancy  that  this  work  of  my  right  hand 
Would  quite  eclipse  mere  Genius,  whose 

temerity 
In  challenging  comparison  with  BIBTH 

Is  really  getting  something  unendurable. 
Aha  I     It  moves  me  to  sardonic  mirth  1 
To  dream  of  my  position  as  securable 
By  mere  Bismarokian  brain ! !  I    Now,  as  the 

god, 

/  come  out  admirably.     Form  and  stature, 
The  threatening  eye,  and  the  earth-shaking 

nod, 

All,  all  to  me  are  simply  second  nature. 
Globe-trampling  foot,  and  hand  that  grips 
the  bolt,—  [Apofio,— 

Aye,  and    the    lyre  when  I   would  play 
Are  mine  I   Will  low-born  Genius  dare  revolt. 
Or  where  /  lead  Greatness  decline  to  follow  ? 
Absurd !    I  hardly  know  in  what  great  guise 
To  paint  my  greatness !    I  have  sung  of 

JEgir, 

But  he  was  but  a  sea-god,  and  his  size 
And  strength  compared  with  mine  were 

small  and  meagre. 
[  am  a  Joint-stock  Deity,  as  'twere, 
Olympus  in  a  nutshell,  Neptune,  Mars, 


The  Cloud-Compeller  and  the  Sungod  fair. 
Here  I '  ra  pure  Jove.    And  yet  somehow  it 

jars 
Upon  my  spirit  to  be  so  restricted 

To  one  immortal  guise,  however  grand. 
Hah!     Gods    by   their   own   pencils  thus 

depicted 
Would   make  a  New  Valhalla   e'en   my 

hand 

Need  not  disdain  to  add  to.    If  Narcissus 
Had  been  a  painter,  nowl     There  is  no 

stream, 
Though    clear   as   my   own    Rhine    or    the 

Ilissus, 
Could  do  me  justice.    I  must  pairt  my 

dream 

Of  my  Supernal  Self.    A  mere  reflection 
From  Nature's  mirror  would  but  mar  my 

beauty. 
No ;  I  must  limn  myself  for  the  inspection 

Of  men  and  gods ;  it  is  a  simple  duty. 
Thin  does  not  satisfy  me.    And  it  is 

Too  late,  I  fear,  for  Grandmamma's  K.  A. 
Besides,  those  English  journalists  might  quiz 
Even  Imperial  Art.    They  've  their  own 

way 
Too  much  by  far  in  that  ill-ordered  isle, 

Those  cheeky  critic-fellows.    Let  me  catch 
A  Teuton  quill-driver  who  '11  dare  to  smile 
Upon  a  masterpiece  he  cannot  match ! ! ! 

[Left  touching  it  up. 

Literary. 

A  BOOK  is  announced  entitled  Irish  Hu- 
mour through  English  Glatsts.  It  will  be 
followed,  we  hope,  by  a  companion  volume, 
entitled  English  (ill)  Humour  through  Irish 
(Whisky)  Glasses. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MESSRS.  BLACKWOOD  are  issuing  a  standard 
edition  of  the  works  of  GKOROE  ELIOT.  Adam 
Bede,  of  course,  comes  first,  admirably 
printed  in  dainty  volumes  of  blue  and  gold. 
Glancing  over  the  work  brings  back  to  the 
memory  of  my  Baronite  a  certain  schoolboy 
who,  instead  of  going  home  to  dinner,  used 
to  spend  the  interval  in  the  reading-room  of 
a  free  library,  literally  dining  off  Adam  Bede, 
then  j  ust  out.  It  will  be  interesting  to  observe 
how  far  the  public  of  to-day,  more  especially 
the  young  men  and  maidens  who  read  novels, 
will  take  to  GBOROK  ELIOT.  In  this  new 
standard  edition  opportunity,  alike  in  respect 
of  charm  and  cheapness,  is  made  alluring. 

The  Curse  of  Intellect  is  an  unattractive 
title,  suggestive  rather  of  a  aeries  of  essays 


on  the  melancholy  lives  of  certain  geniu 
than  of  the  weird  tale — for  such  it  is — 
of  a  Man-Monkey.  This  story,  published  by 
Messrs.  BLACK  WOOD,  and  written  by  MACHIA- 
VELLI  COLIN  CLOCT,  is  a  modern  version 
of  Frankenstein,  the  distinction  being  that, 
whereas  Frankenstein  constructed  his  own 
monster,  the  hero  of  this  romance,  one  Reuben 
Power,  finds  a  monster  ready  to  hand  in  a  kind 
of  "  Mr.  Gorilla,"  whom  he  educates  to  speak 
a  strange  language,  also  to  read,  write,  and 
think  in  excellent  English.  This  Converted 
Ape  kills  his  maker,  and  then  considerately 
puts  an  end  to  his  own  miserable  existence ;  he 
does  not,  however,  possess  a  soul  (Franker,- 
ttein's  Monster  was  also  deficient  in  this 
respect).  "  For  0  it  is  such  a  'norrible  tale ;  " 
and,  except  to  those  who  occasionally  enjoy 
"a  'norrible  tale,"  this  cannot  be  recom- 
mended by  THB  BABON  DK  B.-W. 
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BLIND    ALLEY-GORIES. 

BY  DTONO  WAHRIAR. 

(Translated  from  the  original  Lappish  by  Mr.  Punch's  own 
Hyperborean  Enthusiast.) 

No.  III.— A  SOCRATIC  EXPERIMENT. 
THE  other  day  I  went  out  for  a  walk.    My  thoughts  circled  round 


chuckled  foolishly  to  himself  and  retired  behind  a  barrier  of  mottled 
soap. 

When  I  had  tone  a  piece  further  I  reached  a  back  street,  where  I 
found  my  friend  the  Bird-stuffer  sitting  on  his  doorstep,  playinf;  the 
mouth-organ. 

"  Answer  me  a  question,"  I  besought  him.  "  Suppose  you  found 
out  that  those  who  hold  the  reins  of  government  in  our  town  were 
educating  large  blue-bottle  flies  to  make  apricot  jam  out  of  your  and 


my  head  like  bees  in  a  bonnet,  and  detached  themselves  slowly  from  your  neighbours'  pig-wash,  would  you  write  to  the  local  paper  about 
the'loose  white  honeycomb  of  my  brain  to  mirror  themselves  in  my  ;  it,  even  if  you  knew  that  the  editor  would  decline  to  insert  your 
soul,  as  is  usual  with  me  on  letter?" 

such  occasions.     And, 


some- 
where round  the  corner,  a 
voice  lurked  calling  out  re- 
marks— what  I  knew  not,  only 
that  they  were  of  a  highly 

frsonal  character.  The  people 
met  stared   at  me,  and  I 
stared  at  them,  for  I  had  a 
presentiment  that  they  were 
talking  about  me,  but  I  took 
no  notice  of  them — beyond  in- 
forming them  that  they  were  A  clear  and  P™0"™1 ' 
cowards  and  blowflies,  and  requesting  to  be  informed  why  they  en- 
closed their  dirty  interiors  in  glass.    For  I  am  Young  GARNAWAT, 
and  when  I  take  a  walk,  I  generally  exchange  amenities  of  this 
kind  with  any  persons  I  happen  to  meet. 

At  the  Market  Place,  my  friend  the  Tallow-chandler  sat  inside  his 
shop,  dozing  under  a  pale  canopy  of  farthing  dips. 

Answer  me  a  question,"  I  begged  of  him.  •'  Why  does  one  yearn 
for  the  top  brick  off  the  chimney  when  one  is  a  child,  and  yet  feel 
dissatisfied  when,  as  a  man,  one  receives  it  on  the  top  of  one's 
Sunday  tile  ?  Why  does  the  sea  bird  fly  inland  in  winter  to  get  food 
from  the  towns— only  to  turn  up  its  beak  when  presented  with  a 
ticket  for  soup  ?  Why  do  we ?  " 

My  friend  the   Tallow-chandler  answered   never  a  word,  but 


My  friend  answered  never  a 
word ;  he  only  giggled  in 
embarrassment,  struck  up  a 
mazurka  on  his  mouth-organ, 
and  began  to  dance  sheepishly. 
But,  down  in  Mud  Alley,  my 
friend  the  Dustcart-man  sat 
at  his  open  window— a  family 
idyll,  wife  and  six  small  chil- 
dren, all  eating  onions  and 
,  fried  fish. 

"  Answer  me  a  question,"  I 

prayed  him.  "  If  a  person  came  to  you  and  .said 'rudely,  'Better 
anything  else  than  sitting  here  with  your  head  in  the  domestic  halter 
among  the  potsherds  and  puff  baEs  of  the  old  ideals ;  rather  a  jolly 
good  row  that  ends  in  a  fortnight' s  ' '  hard  "  than  fat-headed,  elephant- 
footed  dulness  here  with  your  buzzing  brood  around  you !  _  If  a 
preson  came  to  you  and  said  that,  what  reply  would  you  give  him  ?  " 
My  friend  answered  never  a  word;  he  was  out  of  the  window 
before  I  had  time  to  walk  away ;  and  in  a  very  few  moments  I  re- 
ceived a  clear  and  practical  iEustration  of  the  sort  of  reply  he  would 
give  to  such  a  question. 

As  for  me,  I  limped  home  as  well  as  I  could,  and,  when  evening  fell, 
and  I  was  done  up  in  brown  paper  and  vinegar,  both  my  eyes  gleamed 
in  the  evening  sun  with  the  iridescent  glitter  of  peacocks'  tails. 


"FOR  THIS  RELIEF,  MUCH  THANKS  I" 

["Fort  Chitral,  April  20.  — Colonel  KBLLY'S 
force  from  Gilghit  arrived  to-day.  .  .  .  Much  sick- 
ness from  bad  food,  excessive  work,  and  exposure. 
Conduct  of  troops  admirable.  .  .  .  The  discipline, 
devotion,  and  fortitude  displayed  by  all  ranks 
under  circumstances  which  required  all  those 
qualities  are  beyond  all  praise." — Dr.  Robertson's 
Summary  of  the  Siege  of  Chitral.'] 

"  Small  time,  but,  in  that  small,  most  greatly  liv'd 

This  star  of  England." 
Chorus :  King  Henry  the  fifth,  Act  V.,  Scene  2. 

ONLY  one  more  "little  war," — of  course, 
Precipitate  pluck,  and  inadequate  force — 

Such  wars  as  our  England  wages 
At  terrible  cost  in  British  lives. 
And  orphan  children  and  widowed  wives, 
Whereat,  though  greatly  our  glory  thrives, 

Our  conscience  sometimes  rages. 

But  such  little  wars  may  need  great  hearts, 
And  the  wandering  heroes  who  play  their  parts 

For  England,  the  wide  world  over : 
Fight  as  well  though  they  fight— and  fall- 
In  a  leagured  hut,  by  a  shattered  wall, 
As  though  the  purple  of  WELLINGTON'S  pall 

Each  death-cold  breast  should  cover. 

Devotion,  fortitude,  discipline  ?    Yes 
They  always  shine  in  the  perilous  press, 

Where  British  soldiers  rally. 
Shine  as  bright  in  the  hopeless  dark 
Of  the  madmelee,  though  there 's  none  to  mark 
The  scattered  wreckage  ruddy  and  stark 

Of  the  last  brave  stand  or  sally. 

We  rejoice  to  hear,  though  we  knew  we  should, 
Chitral's  defenders  again  made  good 

The  glorious  old  tradition 
Of  loyalty  to  the  flying  flag. 
Cynics  may  dub  it  the  torn  red  rag, 
But  our  tongues    shall   laud,   whilst  those 


ongues  can  wag, 
That  splendid  "superstition." 


The  men  who  stood,  and  the  men  who  came 
O'er  ice-bound  ridges  with  hearts  aflame, 

To  relieve  their  leagured  brothers, 
Have  all  done  well  •  and  the  tawny  skin 
Of  those  who  helped  us  to  war  and  win, — 


Well,  your  little  Englander  's  less  akin 
To  England  than  those  others ! 

' '  For  this  relief,  much  thanks ! "    And  thanks 
To  dead,  and  living,  and  of  all  ranks. 

Forget  their  service  ?    Never ! 
"  Small  time,"  indeed,  but  as  brightly  shone 
"  This  star  of  England,"  as  it  had  done 
OQ  that  stricken  field  when  the  lurid  sun 

Of  the  Corsican  sank  for  ever. 


A  FIRST  STEP 

TOWARDS    HISTRIONICS. 

(Under  the  guidance  of  Herr  Goethemann.) 

Quettion.  Have  you  witnessed  the  per- 
formance of  the  Actor-manager  ? 

Answer.  No,  but  I  have  perused  thetragedy 
of  the  Author-publisher. 

Q.  Is  it  a  curtain-raiser  ? 

A.  No,  but  it  is  a  hair-lifter,  in  three  acts. 

Q.  How  many  are  the  persons  of  the  drama  ? 

A.  Four. 

Q.  Of  these,  how  many  are  objectionable  ? 

A.  Five. 

Q.  Kindly  resolve  this  paradox. 

A.  All  are  objectionable  that  come  on  the 
stage,  and  one  that  doesn't. 

Q.  You  speak  of  the  stage  ;  where  has  the 
play  been  given  ? 

A.  Nowhere.   It  has  not  received  a  license. 

Q.  Is  it  the  close  season  ? 

A.  No,  but  so  much  private  license  was 
taken  by  the  Author-publisher  that  the  public 
censor  did  not  see  his  way  to  adding  to  the 
amount. 

Q.  Then  we  shall  not  see  it  interpreted  by 
intelligent  actors  ? 

A.  No,  for  even  if  license  were  granted, 
the  Author-publisher  would  take  all  the 
parts  himself! 

Q.  I  do  not  follow  this  scheme  of  plurality. 
.  A.  I  quote  from  his  own  printed  adver- 
tisement, "The  right  of  performing  in  public 
this  play  (sic)  is  reserved  by  the  author." 
.  Q.  Did  you  state  that  it  is  a  tragedy  ? 
. .  A.  Yes,  but  inclining  to  farce. 


Q.  Does  it  move  the  reader  to  pity  and  terror? 

A.  Yes,  both.  Pity  for  himself,  and  terror 
of  the  next  thing  of  the  kind  that  he  may 
have  to  read. 

Q.  Has  it  any  other  of  the  high  qualities 
of  the  Greek  Tragedy  ? 

A.  It  says  it  has  the  unities. 

Q.  A  severe  attack  ? 

A.  No,  the  Norwegian  kind;  a  form  of 
Teutonic  measles,  painful  but  transitory. 

Q.  Is  it  heroic? 

A.  No,  but  it  is  suburban. 

Q.  Is  the  conclusion  worthy  of  a  great 
tragedy?  Does  it  end  in  a  lurid  light  of 
whole-souled  passion  and  death  ? 

A.  It  ends  about  4  A.M.  the  next  day, 
with  a  cock  crowing.  The  protagonist  has 
come  home  intoxicated,  and  remains  so. 
I  regret  to  add  that  he  pushes  the  heroine, 
she  having  displaced  his  beverage  by  break 
ing  the  glass.  She  slaps  him  upon  the  face, 
and  eventually  loses  animation.  I  do  not 
know  how  the  other  two  end,  because  they 
were  not  home  in  time  for  the  curtain.  As 
it  was,  the  Author-publisher  nearly  spoilt 
one  of  the  unities  through  waiting  for  them. 

Q.  All  must  be  well  that  ends  so  well. 
Is  there  a  problem  or  enigma  ? 

A.  There  is  always  the  insoluble  riddle— 
why  did  he  write  it  ? 

Q.  Is  it  full  of  situations  ? 

A.  Not  inconveniently  so ;  but  there  is  a 
dramatic  moment. 

Q.  Which  ? 

A.  I  do  not  know. 

Q.  Then  why  do  you  say  there  is  one  ? 

A.  Because  the  Author-publisher  says  so. 

Q.  But  is  it  not  wasteful  to  have  three 
acts,  and  only  one  dramatic  moment  ? 

A.  I  should  have  thought  so ;  but  the 
Author-publisher  says  he  has  shown  economy. 

Q.  Could  you  give  me anideaofthe  manner  ? 
Select  a  striking  incident  or  a  passage  where 
there  is  subtle  characterisation. 

A.  One  situation  impressed  me  very  much. 
I  think  it  must  have  been  the  dramatic 
moment.  I  reserve  it  for  my  next. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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FILIA  PULCHB.A,   MATER 
PULCHRIOB. 

I  LOVED  a  girl,  divinely  sweet, 
An  unsophisticated  creature ; 

I  did  not  scruple  to  repeat 

She  was  divine,  you  could  not  meet 
More  charms    isplayed  in  form  and 
feature. 

I  loved  her  youthful  grace,  her  alight 
And  dainty  form,  an  angel's  seem- 
ing. 

Crowned  by  sweet  hair,  as  dark  fas 
night, 

Her  face  would   charm  an   artist's 


A  poet's  thoughts,  a  lover's  dream- 
ing. 

I  loved  her  dark  and  lustrous  eyes, 
Which  love  might  light  with  glow- 
ing passion, 

Her  lips,  her  neck— you  will  surmise 
I  wrote  her  rhymes,  all  tears  and 

sighs 
In  lovesick  versifier's  fashion. 

I  loved  her  like  a  childish  pet, 

I  felt  I  could  not  love  another, 
Until  the  day  when  first  I  met 
Her  widowea  mother,  charming  yet, 
And  now,  instead,  I  love  her  mother. 

I  love  the  woman,  for  the  rose, 
Full  hlown,  excels  the  rosebud's 

beauty, 

Nor  think  of  girlish  charms  since  those 
No  more  inspire  my  Muse,  which  shows 
My  Muse  is  fit  for  any  duty. 

I  love  her,  stately  as  a  queen 
Whom     VERONESE    might    have 

painted, 

Blue-eyed,  with  hair  of  golden  sheen — 
That's  just  the  one  thing  which  has 

been 

A  trouble  since  we  've  been  ac- 
quainted. 

I  love  not  charms  I  loved  before, 

Dark  as  the  night,  or,  say  a  hearse  is. 
Now  auburn  beauty  pleases  more, 
My  wasted  hours  I  deplore — 
I  've  had  to  alter  all  those  verses. 


PEPPING     AND     OVEBSTEPPDJO.— At 

afmeeting  of  forest  borderers,  Wan- 
stead,  it  was  asserted  that  since  the 
Corporation  had  had  control  of  the 
forest,  upwards  of  100.000  trees  had 
been  felled.  If  true,  the  members  of 
the  Corporation-Epping-Forest-Com- 
mittee  will  henceforth  be  known  as 
"  those  fellers ! " 


"ANIMAL    SPIRITS." 

No.  XII.— OUTBIDS  EXKTBR  HALL. 


TO  CIECE. 

"If  doughty  deed*  my  lady  pie 

Though  somewhat  old  and  gouty, 
The  first  occasion  I  will  seize 

Of  doing  something  "  doughty  "  ; 
"  If  gay  attire  delights  your  eye, 

I  'fl  dight  me  in  array  " 
Which  every  casual  passer-by 

Will  think  extremely  gay. 

*  If  sweetest  sounds  can  win  your  ear," 
I '11  cheerfully  begin  (fear,) 

'mi i_  _I--A     I_A-    i_     I2*_      T 


life. 


(Though   somewhat   late  in 

To  learn  the  violin  • 
In  fact,  whatever  task  you  set, 

You  11  speedily  discover 
That  in  the  writer  you  have  met 

A  most  submissive  lover. 

I  could  exemplify  the  fact 

Through  several  extra  verse*, 
How  I  would  please,  by  every  act, 

My  kindliest  of  CIHCK'S  ; 
And  yet  by  destiny  malign 

You  've  happened  inst  to  choose 
The  single  task  which,  though  divine 

The  bidder,  I  refuse. 

The  single  task — and  pardon,  pray, 

If,  not  .without  compunction, 
Reluctantly  I  disobey 

Youi  positive  injunction : 
Ask  what  you  will,  I  "11  undertake 

The  deed,  however  big, 
But  do  not blind  my  eyei   and 

Me  try  to  draw  a  pig !  [make 


TO  A  PICTURE. 

You  pretty  face,  upon  my  wall. 

Most  charming  deaf-mute —  and  withal 
Mv  confidante— whate'er  befall, 
My  trust  in  you  will  rest  untold. 
You  pretty  face ! 

What  do    they    call    you?    Is    it 
"Spring'*'?  rRaoe"r— 

Or  "Blossoms"?  or  "The  Coining 
It  matter*  not  in  any  case, 

Your  name  may  be  just  anything 
For  all  I  care,  you  pretty  face. 

Yon  bring  me  back  old  scenes  anew, 
*.  You've  somethingof  my  lady's  grace. 
•   Of -her  sweet  features  just  a  trace, 
And  so  I  have  re-christened  you — 
I  won't  say  what — yon  pretty  face  I 

I  have  no  portrait  to  recall 

The  sweetest  of  all  maids  to  me, 
Nor  have  I  need  of  one  at  all. 
Yet,  seeing  you  upon  my  walL 
By  pleasing  "make-believe    I  see 
Her  pretty  face ! 


BABY'S  DIARY. 

["  The  Nursery  Tricycle  contains  two  seats,  one  for  the  mistress  and  one 
for  the  maid  and  her  charge,  and  has  two  pairs  of  pedals."— DaityPtper.} 

THIS  is  rather  fun!     Ever  so  much  better  than  those  crawling 
old  mail-carts  and  perambulators.    Wonder  mother  and 
nurse  never  thought  of  it  before.    A  pneumatic  tandem, 
too,  I  notice.    Hope  they  understand  blowing  tire  up 
again  when  it  bursts. 

Nurse  a  dufftr  at  pedalling.  A  mere  passenger !  Have 
to  keep  her  up  to  the  mark  by  crying.  Frightened  a 
pony  in  a  trap.  Sarcastic  driver  said,  "  You  don't  want 
a  bell  to  your  machine  with  that  child  yelling  like  a 
tom-cat  on  fire."  Gives  me  a  hint — I  must  see  m>w  our 
cat  does  yell  when  it 's  on  fire. 

Really,  I  never  saw  such  steering !  Mother  has  just 
run  us  into  a  brick  wall.  Disgraceful!  Why  wasn't 
she  taught  tricycling  when  she  was  young  ?  Her  educa- 
tion has  certainly  been  horribly  neglected. 

Why  should  I  sit  in  the  middle,  though  ?    Can't  see 

the  COUntrv  nrmiprlv.       Afnlro  nn/itliai.  mutant lrtni}oi>    if 


possible.  Passing  pedestrian  observes,  "  Yon  should  call  your  machine 
a  orycycle,  not  a  tricycle."  Put  out  my  tongue  at  him.  Nurse  offers  to 
give  me  a  "  pick-a-back" -says  she  can  pedal  too!  The  old  humbug! 
Scratch  her  face.  Mother  offers  me  a  seat  on  front  handle.  Not  half  bad. 
Fresh  air  makes  one  uncommonly  hungry.  Time  for  my  bottle. 
Insist  on  my  outriders  stopping  at  a  public  for  milk. 
Find  the  pony,  trap,  and  sarcastic  driver  stopping  there 
too.  Latter  says  to  Mother,  "So  you've  brought  the 
infant  phenomenon  with  you,  Ma'am ! "  Wonder  what 
he  means.  He  adds  something  about  a  "fog-horn." 
Rude,  I  fancy. 

Back  homewards.  Awfully  sleepy  after  that  milk. 
Curious  milk.  Perhaps  sarcastic  person  drugged  it  to  quiet 
me ?  Fa«t  asleep.  Wakened  by  crash  I  Stars !  Oh,  what 
is  it  P  Try  to  yell — can't — mouth  full  of  something. 

Later.  In  my  cot,  thank  Heaven '.  Heard  doctor  say, 
"  Severe  shock,  but  no  bones  broken."  Awful  head- 
ache. Seems  that  break  went  wrong  going  down -hill. 
Well,  no  "  safety  tandem"  for  me  again-j«an't  stand 
'em,  myself,  not  T>eing  in  favour  of  infanticide.  Give 

»»*»  «  trnfiA  nm  mail  nflrt  ' 
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FELINE    AMENITIES. 
Miss  Trtgutking.  "On  its  I  THERE  ARK  SUCH  LortLT  SEAS  AND  SKIES  IN  CORNWALL,  AND  SUCH  BOCKS  AND  CAVES— AXD  SEALS 

—AND  THE  MOST  MAGNIFICENT  WILD  WAVES  YOU  EVER  SAW— AND " 

Mn.  Frou-frou.  "  BUT  NO  DRESS-MAKERS,  I  SUPPOSE  I " 


JOHN  STANDS  ALOOF. 

(SHIMONOSEKI,  1895.) 

["Circumstances  might  arise,  of  course,  in 
which  we  should  feel  called  upon  to  safeguard  our 
interest*,  but  so  far  we  discern  no  adequate  ground 
for  interference."— The  "  Times "  on  t)u  Joint 
frotett  of  Riunf,  Irance  and  Germany  ogaimt  the 
•Mtexmtvon  portion  of  tkt  Treaty  of  Shtmonotelei.} 

AIH— "  The  Heathen  Chinee." 

JOHN  BULL  sings : — 
I  81  AND  by,  and  I  nark, 

And  I  see  some  things  plain ; 
And  the  looks  that  are  dark 

At  the  JAP'S  game,  and  gain, 
From  that  Heathen  Chinee,  are  peculiar ; 
But  aloof  /  'm  content  to  remain ! 

AH  SIN  at  the  game 

Thought  him  chipper  and  spry ; 
But  he 's  "  spoofed^all  the  same— 

(Whatsome'er  that  imply) — 
And  his  smile  is  less  pensive  and  childlike 

Than  when  he  once  played  with  BILL  NYE. 

Little  JAP  looked  absurd — 

As  regarding  mere  size— 
And  some  people  inferred 

He  was  feeble  likewise ; 
Yet  he 's  played  it  this  time  upon  JOHNNY 

In  a  way  it 's  scarce  safe  to  despise. 

In  the  saffron  pair's  game 

I  did  not  take  a  hand. 
Some  conceived  that  the  same 

JAP  did  not  understand ; 
But  his  grin  somehow  soon  turned  the  tables 

On  "the  smile  that  was  childlike  and  bland." 


'Tis  a  theme  for  BKET  HAKTK, 

P'raps  he  only  could  show 
The  artful  JAP'S  art— 

If  I  may  put  it  so — 
In  a  way  which  is  worthy  the  subject. 

But  me  interfere,  gents  ?    Why,  no  I 

If  JAP'S  cards  had  been  stocked— 

Which  I  do  not  believe — 
Had  our  feelings  been  shocked 

By  the  state  of  JAP'S  sleeve ; 
We  might  have  had  reason  for  charging 

The  same  with  intent  to  deceive. 

Bnt  the  hands  he  has  played 

With  that  Heathen  Chinee, 
And  the  points  he  has  made, 

Are,  as  far  as  I  see, 
The  result  of  good  play  pita  good  fortune ; 

And  does  it  concern  you  or  me  ? 

The  Russ  standing  by 

Turned  his  glance  upon  me. 
(For  the  JAP'S  pile  was  high.) 

And  he  hissed,  "  Shall  this  be'? 

S?1  J  naye  tnis  °a*rt  JAP  for  a  neighbour  ? 

bhall  he  clear  out  the  Heathen  Chinee  ?  " 

Swarthy  FRANCOIS  looked  glum, 

Ginger  HANS  rubbed  his  chin : 
Bnt  I  smoked  and  stood  mum, 

As  the  JAP  raked  the  tin. 
Then  I  says,  "He's  played  fairly  and  squarely. 

bo  what  call  have  tee  to  out  in  ? 

"  In  the  game,  as  you  know, 

Ton  would  not  take  a  hand, 
But  a  short  while  ago ; 

So  let  JAPPY  now  land 
The  stakes,  and  AH  SIN  take  his  hiding 

At  the  gam*  hu  foe  does  understand. 


"  JOHNNY  thought  himself  strong 

At  that  game ;  but  the  facts 
Seem  to  prove  he  was  wrong  ; 

And  unwisely  he  acts 
In  howling  at  getting  in  warfare 

What 's    frequent    in    warfare  —  that 's 
whacks ! 

"  Which  is  why  I  remark, 

And  my  purpose  is  plain, 
That  looks  that  are  dark 

At  the  JAPPY  are  vain. 
And,  although  you  may  think  me  peculiar, 

Aloof — for  the  time — I  remain ! 


SOMETHING  IN  THE  WAY  OF  "GREAT 
EXPECTATIONS."— When  JABKZ  8.  BALFOUR 
arrives,  no  doubt  his  first  visit  will  be  to  the 
editor  of  the  Penny  Illustrated  Paper,  in 
which  paper  appeared  the  portrait  of  him  as 
"  Mayor  of  CEOYDON,"  wearing  his  chain  of 
office — alas  !  the  chain !— that  led  directly  to 
bis  identification  and  arrest.  The  photograph 
was  taken  first  and  JABEZ  was  taken  after- 
wards. Will  JABKZ  S.  BALFOUR  call  in  at  the 
office  of  the  P.  I.  P.  and  sayt  with  Joe  Oar- 
gery,  "Ever  the  best  of  friends,  ain't  us, 
P.  I.  P.  ?  "  Not  quite  likely. 


PROPOSED  CHANGE  OF  NAME.  —  If  Sir 
WHITTAICER  Ems  agrees  to  the  scheme  for 
adding  Bute  House  Estate — a  Bute-iful  pro- 
perty— to  Richmond  Park,  thus  preserving  it 
from  the  builders,  then  will  he  be  gratefully 
remembered  as  "  WISEACRE  ELLIS." 


'  BAR  GOLD."— Fees  to  barristers. 
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MAY    I.      THE    SWEEPS'    FESTIVAL. 

A  STUDY  IN  BLACK  AND  WHITE.     *.*  NICE  FOR  NEXT  FABE. 


REMARKABLE  INSTANCE  OF  SAGACITY  IN  GROUSE. 

To  The  Field  of  April  20,  Mr.  FREDERICK  MILBANK  wrote  about 
the  "Monument to  a  Grouse  Shooter"  on  Wimmergill  Moor.  Mr. 
MILBANK  considered  the  number  of  grouse  he  had  bagged  as  con- 
stituting a  "  record,"  and  so  caused  a  monument  to  be  erected  on  the 
spot  sacred  to  the  memory  of  four  thousand  brace  of  grouse  shot 
in  six  days  by  five  guns  with  one  extra  gun  on  the  sixth  day. 
The  monument,  being  erected,  scared  the  groute  away.  Of  course 
they  read  the  sad  story,  held  a  council,  and  decided  that  as  long 
as  F.  A.  MILBANK  was  anywhere  about,  within  shot,  they  would 
preserve  themselves  \>j  avoiding  him.  Subsequently  the  monument 
was  removed  to  Bamingham  in  North  Yorkshire.  But  the  North 
Yorkshire  birds  are  quite  indifferent  to  this  tale  from  The  Hills. 
They  wink  the  other  eye,  that  is  until  such  time  as  FREDERICK  A. 
MILBANK  shall  show  them  the  sort  of  gun  he  is.  and  then  they  '11  be 
sorry  for  not  having  taken  warning  earlier,  unless  they  possess  the 
sagacity  of  the  grouse  of  Wimmergill,  which  resembles  that  of  Mr. 


JingU'i  dog,  who  read  the  inscription  on  the  board, <"  Gamekeeper.hai 
orders  to  snoot  all  dogs  found  in  this  inclosure,"  and  "  wouldn't  MM 
it."  "Singular  circumstance  that."  laid  Mr.  Pickwick.  "Will 
you  allow  me  to  make  a  note  of  it '( 


THE  MODERN  BUYER: 

GROWLS  OF  MODERN  "MASTERS." 

Royal  Academy,  Burlington  HOVM,  May  S,  1895. 

THK  "  Old  Masters"  over,  the  New  make  a  start. 
Another  year 's  past  and  another  year  'i  oome ; 
And  Fame  blows  a  blast  on  her  trumpet,  and  Art 
Beats  her  drum ! 

"  Walk  Up ! ! "    An  example  is  set  by  the  Court ; 

And  Society  hastens-^-*  feverish  throng ; 
A' mere  glance  at  the  pictures,  for  life  is  out  short  — 
And  Art 's  long  I 

Three  artists  looked  on  with  a  cynical  smile — 

One  needy  Outsider,  and  two  rich  K.A.'s 
(Both  walking  on  velvet,  because  of  the  pile 
They  could  raise). 

They  discussed  the  "  Art  Patron  "—in  all  of  that  crowd 

An  aris  that 's  rara  and  rani  each  year. 
And  these  are  the  words  that  they  spoke,  and  allowed 
Me  to  hear: — 

Fir  it  R.A. 
"  Now,  to  none  do  I  yield  in  my  love  of  VANDTCK  - 

1  adore  the  Italians — bow  down  to  the  Dutch ; 
VELASQUEZ  I  worship,  and  GOYA  I  like 
Very  much. 

"  But  alas !  for  the  SHEEPSHANKS  and  VERNOWS  of  old— 

For  the  HILLS  and  the  rest  of  a  connoisseur  race ! 
Old  MEC.ENAS  has  gone ;  and  investors  of  gold 
Take  bin  place." 

Second  R.A. 

' '  Old  Masters '  they  buy — any  ancient  design — 
Eighteen-thirty  or  so  is  the  latest  they  '11  own  ; 
None  bnt '  made  reputations ' — no  work,  howe'er  fine, 
If  unknown." 
Outsider. 
"  Their  Art's  in  their  bankers' -books,  not  in  their  eyes 

To  encourage  the  artist  is  none  of  their  plan ; 
They  seek  an  investment  that 's  likely  to  rise — 
To  a  man. 

"  Do  they  think  that  fine  art  nowhere  else  can  be  seen 

But  in  saint  that  is  squint-eyed,  or  boor  that  is  drunk, 
In  brown  tree,  Dutch  canal,  man  with  ruff,  or  the  lean 
Spanish  monk  F" 

Second  R.A. 
"  Just  reflect  to  what  artists  of  old  had  been  brought 

(Such  as  REYNOLDS,  or  RAPHAEL,  or  PHIDIAS  the  Greek) 
Had  their  patrons  informed  them  they  meant  to  buy  nought 
But  antique ! " 

Outsider. 
"  Then,  our  drawing  is  better— our  atmosphere  too. 

Plein  air  was  ignored,  or  they  voted  it  vice. 
As  to  '  value*,'  'twas  little  they  thought  of  or  knew— 
Save  of  price." 

Firit  R.A. 
"  When  men  buy  modern  art,  they  buy  Leightons  and  Moore* 

And  Sargents  and  Swans  and  tbe  rest  of  our  lot ; 
But  as  to  their  knowledge—  like  mine  or  like  yours— 
Tommy  rot ! " 
Second  R.A. 
"  Do  you  think  they  appreciate  LEWIS'S  skies — 

Do  they  care  if  they  're  worked  up  in  stipple  or  wash  f 
Do  you  think  it 's  the  Art  (not  the  money)  they  prize  ? 
Simply  bo«h!" 

Outsider. 
"  No.    They  judge  not  by  Art— they  judge  onlv  by  fame  ; 

And  the  artist  may  starve  on  his  poor  pallet-bed ; 
But  their  hundreds  and  thousands  they  shower  on  his  name 

When  he 's  dt ad ! — 
"  When  the  two  Greatest  Masters— Old  Varnish  and  Time — 

To  his  work  superficial  beauties  have  lent, 
Lo  behold,  they  appreciate !    Be  it  so.    I'm 
Quite  content." 
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A  FRIEND  AT  A  PINCH. 

(An  Utterly  Impossible  Incident  that  urillnever  be  "Reported.") 

SCENE  -A  Court  of  Late.     Experienced  Counsel  arguing 

a  point  in  the  teeth  of  hit  Lordship  on  the  Bench. 

Ilii  Lordship  (angrily).  No,  Mr.  BAUDS,  I  really  cannot 
agree  with  you.  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  merely 
wasting  our  time,  and  no  doubt  your  own. 

Experienced  Counsel  (politely).  Not  at  all,  my  Lord. 
I  scarcely  venture  to  urge  the  great  importance  of  the 
matter  to  my  client. 

His  Lordship.  No  doubt;  and  your  client  showed 
excellent  judgment  in  entrusting  his  interests  to  your 
hands.  Still  law  is  law,  and  can  never  be  anything  else. 

Exp.  C.  Your  Lordship  is  most  kind.  But  my  point, 
my  Lord,  is  so  plain— the  matter  is  so  clear.  Surely  your 
Lordship  must  see  it. 

His  Lordship  (with  much  irony).  It  is  my  fault,  no 
doubt,  Mr.  BANDS,  but  as  matter  of  fact  your  point  is 
absolutely  lost  to  me.  I  confess  I  cannot  see  it  at  all. 

Exv.  C.  I  would  not  propose  for  a  moment  that  your 
Lordship's  judgment  is  at  fault.  But  I  would  venture  to 
suggest  that  the  atmosphere  of  the  Court  is  sufficiently 
dense  to  cloud  the  clearest  and  most  brilliant  intellect. 

Hit  Lordship  (mollified).  There  is  a  good  deal  in  what 
you  say,  Mr.  BANDS,  but  of  course,  we  must  put  up  with 
it.  There  is  no  remedy. 

Exp.  C.  With  every  possible  respect  to  the  Bench,  my 
Lord,  I  would  humbly  suggest  that  there  is  a  remedy. 

His  Lordship.  Can  you  quote  a  case  ? 

Exp.  C.  I  can,  at  any  rate,  refer  to  an  opinion. 

His  Lordship.  Has  it  been  reported  ? 

Exp.  C.  Certainly,  mv  Lord.  You  will  find  it  in  the 
Reports  of  the  Hardwicke  Society.  Lord  Chief  Justice 
RUSSELL  OF  KILLOWKN  has  laid  it  down  that  snuff  is  a 
most  valuable  assistance  to  the  proper  dispensation  of 
justice.  His  Lordship  has  declared  that  the  inhaling  oi 
prepared  tobacco  through  the  nostrils  "clears  the  judi- 
cial brain,  predisposes  it  to  calmness  and  impartiality, 
and  enables  a  learned  judge  to  listen  with  patience  to  the 
most  fluent  and  prolific  of  forensic  orators."  If  your 
Lordship  pleases.  [Offers  snuff-box  to  the  Judge. 

Hit  Lordship  (after  taking  a  pinch).  Well,  certainly 
the  point  you  have  raised  seems  clearer  to  me  than  it  did. 
(After  a  few  moments  of  consideration.)  I  will  reserve 
the  case  for  further  consideration,  and  will  deliver  judg- 
ment later. 

Exp.  C.  As  your  Lordship  pleases.  I  will  ask  the 
usher  to  hand  my  authorities  to  your  Lordship. 

Hit  Lordship  (receiving  snuff -box).  You  are  very 
good.  I  will  not  overlook  their  assistance  in  coming  to  a 
conclusion.  I  hope  the  occasion  may  never  arise  when  1 
might  be  compelled,  as  the  vulgar  tongue  expresses  it,  to 
"give  yon  snuff."  [Scene  closet  upon  mutual  courtesiet. 


• 


'  OH,    I  'M  OLAD  YOU  'V«  GOT  A  PlANO  IN  TH»  ROOMS  I      WHAT  18   IT  I— 
A    BUOADWOODI"  "NO,    MUM.      MTOOH'NT  I " 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIAET  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commont,  Monday,  April  22. — Easter  holidays  oy«r; 
school  back  ;  new  master  in  charge  ;  process  of  installation  a  little 
lacking  in  pomp  and  circumstance.  This  due  in  large  measure  to 
incidence  of  holiday.  At  Westminster,  as  at  other  schools,  boys 
don't  insist,  n  et  armis,  on  returning  on  the  opening  day.  Wide 
gaps  on  most  of  the  benches ;  Front  Opposition  Bench  a  wilderness. 
PKINCK  ARTHUR  and  all  his  merrie  men  abstained  from  lending  to 
installation  of  new  Speaker  the  grace  and  comfort  of  their  presence. 

"  It  is  quite  true,  dear  boy,"  PRINCE  ARTHUR  said,  when  I  gently 
hinted  that  the  Leader  of  Opposition  should  have  been  present  on 
such  occasion,  "  that  when  our  man  was  defeated  I  said,  Mr.  WILLIAM 
COURT  GULLY  having  been  elected  by  a  majority  of  the  House,  is 
representative  of  the  whole  House.  But  it's  a  long  name,  you  know, 
and  in  ordinary  practice  I  must  stop  short  at  WILLIAM.  You  can't 
expect  me  to  COURT  GULLY." 

Amid  depressing  circumstances  as  far  as  attendance  went,  new 
Speaker  bore  himself  faultlessly.     Quick-change  process  watched 
with  breathless  interest  from  Ladies'  Gallery.     First,  Speaker- Elect, 
preceded  by  Mace,  entered,  attired  in  Court  dress  with  close-fitting 
bob-wig.    At  summons  of  Black  Rod,  proceeded  to  House  of  Lords  ; 
placed  at  Bar  in  custody  of  Black  Rod  and  Sergeant-at-Arms ;  not 
even  "  accommodated  with  a  chair."   There  to  receive  HER  MAJESTY'S 
sanction  of  choice  of  Speaker  made  by  Commons.    Happened  that ! 
the  QUEEN  couldn't  come.    One  of  the  cloaked  and  wigged  figures  j 
on  Woolsack  mentioned  the  matter  in  charmingly  casual  way. 

"  It  not  being  convenient  for  HER  MAJESTY  to  be  personally 
present  at  this  time,"  said  a  voice  which  bewrayed  the  LORP  CHAR-  I 


CELLOR,  "a  Commission  has  been  issued  under  the  Grand  Seal 
empowering  the  Lords  named  therein  to  convey  Royal  Assent  to 
Commons'  selection  of  Speaker." 

LORD  CHANCELLOR  quite  friendly  with  Speaker- Elect,  whom  he 
familiarly  addressed  as  "  Mr.  GULLY."  Spoke  highly  of  his  talent*, 
diligence,  and  sufficiency  to  fulfil  important  duties  to  which  it 
had  pleased  majority  of  Commons  to  call  him.  Said  he  had  made 
it  all  right  with  the  QUEEN,  and  that  WILLIAM  COURT  might  go  back 
to  Commons,  and  get  about  his  business.  SPEAKER,  not  to  tie  out- 
done in  geniality,  begged  his  anonymous  friend,  one  of  live  mn filed 
np  in  scarlet  gowns,  in  the  event  of  any  mess  being  made  with 
matters  in  the  other  House,  to  impute  the  blame  to  him  alone,  and 
let  the  other  fellows  go  soot-free. 

Amongst  crowd  of  Commoners  clustered  behind  SPEAKER  there 
was  scarcely  a  dry  eye  when  this  noble  sentiment  was  uttered. 

"  Solon  jr ! "  taid  the  voice  that  was  certainly  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR'S. 
Taking  this  as  hint  to  retire,  SPEAKER  withdrew  from  the  Bar,  and 
left  the  House  "  Without  a  stain  on  his  character,"  as  the  Earl  of 
CORK  and  OKRFKY  handsomely  said.  Returned  to  Commons  in  pro- 
cession, with  Mace  lightly  but  firmly  carried  by  Sergeant-at-Arms. 
Instead  of  taking  Chair,  marched  round  by  passage  to  the  rear, 
disappeared  from  view.  Consternation  in  Strangers'  Gallery. 

"He's  bolted!"  one  gentleman  whispered  to  his  neighbour. 
"  Funked  it  when  the  music  stopped  and  he  came  to  the  bosses." 

After  few  moment*  of  growing  uneasiness,  a  fine  figure,  in  full- 
bottomed  wig,  silken  gown,  beneath  which  silver-buckled  shoes 
shimmered,  emerged  from  behind  SPEAKER'S  Chair,  and  sea'cd  itself 
in  it.  "  Order !  Order ! "  said  a  full,  pleasant  voice ;  and  WILLIAM 
COURT  GULLY  entered  upon  what  promise«jto.be.  a  prosperous  and 
distingnished.oareer.  "' 
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SARK  tells  me  that,  on  going  into  Com- 
mittee of  Supply,  he  intends  to  move  that 
henceforward  the  gallery  over  the  Clock 
facing  the  Chair  shall  be  called  "  The 
Speaker's  Gullery."  SABK  always  thinks 
of  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time. 

Business  done.- — New  Speaker  installed. 

Tuesday. — The  Order  by  which  Minis- 
ters took  Tuesdays  having  lapsed,  private 
Members  to-night  came  into  their  own 
again.  Always  stoutly  resist  incursion  of 
greedy  Governments  on  their  small  posses- 
sions. Might  reasonably  be  supposed 
that,  having  come  into  their  inheritance, 
would  have  made  most  of  it.  Lots  of 
things  to  do  to-night.  Several  resolutions 
on  paper,  with  Orders  of  Day  to  follow. 
What  happened  was  that  by  a  quarter  to 
nine  enthusiasm  finally  evaporated ;  count 
called ;  only  thirty-seven  Members  re- 
sponded ;  lights  forthwith  put  out. 

Opening  debate  on  Charity  Commission 
certainly  a  little  heavy.  Every  Member 
who  got  his  chance  felt  it  incumbent  on 
him  to  speak  for  at  least  half  an  hour. 
Some  considerably  exceeded  this  limit. 

"  Parturiunt  mantes,"  said  HEBBEBT 
MAXWELL,  wearily  looking  round  as 
GRIFFITH  -  BOSCAWEN  followed  JOHN 
ELLIS  and  JESSE  COLLINGS  succeeded 
FHANCTS  STEVENSON  ;  "  nascitur  ridiculus 
mut." 

And  so  it  was.  Particular  mountain 
at  work  when  the  mouse  appeared  was 
J.  W.  I.OWTHEB.^  Mouse  entered  from 
behind  SPEAKER'S  Chair;  leisurely  pro- 
ceeded along  passage  between  Front  Oppo- 
sition Bench  and  table  at  which  J.  W.  was 
speaking  disrespectfully  of  JESSE  COLLINOS. 
Halted  by  PBIKCE  ARTHUR'S  empty  seat ; 
nibbled  fibre  of  matting  in  remonstrance  at  his  absence ;  passed 
round  fearlessly  by  J.  W.'s  heels ;  sat  for  moment  in  full  view  of 
House  listening  attentively  to  J.  W.'s  argument ;  yawned  and 
sauntered  back  the  way  it  came.  Interest  in  debate  evidently  keener 
than  that  of  average  Membf-r.  As  soon  as  ACLAND'S  voice  rever- 
berated through  almost  empty  Chamber,  mouse  observed  strolling 
back  along  familiar  way ;  took  its  seat  on  floor  under  shadow  of  Mace 
in  defiance  of  all  Parliamentary  rule ;  followed  ACLAND'S  argument 
with  evidently  keen  interest.  Interrupted  by  approach  of  RICHARD 
TEMPLE.  Quickly  looking  up  and  catching  sight  of  his  stately  figure 
bowing  to  SPEAKER,  mouse  fled  like  the  wind,  in  its  terror  making  off 
by  Treasury  Bench,  finally  escaping  by  another  exit. 

"  Cogitato,"  said    HERBERT  MAXWELL,    -who   breakfasts    every 
morning  off  a  plate  of  porridge  and  a  page  of  PLATTTUS, — 

"Ogitato,  inns  pusillus  quam  sit  sapiens  bestia, 
.T.tatem  qui  uni  cubili  nunquam  committit  suam." 

Business  done. — Pension  of    £4,000  a  year   voted    to    ARTHUR 
WELLESLRT  PEEL,  late  Speaker. 


Fancy  Picture  of  Sir  Thomas  Esmonde  bringing  forward 
Queen     Lily  o'  Killarney  "  Hawaii. 


Thursday. — All  very  well  for  gay  young 
Irish  baronet  like  ESMONDE  to  champion 
cause  of  errant  Queens  throned  in  summer 
seas.  Expected  other  things  from  THE 
MACGBEGOR.  House  quite  shocked  when 
be  interposed  just  now.  ESMONDE  asked 
EDWARD  GREY  whether  Government  could 
do  anything  to  obtain  proper  treatment  for 
Queen  of  Hawaii.  Before  Under  Secre- 
tary could  reply,  THE  MAcGraooB,  sud- 
denly leaping  across  dyke  as  it  were,  in- 
terposed. "  As  I  happen  to  know  the  lady 
who  was  formerly  Queen  of  Hawaii,"  said 
THE  MACGREGOR,  and  so  proceeded  to 
back  up  ESMONDE'S  plea.  Offhand  way 
in  which  reference  was  made  suggested 
illimitable  possibilities,  THE  MAcGaEGOB 
just  "happened  to  know"  this  Queen, 
probablv  one  of  a  bevy.  On  some  quiet 
night  House  might  hope  to  hear  paper 
read  bv  THE  MAcGREGOR  on  "  Queens  1 
Have  Known." 

SARK  curiously  anxious  as  to  where  the 
acquaintance  was  made,  ard  how  it  was 
nurtured.  Did  THE  MACGREGOR  vacci- 
nate Her  Majesty  whilst  he,  still  in  public 
capacity,  sojourned  at  Penrith  ?  Was  she 
an  inmate  of  Peebles  Hydropathic  Insti- 
tute what  time  he  was  resident  physician  ? 
or  did  he  minister  to  her  at  the  Barnhill 
Hospital  and  Asylum,  Glasgow,  of  which, 
before  he  took  to  Imperial  politics,  he  was 
superintendent  ?  Plea«anter  still  to  think 
of  THE  MACGREGOR  and  the  Queen  with 
the  musical  name  wandering  hand  in  hand 
amid  the  orange  groves  of  sea-girt  Hawaii, 
breakfasting  on  the  bountiful  bread-fruit, 
lunching  off  the  succulent  yam.  Did  he 
in  those  days  call  her  so  much  as  LiLruo- 
KALANI  ?  or  did  he  venture  on  the  dimi- 
nutive LILI?  SARK  had  better  give 
notice  of  these  questions.  Business  done. — Fresh  Ministerial  Bills 
brought  in  with  Doth  hands. 

Friday.—  Another  private  Members'  night,  and,  by  consequence, 
another  count  out.  Things  kept  going  till  a  quarter  to  eight,  but 
only  with  utmost  difficulty.  Members  consented  to  stay  in  prospect 
of  division  on  ALBERT  KOLLIT'S  motion  protesting  against  exemp- 
tion of  Government  property  from  rating.  But  they  would  not  longer 
linger.  When  LUBBOCK  followed,  with  proposal  of  pleasant  chat 
about  London's  share  of  imperial  contribution  to  local  purposes,  the 
few  remaining  Members,  vainly  trving  to  look  as  if  they  'd  be  "  back 
in  ten  minutes,"  walked  out.  House  counted ;  only  twenty-five 
present,  and  so  home  to  dinner. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  WALTER  LONG,  left  in  charge  of  Front  Opposi- 
tion Bench,  "  but  this  won't  prevent  us  on  Monday,  when  SQUIRE  OF 
MALWOOD  proposes  to  take  Tuesday  and  Friday  mornings  for  public 
business,  stubbornlv  resisting  piratical  incursion  on  the  rights  of 
private  Members.  Whatever  we  are,  let  us  be  logical." 

Business  done.— Ministerial  defeat  on  ROLLIT'S  amendment  averted 
by  majority  of  one. 


THE  BATTLE  OP  EASTBOURNE. 

Nitis  in  usum  Itetitiaj  rosis 

Pugnare  Eastbourni  est. 

HORACE  (slightly  etnendef). 

IT  is  not  the  English  nature,  but  the  English  climate  that  makes 
us  take  our  pleasures  sadly  (if  we  do,  which  we  don't).  And  it  is  not 
the  fault  of  the  English  nature,  but  of  the  organisers,  if  our  public 
pageants  are  usually,  like  our  statues,  more  or  less  good-humoured 
burlesques  of  what  they  are  meant  to  represent.  Now  Eastbourne  has 
triumphantly  shown  that,  in  spite  of  chilling  and  heavy  rain,  England 
can  rival  the  sunny  South  in  the  beauty  and  variety  of  a  big  pro- 
cession of  floral  cars.  And  if  Eastbourne  can  do  this,  why  can  it  not 
b<»  done  elsewhere?  "Organise,  organise,  organise,"  and  let  the 
hireling  merrymaker  be  conspicuously  absent.  Your  hireling  will 
still  wear  his  armour  as  if  he  were  bearing  the  tpolia  opima  of  a 
burgled  marine-store  dealer.  And  the  lady  hireling,  as  a  sea-nymph 
or  a  shepherdess,  can  never  quite  forget  what  she  owes  to  her  dignity 
as  a  respectable  married  woman.  In  the  interests  of  the  family  ex- 
chequer, and  in  the  way  of  business,  she  may  consent  to  dally  with 
allegory,  but  her  heart,  is  not  in  the  mermaid's  grot,  nor  do  the 
spacious  times  of  Great  ELIZABETH  inspire  her,  beyond  the  Victorian 
circus-smile,  the  circus-smile  which  puts  a  girdle  round  about  the 
face  for  forty  minutes,  or  more  if  the  procession  be  so  long  a- field. 
At  the  Eastbourne  Battle  of  Flowers  everyone  lived  up  to  his  or  her 


coach,  carriage,  wheel-barrow  or  cart,  in  a  way  which  ._ 
volumes  for  the  artistic  sense  of  the  South  Saxons.  The  children,  as 
children  use,  took  the  cake— after  Mr.  EDGAB,  BRUCE.  They  were 
1  here  in  great  numbers  and  variety,  from  the  little  Titania  in  her 
fairy  goat-chaise,  o'er  canopied  with  flowers  and  flying  doves,  to  the 
very  small  skipper  of  the  very  realistic  ship,  who  stood  on  the  rainy 
deck  with  drawn  sword  and  unswerving  dignity  for  some  two  hours 
of  constant  and  crowded  parading.  "Bravo,  BURNABY,"  is  the  re- 
sultant cry  of  gratified  spectators,  and  better  weather  next  time.  A 
better  ehow  it  would  be  ungrateful  to  suggest. 


TJmra  Khan's  Consigne. 
WHEN  headstrong  chieftains  say  "  I  shan't," 

Or  do  the  things  they  're  bidden  not  to, 
Like  UMBA  KHAN  (now  UMRA  can't). 

They  '11  find  "  non  possumus  "  their  motto. 


AGRICULTURAL  PROJECTS. — The  Kent  farmers  are  looking  forward 
a  he 

hoppy 


to  a  hoppy  future.    "What's  the  odds"  to  them  "as  long  as  they're 


"  A  '  FELT  '  WAHT."— A   comfortable   and  respectable-looking 
billycock  hat. 
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"BRAINS  FOR  CAM  I.' 

["  The  unbridlrci  trrcrdmew  of  •ome 
authora."  -  M  K.  <;<>>*>•:. I 

Publifher  (fMnwwMf  And 
what  will  your  terms  be  for  a 
short  story,  in  your  best  sty  lei* 

Atith"r  (luftily).  I  have  only 
one  ttyle,  ai  d  that  in  perfection. 
I  couldn't  think  of  charging  Itss 
than  fifty  guineas  a  page. 

Publisher  (aghast).  Fifty 
guineas  a  page !  But  are  you 
aware  that  Lord  MACAULAY  got 
only  ten  thousand  for  the  whole  uf 
his  history,  and  that  MILTON — 

Author  (rudely).  Hang  MACAU- 
LAY  and  MILTON!  Surely  you 
would  not  compare  those  second- 
rate  writers  with  myself.'  If 
they  were  content  to  work  for 
starvation  wages,  I  am  not. 

Publisher.  But,  say  your  story 
runs  to  twenty  pages,  as  it  pro- 
bably will,  I  shall  have  to  pay 
you  for  that  one  short  tale  the 
really  ridiculous  sum  of  a  thou- 
sand pounds ! 

Author  (coolly).  Yes,  it  is  rather 
rid iculou s—  ridiculously  small,  1 
mean.  Still,  out  of  regard  to  your 
picket,  I  am  willing  to  accept 
that  inadequate  remuneration.  Is 
it  a  bargain  P 

Publisher  (with  a  groan).  It 
must  be.  The  public  demands 
vour  work,  and  we  have  no  option. 
But  allow  me  to  remark  that  your 
policy  is 

Author  (gaily).  A  Policy  of  As- 
surance, on  which  you  have  to  pay 
the  premium.  Ha,  ha  ! 

A  YBAB  OK  Two  LATER. 

Author  (deferentially).  I  have 
a  really  capital  idea  for  a  work  ol 
fiction,  on  a  subject  which  I  be- 
lieve to  be  quite  original.  What 
—  ahem  ! — are  you  prepared  to 
offer  for  the  copyright  ? 

Publisher.  Couldn't  think  of 
making  an  offer  till  we  saw  the 
work.  It  might  turn  out  to  be 
worth  nothing  at  all. 

Author.  Nothing  at  all!  But 
you  forget  how  my  fame 

Publisher.  Disappeared  when 
we  were  obliged  to  charge  the 
public  six  shillings  for  a  story  of 
yours  about  the  size  of  an  average 
tract.  Other  writers  have  come 
»o  the  front,  you  know.  Still,  if 


"THE  FEMALE  OSTRICH  AT  THE  Zoo  is  IIIAD." 


there'"  anything  in  your  novel, 
when  it's  finished,  we  should,  1 
dare«ay,  be  prepared  to  offer  you 
a  couple  of  guinea*  down,  and  a 
couple  more  when— My-  *  thou- 
sand copies  had  been  sold.  Is  it 
a  bargain  ? 

Author  (sadly).  I  luppoM  it 
mast  be!  Yet  I  can  hardly  be 
said  to  be  paid  for  mjr  work. 

Publisher.  Perhaps  not.  But 
you  can  be  Mid  to  be  paid  out ! 

THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 

THE  stately  street*  of  London 

Are  always  "  up"  in  Spring, 
To  ordinary  minds  an  ex- 

-traordinary  thing. 
Then  cabs  across  strange  ridges 
bound, 

Or  sink  in  holes,  abused 
With  words  resembling  not,  in 
sound, 

Those  Mrs.  HKMANS  used. 

The  miry  streets  of  London, 

Dotted  with  lamps  by  night ; 
What  pitfalls  where  the  dazzled 

Sees  doubly  ruddy  light !  [eye 
For  in  the  season,  just  in  May, 

When  many  meetings  meet. 
The  jocund  vestry  starts  away, 

And  closes  all  the  street 

The  shut-up  streets  of  London ! 

How  willingly  one  iumps 
From  where  one's  cab  must  stop, 
through  pools 

Of  mud,  in  dancing  pumps ! 
When  thus  one  skips  on  miry  ways 

One's  pride  is  much  decreased. 
Like    Mrs.    Gilpin't,    for   one's 
"  chaise  " 

Is  "  three  doors  off  "  at  least. 

The  free,  fair  streets  of  London  1 

Long,  long,  in  vestry  hall. 
May  hcadsof  native  thickness  rise, 

When  April  showers  fall ; 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  men 

Who  spend  the  rates  in  May, 
By  stopping  all  the  traffic  then 

In  such  a  jocose  way ! 


IN  BLOOM.— On  Saturday  last 
there  was  a  letter  in  the  Daily 
Telegraph  headed  "  Trees  for 
Londoners."  The  lessee  and 
manager  of  the  Haymarket 
Theatre  thinks  that  for  Lon- 
doners twc  Trees  are  quite  suffi- 
cient, i.e.  his  wife  and  himself. 


THE  DRINK  QUESTION. 

First  Man.  What  rot  it  is  to  keep  this  tax  on  beer ! 

Second  Man.  Well,  it's  better  than  spirits,  anyhow. 

First  Man.  Of  courte  you  say  that  as  you  've  got  those  shares  in 
that  Distillery  Company. 

Second  Man.  Well,  you  needn't  talk,  with  your  AI.LSOPP 
Debentures. 

first  Man.  Come  to  that,  personally  I  take  no  interest  in  beer. 
It's  poison  to  mp. 

Second  Man.  It's  the  finest  drink  in  the  world.  I  never  touch 
spirits. 

fint  Man.  They  're  much  more  wholesome.  I  wonder  what  the 
Government  will  do  about  Local  Veto  and  Compensation.  I  suppose, 
as  I  "m  a  Liberal 

Second  Man.  So  am  I.  But  I  respect  vested  interests.  Now,  in 
theory,  teetotalisin,  especially  for  the  masses 

first  Man.  Waiter,  bring  me  a  whiskey  and  soda. 

Second  Man.  And  bring  me  a  glass  of  bitter. 

First  Man.  As  for  WILFRID  LAWSON,  he 's  an  utter 

Second  Man.  Oh,  WILFRID  LAWSON  !    He 's  a  downright 

[They  drink — not  SIR  WLLFKID'S  health. 

VOL.  cvm.  i 


THE   LOSS   OF   THE   GALLERY. 
(A  Fragment  from  the  Chronicles  of  St.  Stephen' s.) 

"Bur  must  I  give  up  this  comfortable  furniture f"  asked  the 
poor  person,  looking  at  the  venerable  chairs,  some  of  which  were 
distinctly  rickety. 

"  You  must,  indeed,"  replied  firmly,  but  still  with  a  certain  tender- 
ness, the  stern  official. 

"  But  I  can  nearly  hear  what  they  are  saying,"  urged  the  fair 
petitioner. 

"  I  cannot  help  it." 

"And  all  but  see  them,"  and  once  again  the  peered  through  thegrille. 

"1  am  forced  to  obey  my  orders,"  returned  the  official.  "You 
applauded.  You  clapped  your  hands-  and  you  must  retire." 

And  for  that  little  Durst  of  enthusiasm,"  almost  wept  the 
person,  "  I  am  to  lose  all  this  happiness !  To  be  stopped  from  hearing 
an  indistinct  murmur,  seeing  a  blurred  picture,  resting  on  rickety 
seats,  and  breathing  a  vitiated  atmosphere !  Am  I  to  lose  all  these 
comforts  and  pleasures  and  advantages  '•  " 

"  I  am  afraid  so,"  was  the  answer.  And  then  the  official  opened 
the  door  of  the  Ladies'  Gallery  f  the  House  of  Commons,  and.  the 
person  passed  out. 
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ALL   THE    DIFFERENCE. 

Lord  W-ls-l-y  (to  Commandir-in-Chitf).  "!N  SEPTEMBER  I  HAVE  TO  RETIRE  FROM  ire  COMMAND. 
Duke.  "  DEAR  MX  I    /  HAVEN'T  I  " 
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ALL  THE  DIFFERENCE. 

SSXIORM  prioreif     Rude  Rads,   and  uome 

Tories, 
Would  make  that  apply  to  mere  manner  of 

exit. 
If  the  "  Spirit  of  Eld"  is  in  charge  of  our 

glories. 
Why  wantonly  vex  it  P 

That  Spirit  of  Eld  is  the  "  note  "  of  our  era. 
Grand  old  men— and  women— at  bossing- 

are  busy. 
Youth P    Stuff!    Callow   youth  was  indeed 

the  chimera 
Of  dandyish  DIZZY. 

But  that  was  when  Dizzr,  himself  young — 

and  curly — 
Was   VIVIAN   GREY,    not    the   Primrose 

Dames'  darling. 
The  Great  Earl  himself  did  not  dominate 

early. 
Oh,  out  on  such  snarling  I 

Old  ways,  and  old  wines,  and  old  warriors 

for  ever  I 
(Or,  if  not  for  ever,  a  whacking  big  slice 

of  it.) 
Great  SENEX  from  service  'twere   folly  to 

sever, 
Whilst  winning  the  price  of  it. 

Retirement  is  not  your  true  militaire'i  virtue ; 
To  "beat  the  retreat"  irks  us  all,  dukes 

or  drummers. 
Let  Winter  hold  sway,  then — it  cannot  much 

hurt  yon — 
For — say  x — more  summers ! 

True  HANNIBAL,  GABION  DB  Foix,  ALEX- 

ANDEB, 
NAPOLEON,  DON  JOHN,  the  GREAT  COND£, 

and  CORTES 

Were  types  of  the  true,adolescentcommander, 
And  swayed  ere  their  forties. 

Still,  they  were  god-loved  and  died  young, 

like  our  SIDNEY, 

But  Genius  is  versatile,  Nature  is  various  ; 
All  heroes  are  not  of  the  same  "kiddish" 

kidney, 
Ask — say — B  ELISAKIUS  1 

To  grudge  him  his  obelus  ("  screw  "  as  tee 

name  it) 
Because  he  has  drawn  it  a  few  years — say 

fifty— 
If  Rads  had  a  conscience  at  all,  Sir,  would 

shame  it ! 
But  Rads  are  so— thrifty  I 

For  fellows  like  WOLSBLEY  or  ROBERTS,  re- 
tirement 
Is  all  very  well ;   they  've  no  call  for  to 

stop,  Sir. 

But  oh  1  for  an  Army  the  master  requirement 
Is  grey  hairs — a-top,  Sir  ! 


NINETY  YEAE! 

["  In  the  retrospect  of  ninety  years  there  is  a 
pathetic  mixture  of  gratitude  for  ample  opportu- 
nities, and  humiliation  for  insignificant  per- 
formances." —  Dr.  James  Martineau.  on  hi» 
Ninetieth  Birthday.} 

AIR— THACKERAY'S  "  Age  of  Wisdom." 
Ho  I  petty  prattler  of  sparkling  sin, 

Paradox-monger,  slave  of  the  queer ! 
All  your  wish  is  a  name  to  win, 
To  shook  the  dullards,  to  sack  the  tin. — 

Wait  till  you  come  to  Ninety  Year  I 
Curled  locks  cover  your  shallow  brains, 

Twaddle  and  tinkle  is  all  your  cheer. 
Sickly  and  sullied  your  amorous  strains. 
Pessimist  praters  of  fancied  pains, — 

What  do  you  think  of  this  Ninety  Year  ? 


FAMILIAR  PHRASE  EXPLAINED. 

Robinson.  "W«LL,  OLD  CHAP,  HOW  DID  YOU  SLEEP  LAST  NIOHT?" 

Smith  (who  had  dined  out).    "  '  LIKE  A  TOP.'    As  SOON  AS  MY  HKAD  TOUCHXD  MB 

PILLOW,    IT  WENT   ROUND  AND   ROUND  I  " 


Ninety  times  over  let  May-day  pass 
(If  you  should  live,  whicn  you  won't  I 

fear), 
Then  you  will  know  that  you  were  but  an 

ass, 

Then  you  will  shudder  and  moan,  "  Alas ! 
Would    I    had    known  it   some   Ninety 
Year!" 

Pl<  dge  him  round !     He 's  a  Man.  I  declare ; 

His  heart  is  warm,  though  his  hair  be 

grey. 

Modest,  as  though  a  record  so  fair, 
A  brain  so  big,  and  a  soul  so  rare, 

Were  a  mere  matter  of  every  day. 


His  eloquent  lips  the  Truth  have  kissed, 

His  valiant  eyes  for  the  Right  have  shone. 
Pray,  and  listen — 'twere  well  you  lift — 
Look  not  away  lest  the  chance  be  missed, 
Look  on  a  Man,  ere  your  chance  be  gone  1 

MARTINEAU  lives,  he's  alive,  he's  here! 

He  loved,  and  married,  seventy  years'  syne. 
Look  at  him,  taintless  of  fraud  or  fear, 
Alive  and  manful  at  Ninety  Year, 

And  blush  at  your  pitiful  pessimist  whine! 


HAMLET  (amended  by  Lord  Farrar). — ".In 
my  mind's  eye,  0  ratio !  " 
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FIRST    IMPRESSIONS    OF   THE    ROYAL    ACADEMY. 


No.  436.    The  President  and  Hr.  Marks,  R.A.,  as  seen  at  a  long  range. 


No.  39.     Bray  on  the  Thames.    By 
T.  Sidney  Cooper,  K.A. 


No.  147.    A  Father's  Cuss ! 


No.  321.     "  You  should  see  us  dance  the 
Pole-ka !  "    By  Arthur  Wardle. 


No.  91.      Gloucestershire   "  Colts "  at  practice.     New  left- 
.  handed  bowler  promises  well.     By  George  Clausen,  A  E.A. 


No.  195.  All>nuggled  up !  The 
President  is  compelled '  to 
tconomise  space 


A.   R.   AT   THE    R.   A. 

(I.e.,  A\Representative  at  the  Royal  Academy.) 

ANYONE  arriving  at  Burlington  House  so  early'as  to  be  the  first  Jperson  to  pay 
hu  money  and  take  his  choice,  will  probably  look  straight  before  him,  and  will 
leel  somewhat  confused  at  seeing  in  the  distance,  but  exactly  opposite  him,  a 
dignified  figure  wearing  a  chain  of  office,  politely  rising  to  receive  the  early 
It  can  be  no  other  than  the  President  himself,"  will  at  once  occur  to 
le  stranger  within  the  gates  ;  "and  yet,  did  I  not  hear  that  he  was  abroad  for 
the  benefit  of  his  health  ?"    Then,  just  as  he  is  about  to  bow  his  acknowledg- 
ments o±  the  courtesy  extended  to  him  personally  by  the  Chief  Representative 
ot  Art  in  this  country,  he  will  notice  seated,  at  the  President's  left  hand,  and 
staring  at  him,  with  a  pen  in  his  hand,  ready  either  to  take  down  the  name  of 
tor,  or  to  make  a  sketch  of  him,  a  gentleman  in  whose  lineaments  any- 
one having  the  pleasure  of  being  personally  acquainted  with  Mr.  STACY  MARKS, 
K.A.    would  at  once  recognise  those  of  that  dutinguished  humourist  in  bird- 
painting.       Is  there  wisioni  about  ?  "  will  the  puzzW  visitor  quote  to  himself 
and  then  boldly  advancing,  hat  in  hand,  to  be  soon  replactd  on  head,  he  will 
ace  to  face  with  the  biggest  picture  in  the  Academy,  covering  almost  the 
entire  wjil  I  . 


No.  503.  "How  long!  how  long!" 
Portrait  of  a  blase  youth.  Even 
his  cane  is  jade-d  By  John  8. 
Sargent,  A.R.A. 


No.  172.  Couldn'ti'e  Pad- 
more  ?  By  John's.  Sar- 
gent, A.R.A. 


. 

The  stately  figure  is  not  Sir  FREDERIC  LEIGHTON,  P.K.A.,  who  unfortunately 
has  been  compelled  to  go  abroad  for  the  benefit  of  his  health-prOS«:  .'-nor  is 
the  seated  ngure  Mr    S.  MASKS  ;   but  the  former  is  "  The  Eiirgermeister  of 
Landsberg,  Bavaria"  and  the  latter  is  his  secretary,  while  the  other  figures,  ail 
likenesses  are    his  Town  Council  "  in  solemn  deliberative  assembly.   The  picture, 
n  admirable  one  and,  as  will  be  pretty  generally  admitted,  a  masterpiece  of  the 
master's,  is  No.  436  in  the  book,  tne  worl  of  Meister  HUBERT  HERKOMEE,  K.A 
tbls  ls  m  Gallery  No.  VI.,  and  as  it  is  not  every  one  who  will  be 


No.  277.    The 
ByT 


(J.  O.'M.  at  Cannes. 
.  Graham. 
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privileged  ito'  see  the  picture  as  the  early  bird  has  seen  it,  and  as 
some  few.  others  may,  perhaps,  see  it  during  the  season,  this 
Representative  retraces  his  steps  from  No.  VI.,  and  i  commences 
de  novo  with  No.  I, 

No.  17.  "  Finan  Haddie,"yresk  as  ever, "caught  by0  J.'C.  HOOK, 
K..A. ;  [Title,  of  course,  should  havejbeen  "  Finan  Haddie  Hook'd." 

Sir  JOHN  MILLAIB'  St.  Stephen  (not  a  parliamentary  subject), 
showing  that, Good  Sir  JOHN'S  hand  has  lost  none  of  it*  cunning, 
is  No.  IK;  and  after  bowing  politely  to  Mrs.  JOHNSON-FERGUSON, 
and  pausing  before  this  charming  picture  by  LUKE  FILDBS,  R.A..  to 
take  a  last  Luke  at  her.  you  will  pass  on,  please,  to  No.  25,  "  The 
Fisherman  and  the  Jin,"  and  will  wonder  why  VAL.  C.  PBINSEP.  R.A., 
spells  the  cordial  spirit  with  a  "  J  "  instead  of  a  "G."  It  is  a 
spirited  composition. 

No.  31.  Mr.  JOHN  S.  SARGENT,  A.,  let "  Mrs.  Ernest  Hills  "  go  out 
of  his  studio  in  a  hurry.  She  is  evidently  "to  be  finished  in  his  next." 

No.  34.  "  A  Quiet  .Rehearsal."  Lady  Amateur  all  alone,  book  in 
hand,  to  which  she  is  not  referring,  trying  to  remember  her  part  and 
say  it  off  by  heart.  It  is  by  W.  B.  RICHMOND,  A.  To  quote  a  cigarette 
paper,  this  work  may  be  fairly  entitled  "  A  Richmond  Gem." 

No.  43.  "Evening."  By  B.  W.  LEADER,  A.  Delightful. 
Artistic  aspirants  in  this  line  cannot  play  a  better  game  than  that  of 
"Follow  my  Leader." 

This  Representative  recognised  "  Dr.  Jameson,  C.B.,"  by 
H  Kit KOM KK,  at  a  glance.  If  you  are  asked  by  anyone  to  look  at 
"  Hay  £oat,''  do  not  correct  him  and  say  "  You  mean  A  Boat," 
or  you  wiU  find  yourself  in  the  wrong  boat,  but  admire  11  ir.iu 
MONTALBA'S  painting,  and  pass  on  to  OULESS,  R.A.'s,  excellent 
portrait  of  "  J.  J.  Aubertin  '  (a  compound  name,  whose  first  two 
syllables  sugge.-t  delightful  music  while  the  last  syllable  means 
money) ;  thence  welcome  our  old  friend  FKITH,  R.A.,  who,  in  67,  [and 
a  trifle  over,  eh  J*]  shows  us  "  Mrs.  Gresham  and  Her  Little  Daughter." 
From  the  "little  D.'s"  expressive  face  may  be  gathered  that  she 
has  just  received  a  "  Gresham  Lecture."  After  noting  No.  73  and  83 
(the  unhappily  separated  twins)  together,  you  may  look  on  No.  126. 
Two  fierce  animals  deer-stalking  in  a  wild  mountainous  region, 
painted  by  ARTIIDK  WARDLE.  Only  from  what  coign  of  vantage  did 
Mr.  WARDLE,  the  artist,  make  this  life-like  sketch  ?  However,  he 
came  oat  of  the  difficulty  safe  and  sound,  and  we  are  as  glad  to 
welcome  a  "  War  die"  as  we  should  be  to  see  his  ancient  associate 
"  Pickwick"  or  a  "  Weller"  in  Burlington  House. 

No.  139.  Charming  is  Sir  F.  LEIGHTON'S  "  Fair  One  with  the 
Golden  Locks."  To  complete  the  picture  the  hairdresser  should  have 
been  thrown  in.  She  is  en  peignoir,  and  evidently  awaiting  his  visit. 
This  is  the  key  to  these  locks 

No.  242.  Mr.  ANDREW  C.  Gow,  R.A.,  gives  us  BUONAPARTE  riding 
on  the  sands  with  a  party  of  officers,  "  1805  "  The  Emperor  is  cantering 
ahead  of  the  staff.  Another  title  might  be"  Going  Nap  at  Boulogne." 

No.  160.  "  A  Lion  Tamer's  Private  Rehearsal."  But  BRITON 
RIVIEKE,  R.A.,  calls  it  "  Pha-but  Apollo." 

No.  251.  Queer  incident  in  the  life  of  a  respectable  middle-aged 
gentleman.  Like  Mr.  Pickwick,  he  has  mistaken  his  room  in  the  hotel, 
and  has  gone  to  bed.  Suddenly,  ladv.  in  brilliant  diamond  tiara,  returns 
from  ball,  and  finds  him  there.  The  noise  she  makes  in  opening  the 
curtains  awakes  him.  He  starts  up  alarmed.  "Hallo!"  he  cries,  and 
for  the  moment  the  ballad  of  "Margaret's  Grim  Ghosts  "  recurs  to 
his  mind.  His  next  thought  is,  "  How  fortunate  1  went  to  bed  in  my 
copper-coloured  pyjamas,  with  a  red  cummerbund  round  me."  Of 
course  he  apologised,  and  withdrew.  What  happened  subsequently 
is  not  revealed  by  the  artist  who  has  so  admirably  depicted  this 
effective  scene,  and  whose  name  is  Sir  JOHN  M  ILLAIS,  Bart.,  R.A. 

No.  30.S.  Excellent  likeness,  by  Mr.  ARTHUR  S.  COPE,  of  the  well- 
known  and  popular  pardon  ROGERS.  A  Parsona  Grata.  _  This 
typical  old-fashioned  English  clergyman,  who,  in  ordinary  ministerial 
functions,  would  be  the  very  last  person  to  be  associated  with  a 
"  chasuble,"  will  henceforth  never  be  dissociated  from  a  "  COPB." 

No.  491.  A  picture  by  Mr.  FRED  ROE.  It  NELSON'S  enemies  had 
only  known  of  this  incident  in  his  lifetime ' !  Here  is  our  great 
naval  hero,  evidently  "half  seas  over,"  being  personally  conducted 
through  some  by-streets  of  Portsmouth,  on  his  way  hack  to  the 
Victory,  in  order  to  avoid  the  crowd.  Rather  a  hard  ROE,  this. 

No.  767.  Congratulations  to  T.  B.  KENSINGTON  on  his  "  Alderman 
George  Doughty,  J.P.,"  or,  as  the  name  might  be  from  the  charac- 
teristic colouring,  Alderman  DEOHGR  GOUHTY,  which  is  quite  in 
keeping  with  the  proverbial  aldermanic  tradition. 


A  LITTLE  MIXED.— In  its  account  of  the  private  view  at  the  Royal 
Academy  the  Daily  News  says: — "The  Countess  of  MALMESBURY 
studied  the  sculpture  in  a  harmonious  costume  of  striped  black  and 
pink,  and  a  picture  hat  trimmed  with  pink  roses."  This  is  pre- 
sumably the  result  of  the  influence  of  Mr.  HORSLEY.  But  isn  t  it 
going  a  little  too  far,  at  least  to  begin  with  i  A  piece  of  sculpture — 
say,  a  Venus — in  a  harmonious  costume  of  striped  black  and  pink 
might  pass.  But  the  addition  of  a  picture  hat  trimmed  with  pink 
roses  is  surely  fatal. 


A    NASTY    ONE. 

Disgusted  Sculptor.  "So  YOU'VE  GOT  THK  LINK  IN  Two  PLACBB! 
IIAVK  YOU  J  HANG  ME  IF  I  DON'T  GIVE  UP  ART,  AND  oo  IN  FOR 
PAINTING  ! " 


AT  THE  BANQUET,  SATURDAY,  MAY  4. 

CHAIR  of  absent  President  ably  filled  by  Sir  JOHN  MILLAIS,  who, 
pluckily  struggling  against  evidently  painful  hoarseness,  made,  in 
returning  thanks,  an  exceptionally  graceful,  touching,  and  altogether 
memorable  speech.  Odtt  to  note  that,  had  Sir  JOHN,  speaking 
hoarsely,  broken  down,  we  should  have  heard  his  rempla^ant 
Horsley  speaking.  The  incident,  however,  which  will  mark  this 
banquet  as  unique  in  Academical  records,  was  Sir  JOHN'S  mistaking 
one  Archbishop  for  the  other,  and,  in  consequence,  pleasantly  indi- 
cating by  a  pofite  bow  to  the  prelate  on  his  left,  that  he  called  upon 
Aim,  the  Archbishop  of  YORK,  to  reply  for  the  visitors.  "  YORK, 
you*re  wanted,"  said,  in  effect,  the  genial  Sir  JOHN,  utterly  ignoring 
the  presence  of  His  Grace  of  CANTERBURY.  Whereupon,  CANTER- 
BURY collapsed,  while  the  Northern  Primate,  vainly  attempting  to 
dissemble  his  delight,  professed  his  utter  surprise,  his  total  unpre- 
paredness,  and  straightforth  hastened  to  improve  the  occasion.  But 
before  fifty  words  had  passed  the  jubilant  Prelate's  lips,  Sir  JOHN, 
having  discovered  his  mistake,  rose  quickly  in  his  stirrups,  so  to 
speak,  and  pulled  up  the  impetuous  YORK  just  then  getting  into  his 
stride.  Genially  beaming  on  the  slighted  CANTERBURY,  Sir  JOHN 
called  on  "  The  Primate  of  All  England  "  (a  snub  this  for  YORK)  to 
return  thanks.  "  One  Archbishop  very  like  another  Archbishop," 
chuckled  the  unabashed  Sir  JOHN  to  himself,  as  he  resumed  hi*  seat, 
"  hut  quite  forgot  that  YORK  as  Chaplain  to  Academv  is  His  Grace 
before  dinner,'  and  CANTERBURY  represents  '  Grace  after  dinner.' ' 
"  'Twas  ever  thus,"  muttered  YORK,  moodily  eyeing  the  last  drop  in 
his  champagne-glass,  as  he  mentally  recalled  ancient  ecclesiastical 
quarrels  between  the  two  provinces,  from  which  the  Southern  Prelate 
had  issued  victorious.  CANTERBURY  flattered,  but,  fluttered,  lost 
his  chance.  His  Royal  Highness's  speech  brief,  comprehensive, 
Lord  ROSEBERY  entertaining.  ' '  The  rest  is  silence,"  or 


effective.    

better  if  it  had  been.    No  more  at  present. 
Academy  Show  of  1895. 


Good  luck  to  the 


222 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MAT  ir  1895. 


COLD    COMFORT! 

Aunt  Phiilida.  "THE  LAST  TIME  I  WENT  TO  A  GBOWN-UP  FANCY  BALL,  I  WENT  AS  A  WASP.    THAT  WAS  ONLY  TBN  YBABS  AGO. 
I  DON'T  srpposE  I  SHALL  BVEE  AGAIN  GO  TO  A  FANCY  BALL  AS  A  WASP  ! "  [Sighs  deeply. 

Mary.  '\HABDLY  AS  A  WASP,  AUNT  PHILLIDA.     BUT  YOU'D  LOOK  VERY  SPLENDID  AS  A  BUMBLE-BEE  I" 


THE  UP-TO-DATE  DUCKLINGS. 

(A  Fable.) 

A  BUCK  that  had  lately  succeeded  in  hatch- 
ing a  fine  brood  of  ducklings,  and  was  much 
concerned  on  the  point  of  their  polite  educa- 
tion, took  them  down  to  the  river  one  day  in 
order  to  teach  them  to  swim. 

"  See,  my  dears!"  she  said  when  they  were 
all  got  to  the  bank,  addressing  her  brood  in 
encouraging  accents,  "  this  is  the  way  to  do 
it,"  and  so  saying  the  old  duck  pushed  off 
from  the  land,  in  evident  expectation  that 
heryonng  ones  would  follow  her. 

The  Ducklings,  however,  instead  of  coming 
after  their  mother,  remained  on  the  bank,  talk- 
ing and  laughing  and  whispering  among  them- 
selves in  a  very  knowing  manner:  until  at 
last  the  old  bird,  provoked  by  their  levity  and 
wondering  what  ailed  them,  called  out  sharply 
to  them  from  mid-stream  to  come  into  the 
water  at  once  ;  upon  which  one  of  the  Duck- 
lings, who  had  evidently  been  constituted 
spokesman  for  the  rest,  made  bold  to  address 
his  mother  in  the  following  words. 

"  You  must  be  a  simpleton  indeed,  Madam," 
said  he,  "  to  imagine  that  we  are  going  to  do 
anything  so  foolish  as  to  endanger  our  lives  in 
the  reckless  fashion  in  which  you  are  now  ex- 
posing yours ;  for  though  it  may  be  true  that 
in  obedience  to  some  unwritten  law  of  nature 
(unknown  at  present  to  us)  you  are  floating 
securely  upon  the  surface  of  the  stream,  in- 
stead of  sinking  to  the  bottom  of  it,  yet  it  by 
no  means  follows  from  thence  that  we  should 
do  the  same  thing,  supposing  we  were  so  foolish 
as  to  follow  your  example.  Rest  assured,  dear 
Madam,"  continued  the  Duckling,  "  that  so 
soon  as  we  have  sifted  this  matter  to  the 


bottom  for  ourselves,  we  shall  act  on  the  know- 
ledge of  it,  according  as  our  experience  may 
suggest  to  us ;  but  for  the  present,  at  any  rate, 
we  prefer  to  remain  where  we  are." 

And  so  saying,  the  Duckling,  accompanied 
by  the  rest  of  the  brood,  turned  his  back  on 
his  natural  element,  and  returned  forthwith 
to  the  poultry-yard. 


A  PHILISTINE  PJEAN; 

Or,  The  Triumph  of  the  Timid  One. 

AT  last !    I  see  signs  of  a  turn  in  the  tide, 

And  0, 1  perceive  it  with  infinite  gratitude. 
No  more  need  I  go  with  a  crick  in  my  side 
In  attempts  to  preserve  a  non-natural  atti- 
tude. 

Something  has  changed  in  the  season,  some- 
where ; 
I  'm  sure  I  can  feel  a  cool  whiff  of  fresh  air  I 

Mental  malaria  worse  than  the  grippe 
Has  asphyxiated  my  mind,  or  choke-damped 
it.  [my  lip ; 

The  plain  honest  truth  has  been  strange  to 
I've  shammed   it,   and  fudged  it,   hum- 
bugged it  and  vamped  it 
Till  I  wasn't  I,  self-respect  was  all  gone, 
And  I  hadn't  a  taste  that  I  dared  call  my  own. 

I  do  not  love  horror.    I  do  not  like  muck ; 

And  mystical  muddle  to  me  is  abhorrent. 
In  Stygian  shallows  long  time  I  have  stuck, 
Or,  like  a  dead  dog  on  a  sewage-fouled 

torrent, 
Have  gone  with  the  stream ;  but  beyond  the 

least  doubt 

I  'm  grateful — so  much — for  a  chance  to  creep 
out. 


Egomania  it  seems  then  is  not  the  last  word 

Of  latter-day  wisdom  1  By  Jove  I  am  glad ! 
I  always  did  feel  it  was  highly  absurd 
To  worship  the  maudlin,  and  aim  at  the 

mad; 
And  now,  there  'a  a  chance  for  the  decent 

again, 

One  may  relish  one's  DICKENS,  yet  not  seem 
insane! 

The    ghoulish-grotesque,    and    the   grimy- 
obscure, 
I  hare  tried  to  gloat  on  in  poem  and  prose, 

But  oh !  all  the  while  there  seemed  something 

impure 

In  the  sniff  of  the  thing  that  tormented  my 
nose; 

And  as  to  High  Art— well,  to  me  it  seemed 
high, 

Like  an  over- hung  hare — only  food  for  the  fly. 

Yet  /didn't  dare  say  that  I  felt  it  to  be 
Pseudo-  sphinxian  fudge,  and  sheer  Belial 

bosh; 

Or  that  after  Art-babble  at  five  o'clock  tea, 
I  felt  that  the  thing  I  most  craved  was — a 

wash ; 

Because  in  the  view  of  the  Mystical  School, 
That  would  just  write   you   down  a  mere 
Philistine  fool. 

I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  quite  understand 
How  they  've  suddenly  found  all  our  fads 

are  degenerate ; 
Why  MAETERLINCK,  IBSEN,  VBELAINB,  SARAH 

GHAND, 
TOLSTOI,  GKANT  ALLEN,  ZOLA  ,  are  "  lumped ' ' 

— but,  at  any  rate, 
I   know  I  'm  relieved    from   one   horrible 

bore, — 
/  need  not  admire  what  I  hate  any  more. 
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SWAIN  Sc. 


THE   BIKMINGHAM   BENEDICK. 

MB.  J-S-PH  CH-MB-BL-N  (a*  "Benedick").  "DOTH  NOT  THE  APPETITE  CHANGE?  A  MAN  LOVES  THE  MEAT 
IN  HIS  YOUTH  THAT  HE  CANNOT  ENDURE  IN  HIS  AGE.  .  .  .  WHEN  I  SAID  I  WOULD  DIE  AN  INDEPENDENT 
RADICAL,  I  DID  NOT  THINK  I  SHOULD  LIVE  TO  BE  ALLIED  WITH  A  TORY  PARTY." 

Much  Ado  About  Nothing,  Act  II.,  So.  3  (tlightly  "modified"). 
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DRURIOLANUS  THE  CHEF,  OPENS  THE  OPERATIC  PIE. 

L  "(WHEN  THE  PIK  WAS  OPEK 
THE  BIRRS  BEGAN  TO  BINO." 


BLIND    ALLEY-GORIES. 

Br  DUNNO  WAHRIAR 

(Translated  from  the  original  Lappish  by  Mr.  Punch's  own 
Hyperborean  Enthusiast. ) 

No.  IV. — SIGNS  AND  WONDERS. 

I  "SAT  on  the  beach  one  forenoon  in  midsummer.  A  great  number 
of  people  were  doing  much  the  same.  The  rhapsodists  and  orators, 
the  blameless  Ethiopians  with  their  barbaric  instruments  of  mutic, 
the  itinerant  magicians  with  their  wands,  the  statuesque  groups 
posed  before  the  tripod  of  the  photographer,  the  snow-white  sea- 
chariots  with  crimson  wheels,  the  bare-legged  riders  on  antique 
steeds,  made  me  fancy  1  was  gazing  at  a  scene  of  Southern  Hellenic 
life.  Why  I  know  not— for  it  was  not  in  the  least  like. 

Then  I  saw  an  enormous  black  hand  stretch  down  over  the  fjord. 
I  was  not  alarmed,  for  1  am  becoming  accustomed  to  apparitions  of 
this  kind. 

It  set  weird  signs  and  black  marks  upon  the  railings  of  the  jetty, 
and  on  the  white  sides  of  the  bathing  machines,  and  on  the  sails  of 
the  fishing-boats,  and  when  1  turned  about,  the  parade  itself 
was  plastered  with  tablets. 

And  on  all  things  had  the  New  Lawgiver  incised  in  letters  of  gold 
and  azure  and  purple  upon  shining  tables  the  new  commandments : 
"  Use  SkUuerskjitf  s  Soap ! "  ;  "  Trv  Tommeliden  Tonic!  "  ;  "  Buy 
Boompvig's  Pills !  "  ;  "  Ask  for  Baldersen's  Hairwash  I  " 

And  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  wild  waves  saying,  as  they  lapped  up 
over  the  cheap  sandshoes  and  saturated  paper  bags  full  of  ginger- 
bread nuts : 

"  This  is  the  new  moral  law.  That  men  should  cherish  the  out- 
side and  insides  of  their  bodies,  and  keep  them  clean,  like  precious 
vessels  of  brass  and  copper.  Rather  to  let  the  picturesque  perish 
than  forget  for  a  moment  which  is  the  best  soap  for  the  complexion, 
and  which  will  not  wash  clothes.  Never  to  see  a  ship  spreading  her 
canvas  like  a  sea  bird  without  associations  of  a  Purifying  Saline 
Draught  or  a  Relishing  Pickle.  To  ask  and  see  that  ye  procure !  " 

Then  I  looked  into  the  heavens  above  me,  and  behold,  high  above 
the  esplanade  hung  a  hand,  enormous  as  the  one  that  had  set  its 
marks  on  everything  below,  but  white,  white ;  and  it  held  a  brush 
and  wrote  until  the  sky  was  full  of  signs,  and  they  had  form  and 
colour,  but  not  of  this  world,  and  those  who  ran  could  read  them. 

And  I  bought  a  shell-box  and  a  bath  bun,  and  closed  my  eyes,  and 
lay  musing  in  an  agony  of  soul.  Suddenly  I  felt  the  pain  snap,  and 
something  grow  in  me,  and  I  saw  in  my  soul's  dawning  the  great 
half-opened  shell  of  a  strange  oyster. 

And  this  oyster  has  its  bed  on  ray  very  heart,  and  it  is  my  salt 
tears  that  nourish  it,  and  it  grows;»'.vufe,  invisible  to  all  but  me. 


But  I  know  that,  when  the  oyster  opens,  I  shall  find  within  it  a 
shell,  like  a  gleaming  dove-coloured  pearl,  the  greatf  Panacea  of  th  e 
To  Be ;  and,  if  you  ask  me  to  explain  my  meaning  more  fully,  I 
reply  that  the  bearings  of  this  blind  allegory  lie  in  the  application 
thereof,  and  that  ye  are  a  blow-fly  brood  of  dull-witted  hucksters. 


A  FIRST  STEP 

TOWARDS   H1STRIONICS.-II. 

(Under  the  guidance  of  Herr  Goelhemann.) 

Questioner.  You  were  good  enough  to  promise  me  at  our  next 
meeting  a  specimen  of  the  Author-publisher's  dramatic  manner. 
Answer.  With  pleasure.     I  will  read  it  to  yon. 
"Afternoon.     Two- pair  suburban  back.      Upright  piano.     High- 
minded  table.     HKNHT  (dramatic  author  and  host)  under  it,  heart/ 
inth  wine.    ROMEO  (his  friend  and  Town  Blood)  communing  with 
MAKT  ANN  (local  ingfnue).     EUZA  (her  sister  and  hostess)  outside 
j  ist  now,  making  coffee.     She  will  come  in  presently,  and  realise 
DKAMATIC  MOMENT. 

Mary  Ann.  Get  up,  Henry,  and  give  us  a  regular,  old  rousing 
tune. 

Henry  (huskily,  emergtnafrom  retreat).  What  shall  it  be  ? 
Romeo.  Oh,  anything.    WAGNEB  for  choice.  .^  _»_,,. 

[Gifted    musician   obliges   with   a    pot  poum  of   '  Parstfal,' 

ROMEO  absently  whistling  the  trombone  part. 
Mary  Ann.  Ripping !  Now  something  classical.  Let 's  have 
'After  the  Ball.'  Come  on,  ROMEO,  we'll  waltz ;,  push  back  the 
fire-place.  (They  push  back  the  fire-place;  ROMEO  grasps  MAKT 
ANN,  and  they  revolve.  H»  kisses  her  on  the  cheek  L.  C.)  Well,  I 
never  did !  For  shame  1  I  decline  to  dance  with  you.  There ! 

[Declines  to  dance  with  him. 

Henry.  One  for  you,  my  buck !  Cheer  up,  MAKT  ANN  ;  /  '11  give 
you  a  turn.  [Pirouettes  twice  with  her,  humming  suitable  air. 

Mary  Ann  (rendered  completely  breathless).  It's  not  like  real 
dancing  when  you  only  hum  ! 

henry.  Can't  play  and  dance  at  same  time,  you  know.  Piano  too 
stationary.  So  you  must  take  ROMEO  on  again,  or  go  without. 

Eliza  (entering  with  coffee-tray  and  realising  situation).  Well,  1 
declare !  Having  high  jinks  while  1  was  making  the  coffee.  What 
dramatic  irony ! 

[RoMEo  gallantly  invites  her  to  join  the  giddy  throng.     They 

dance. 

Eliza  (rendered  completely  breathless).  My  soul!  I'm  in  bad 
training ! 

Mary  Ann  (having  got  her  second  wind).  Have  a  turn  with  me, 
ELIZA  !    ROMEO  's  no  good  ;  he  misses  out  every  other  bar. 
Eliza.  Want  my  coffee.    No  wind  left. 

[HENRY  spontaneously  sings  a  Lullaby  of  BRAHMS'.  Stop*  in 
middle  to  see  what  they  all  think  of  it.  They  all  think 
a  lot  of  it.  Goes  on  singing.  Only  ELIZA  goes  on  thinking 
a  lot  of  it.  Others  talk  quite  loud,  ROMEO  being  a  Town 
Blood.  HENBY  finishes,  under  conviction  that  they  hare  no 
manners  to  speak  of.  Mind  wanders  off  to  the  leading  lady 
in  his  new  piece,  and  he  drops  inadvertently  into  '  liaity ' 
waltz.  ELIZA  waits  for  second  wind.  ROM  no  grapples  with 
MABY  ANN,  the  latter  reluctant.  She  is  rapt  away  in  mazy 
whirl,  kicking  feebly.  He  again  kisses  her  on  the  cheek, 
this  time  B.  c. 

Eliza.  Man !     I  saw  you !    It  was  a  wanton  act 
Henry  (casually).     Anything  broken  f 

Eliza.  Oh,  HENBY  !  He  went  and  kissed  my  MABY  ANN,  my  own 
sister ! 

Romeo  (with  easy  bravado).  A  mere  nothing,  I  assure  you.  She  'i 
so  provokiDjr,  don't  you  know  ?  Had  to  do  it  in  self-defence. 

Eliza.  It  is  contrary  to  established  etiquette  in  our  circles.  MABY 
AHN,  how  could  you  y 

Mar>/  Ann.  I  didn't.    It  was  him.    I  shall  scream  another  time. 
Eliza.  Man,  you  will  oblige  me  by  treating  my  sister  as  you  would 
your  own. 

[Exit  with  crushing  expression  which  leaves  ROMEO  intact. 
Mary  Ann.  ELIZA  talks  rot.    (To  ROMEO.)    Not  that  you're  not 
a  beast,  all  the  same. 

[Exit  in  two  frames  of  mind.     HKNBY  laughs  and  makes  light  of 
osculation.     The  men  converse.     The  plot  becomes  even  more 
intricate.     The  end  it  nigh." 
•  ••••• 

Question.  Do  I  miss  the  purpose  of  the  Author-publisher  ? 

Ansirrr.  I  should  think  it  highly  improbable, 

Q.  But  why  did  he  write  it  ? 

A.  It  is  a  ''  problem-play,"  and  that,  as  I  said,  is  the  problem. 

CHEEBINO. — Liberal  Party  much  encouraged  by  East  Wicklow 
and  East  Leeds.  "  Wisdom  from  the  East,"  they  call  it. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


|MAY  11,  1895. 


A    DOUBTFUL*  COMPLIMENT. 

Ntnous  Youth.  "  WELL — BB — GOOD-BYE,  MRS.  THOMAS.     AWFULLY  GLAD  I  MET  YOU  !    EB — 

SO  GOOD  OF  YOU — SO  MUCH  PLEASANTEK  THAN   RlDINO  ALONE  I  "  [Shuts  Up. 


FROM  CORINTO  TO  HERNE  BAY. 

(An  Anglo-Nicarayuan  Parallel,.') 

TEE  young  Midshipman  looked  towards 
Corinto.  The  public  buildings  were  still 
within  range  of  the  monster  Rims.  The  select 
army  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  had  retired 
before  the  advance  of  the  blue  jackets  and 
marines.  All  was  tranquil,  and,  as  he  gazed 
upon  the  Nicaraguan  capital,  his  eyes  closed, 
and  he  dreamed  a  dream. 

He  was  once  more  in  England.  He  was  at 
the  seaside.  Here  in  front  of  him  were 
bathing-machines.  There,  to  his  right,  was 
a  circulating  library.  He  could  see  a  clock- 
tower  and  a  shortened  pier.  Then  he  laughed 
in  his  glee.  He  was  at  Herne  Bay !  Close 
to  the  Isle  of  Thanet— within  sight  of  the 
Reculvers ! 

He  had  scarcely  realised  his  happiness,  when 
he  noticed  on  the  ocean  a  flotilla.  Three 
gigantic  ironclads  were  approaching  the 
tranquil  town  1 


"  The  Nicaraguan  fleet ! "  he  murmured  in 
his  sleep. 

It,  alas !  was  too  true  I  The  Central 
American  Admiral  had  sent  an  ultimatum.  The 
news  had  run  from  one  end  of  Herne  Bay  to  the 
other  that,  unless  the  sum  demanded  were 
paid  at  once,  the  as-yet-uneonquered  water- 
ing-place  would  be  "  ploughed."  as  the  Poet 
BUNN  would  have  put  it,  "  by  the  hoof  of  the 
ruthless  invader." 

Then  there  was  a  hurried  consultation. 
What  could  be  done  with  that  overpowering 
fleet  ?  It  was  useless  to  defend  the  bathing- 
machines  ;  the  donkeys  and  their  drivers  were 
no  match  for  heavy  ordnance.  What  could 
the  few  coast-guardsmen  do  when  threatened 
by  five  hundred  Nicaraguans  ? 

"  Herne  Bay  must  surrender ! "  murmured 
the  Midshipman  in  his  sleep.  "  There  is  no 
help  for  it. 

And  then  came  a  strange  sight.  The 
search-lights  of  the  Nicaraguan  fleet  played 
upon  the  sea  front,  and  the  little  garrison  of 
Herne  Bay  retired  towards  Birching  ton  and 


Margate.  The  Band  (lent  from  the  Militia) 
marched  away,  followed  by  the  heavy  cavalry 
of  the  bathers,  and  the  Uhlan-like  donkeys 
of  the  sands.  The  representatives  of  the  Navy 
(carrying  their  look-out  telescopes)  brought 
up  the  rear. 

Then,  when  all  had  gone,  the  sailors  and 
marines  of  the  Nicaraunan  fleet  landed.  The 
British  flag  was  hauled  down,  and  replaced 
by  the  colours  of  the  enemy. 

Herne  Bay  was  conquered  I 

At  this  point  the  Midshipman  awoke  with 
a  start.  He  looked  round,  and  sighed  a  great 
sigh  of  relief. 

"  How  fortunate  it  is  that  the  English  fleet 
have  conquered  Corinto  and  not  the  Nioa- 
raguan  fleet  Herne  Bay ! "  he  cried  in  an 
eostacy  of  patriotic  fervour.  Then  he  per- 
formed for  hours  the  duties  of  his  command. 
Towards  the  close  of  day  he  again  casually 
glanced  at  Corinto  and  once  more  was  in- 
voluntarily reminded  of  Herne  Bay.  And  as 
he  gazed  upon  the  Central  American  town  he 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  about  as 
formidable  and  about  as  well  defended  as  the 
Kentish  watering-place.  And  having  arrived 
at  this  opinion  he  determined  in  his  own  mind 
that  the  taking  of  Corinto,  as  a  feat  of  arms, 
was  scarcely  on  a  par  with  the  Victory  of 
Trafalgar.  

TO  A  GRAND  OLD  MANNS.1 

(On  his  Seventieth  Birthday.) 

To  MANNS  of  Crystal  Palace  fame, 

Punch  sends  his  kindly  greeting. 
The  ever  keen,  the  never  tame, 

Time  may  he  long  be  beating 
(For  Time  it  seems  caanot  beat  him). 

Time's  darts  may  he  resist  all 
With  baton  briek  and  eyes  un-dim. 

Beneath  that  dome  of  Crystal — 
For  many  a  year !    And  decades  hence 

Punch  hopes  it  may  bef  a'  that 
He  '11  shout,  before  that  choir  immense, 

"  A  MANNS'  a  Man  for  a'  that  I " 


A  CLASSIC  CANDIDATE.  —  Mr.  HOMES  in 
West  Dorset  is  the  Independent  Farmers' 
Candidate.  He  is,  of  course,  more  than  a 

C'tive  "  Home  Ruler."  being  a  comparative 
.  eful  "  HOMER  Ruler."    But  surely  the 
language  of  HOMER  must  be  Greek  to  most 
of  his  hearers,  even  at  Bridport,  and  in  view 
of  the  poluphoisboio  thalasses. 


THE  RAD  TO  THE  CHANCELLOR  OF 

THE  EXCHEQUER. 
(On  the  Humdrum  Budget. } 

JUST  "As  you  were"  1    Ingenious,  fair, 

And  all  that,  I  've  no  doubt ; 
But  titled  swells  you  do  not  scare, 

Nor  rich  monopolists  flout. 
I  tolerate  where  I  would  praise. 

Reform  is  a  slow  grower  I 
My  spirits,  WILL,  it  will  not  raise, 

To  see  your  spirits  lower ! 
Free  Breakfast  Table  ?    Graduation  ?— 

Chances  seem  getting  fewer : 
Well  WILL,  my  only  consolation 

Is  this— you  've  "  copped  the  brewer !  " 


IN  the  title  of  his  new  book,  "  ANTHONY 
HOPE"  has  taken  the  Roman  prenom  whioh 
evidently  by  right  belonged  to  him.  There  is 
no  comma,  nor  introduction  of  "  by,"  and 
so  straight  off  we  read  in  golden  letters 
on  the  back,  "  A  Man  of  Mark  Anthony 
Hope."  0  Brave  MARK  ANTHONY!  His 
readers  have  great  faith  in  HOPE. 

PARLIAMENTARY.— The  nearest  approach  to 
a  dead-lock  is  a  live  (J.  G.)  WEIR. 
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NEW  GALLERY  QUEHIE8 

Is  Mr.  HITCHCOCK'S  "Flight 
into  Egypt  "  a  view  of  Dartmoor  P 
and  what  are  all  those  blue 
flowers  ?  Borage,  blue  currants, 
corn-flowers,  "  new  broom,"  gorge 
dyed  blue  for  this  occasion  only, 
or  what  P  I  have  been  offered  all 
these  random  suggestions  by  dis- 
tinguished critics,  but  they  some- 
how don't  seem  convincing. 

Why  are  the  competitors  in  the 
charming  swimming-match  be- 
tween Mermaids  and  Tritons  so 
remarkably  dry  in  •  the  upper 
parts  P  I  always  get  decidedly 
damp  when  I  enter  the  sea,  hut 
these  ladies  take  to  it  like  ducks— 
"  Dux  ffrmina  facti"  (as  said  an 
ancient  poet  in  anticipation) — and 
so  I  suppose  the  water  rolls  off 
their  backs. 

Will  "  Her  First  Offering"  of 
grass  and  daisies  go  far  towards 
softening  the  heart  of  a  statuette  ? 
Her  sister,  last  year,  had  a  much 
more  tempting  "  Gift  far  the 
Gods"  but  there  is  no  accounting 
for  divinities'  tastes. 

What  does  Mr.  KPOFFNH — dear 
me,  I  can  not  get  his  name  right  ? 
—mean  by  "  Sous  let  Arbretf" 
Is  it  a  man  or  a  statue,  a  spook  or 
a  symbol  ?  Why  does  he  wear  a 
marble  wig?  Why  does  his  brown 
hair  show  underneath  it?  Why 
has  he  got  a  wall  eye  ?  Why  is  he 
"  under  the  trees  P  "  Why  is  he 

at  large  at  all  P    Why But 

there,  I  give  it  up !  I  don't  be- 
lieve there  are  any  answers  to 
these  conundrums  ! 

How  is  it  I  've  been  looking  at 
"Kit"  for  two  whole  minutes 
before  realising  that  there 's  a 
Persian  oat  in  the  composition?  But 
she 's  a  real  beauty,  when  you  do 
coax  her  out  of  this  "  puzzle 
picture." 

Why  (this  is  no  new  query  I) 


have  Sir  EDWARD  BOTUTE- Joins 
Lucif  Brians  and  Sleeping  Beauties 
and  peeresses  and  children  anc 
brides  one  and  all  the  game  world- 
weary  expression  ?  Why  do  they 
without  exception,  look  as  if  thej 
were  off  to  a  funeral,  or  had  jnsl 
seen  themselves  in  the  glass  P  An 
there  no  other  colours  in  the  land 
hut  dull  green,  steel-bine,  ink- 
purple,  and  brick-red  P  Why  do 
I  immediately  want  to  commit 
suicide  after  studying  these  mas- 
terpieces? Why  doesn't  Psyche 
cheer  up  a  bit,  even  though  f  he 
i'«  going  to  be  married?  She 
wasn't  a  W«  yw4t  I  'm  sure ! 

Why  does  the  dog  in  Mr.  HOL- 
KAN  HUNT'S  picture  look  as  if  il 
had  softening  of  the  brain  P  and 
why  do  I  pass  on  hurriedly  to  the 
next  picture  P 

Will  Miss  RKHAN'S  left  shoul- 
der h"ld  up  her  dress  much  longer, 
I  wonder,  in  Mr.  SARGENT'S  por- 
trait P  ,1  don't  know,  but  I  hate 
fears  I 

Ii  the  lady  in  Mrs.  SWTNNER- 
TON'S  "  Sense  of  Sight "  preparing 
to  catch  a  cricket  ball,  or  cutting 
an  acquaintance,  or  going  to  re- 
cite something  P  I  tkould  like  to 
know. 

Why  couldn't  some  enterpris- 
ing dentist  supply  the  ladies  in 
"  Echoet "  with  false  teeth,  and 
why  weren't  they  taken  away 
quietly  home,  and  not  allowed  to 
exhibit  their  other  anatomical 
innovations?  Echo  answers  to 
these  and  all  my  queries,  "  Why, 
indeed?" 


A    PROGNOSIS. 

"BY  TH»  WAT,  DOCTOR,  TH*  'N«w  WOMAN,'  DON'TCHIRKNOW— 

WHAT  'LL  BBS  BE  LIKE,    WHEN  SHE  'g  GROWN  OLD  t  " 

"MT  DEAR  COLONEL,  SH*  'LL  NEVER  GROW  OLD  I" 

"GREAT  SCOTT  I    You  DON'T  MEAN  TO  BAT  SHE  's  GOING  TO  LAST 

FOR  EVER  I " 
"SHE  WON'T  EVEN  LAST  OUT  THE  CENTTRTI     SHE  's  GOT  EVERT 

MALADT  TTNDIR  THE  SUN  I " 


The  Chester  Cup. 

THE  Rock  Dove  don't  pooh-pooh, 
A  dove  can  make  a  coup  ; 
The  odds  ?    Ton  yet  may  nobble 

'em. 

'Tis  four  to  one 
'Gainst  Son  of  a  Gun, 
But  Euclid  is  a  problem. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  April  29.— When  Mr,  Toots,  in 
agony  of  perturbed  bashfnlness,  sat  down  on  Florence  Dombei/'s 
best  bonnet,  he  murmured,  "  Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence."    SQUIRE 
OF  MALWOOD  does  not  resemble  Mr.  Toott  in  any  respect,  not  even 
that  of  bashfulness.    But  he  has  a  way,  when  taking  important 
Dove,  of  studiously  investing  it  with  appearance  of  "  no  conse- 
quence.     Thus  to-night,  asking  for  lion's  share  of  time  for  re- 
naming portion  of  Session,  he  could  hardly  bring  himself  to  uplift 
V01°e:  mumbled  over  phrases;   coughed  at  oonj unctions:  half 
paralysed  by  prepositions  ;  looked  round  withpained  astonishment 
when  Members  behind  cried,  "  Speak  up  1 "     WTtiy  should  he  trouble 
o  speak  up  on  so  immaterial  a  matter  P    Still,  to  oblige,  he  would 
say  all  he  wanted  was  to  take  for  Government  purposes,  for  rest 
ission,  all  the  time  of  House,  save  the  inconvenient  Wednesday 
aiternoon  sitting,  and  the  inconsiderable  Friday  night. 

JJ  narked  this  cultured  mannerism  when  announcing  imme- 
diate introduction  of  Bill  prohibiting  plural  voting.  This  a  genuine 
surprise.  Not  been  talked  of  since  House  met.  Nobody  thinking  of 
A  *  •  ¥  jE  J.n  aljn,08t  whlsper  announced  its  introduction  to-morrow. 
Astonished  beyond  measure  at  commotion  created;  the  boisterous 
cheers  of  Liberals  the  uneasy  laughter  of  Opposition. 

Most  remarkable  place  this  House  of  Commons,"  he  said  after- 
wards, gazing  over  my  head  into  the  infinite  horizon,  where  shadowy 
fipre  of  Local  Veto  Bill  is  visible  to  the  eye  of  faith.  '  Always  full 
ot  surprises  even  for  old  practitioners  like  you  and  me." 

CE  ARTHUR  much  relishing  this  subtle  humour,  was  himself 

in  spnghtliest  mood.    The  whole  business  of  Session,  he  protested, 

was  an  elaborate  ,oke.    If  they  were  there  to  work,  he  would  take 

ff  his  coat  and  ding  on  with  the  best  of  them.    But  they  were  there 


to  play.    "  Well,  let  us  play,"  he  said,  holding  out  both  hands  with 
gesture  of  invitation  to  Treasury  Bench. 

Proposal  irresistible.  House  divided  forthwith;  Sauna's  motion 
earned  by  majority  of  22;  then,  whilst  half  a  dozen  naval 
men  talked  water-tube  boiler,  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  SQUIRE  OF  MAX- 
WOOD,  and  picked  company  from  either  side  went  out  behind 
SPEAKER'S  Chair  to  play.  Such  larks !  To  see  PHINCB  ARTHUR  take 
in  a  stride  'the  backs"  givtn  him  by  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD, 
with  CAWMJL-BASNBRMAN  next;  to  see  JOHN  MOHLET  seriously 
whipping  a  top;  to  watch  BRTCE  breathless  behind  the  nimble 
hoop;  to  look  on  while  EDWARD  GREY,  forgetful  of  China  and 
Japan,  thinking  nothing  of  Nicaragua,  played  a  game  of  marbles 
with  HART  DYKE;  to  see  LOCKWOOD  trying  a  spurt  with  DICK 
WEBSTER,  the  course  being  twice  round  the  Division  Lobby, 
ASQUITH,  fresh  from  the  Cab-arbitration,  having  handicapped  them 
—to  see  this,  and  much  else,  was  a  spectacle  wholesome  for  those 
engaged  in  it,  interesting  for  the  solitary  spectator. 

Butinett  done.— Shipbuilding  Vote  in  Navy  Estimates  agreed  to. 

Tuesday.  —  Odd  thin$  that  on  this  narticular  night,  when 
Government  bring  in  Bill  prohibiting  plurality  of  voting,  BILL 
should  bnng  in  a  Bill.  His  first  and  only  Bill.  Of  course  he  might 
argue  if  we  have  one  man  one  vote,  one  Box  one  Bill  is  all 
ng^ht.  Yes ;  hut,  as  SARK  with  his  keen  mathematical  instinct 
points  out,  this  is  a  case  of  two  Bills— BILL,  the  Member  for  Leek, 
ind  a  Bill  to  empower  magistrates  to  prohibit  the  sale  of  intoxicating 
liquors  to  persons  previously  convicted  of  drunkenness.  That  is 
obviously  a  plurality  of  Bills.  But  we  are  getting  hopelessly  mixed. 
The  only  man  among  us  who  sees  clear  is  JOHN  WILLIAM.  Deep 
pathos  in  his  voice  as  he  says  the  time  is  near  at  hand  when  a  tyran- 
nical Government  will  attempt  to  enforce  principle  of  "  One  Man 
One  Drink." 

Cap' en  TOMMY  BOWLES  had  best  of  dreary  evening.  Mentioned 
yesterday,  with  tears  from  his  honest  blue  eyes  coursing  down  hli 
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rugged,  weather-beaten  cheek,  fresh  infamy 
on  part  of  SQUIKE  OF  MALWOOD.  Had  an- 
nounced on  Thursday  that,  at  Monday's 
sitting,  NavJ  Works  Loan  Bill  would  he 
proceeded  with.  TOMMY  accordingly  clewed 
up,  and  ran  for  port;  laying  to  for  forty- 
« ight  hours,  prepared  speech  on  Naval  Works. 
Now  SQUIRE  calmly  announced  that  Ship- 
building Vote  was  to  be  taken.  What  was 
TOMMY  to  do  with  speech  prepared  on  Naval 
Works  Loans '( 

In  despair  yesterday ;  to-day  bright  idea 
struck  him.  SHAW-LEFEVRE  had  moved  to 
introduce  One  Man  One  Vote  Bill.  Why 
shouldn't  TOMMY,  flying  that  flag,  run  in  and 
deliver  his  speech  on  Naval  Works  ?  A  bold 
experiment ;  only  hope  of  success  was  that 
House,  being  in  almost  comatose  state, 
wouldn't  notice  ruse  if  cleverly  managed. 
Trust  TOMMY  for  clever  management.  Hold- 
ing sheaf  of  notes  firmly  in  left  hand,  deftly 
turning  them  over  with  the  hook  that  serves 
him  for  right  hand,  the  old  salt  read  his 
speech  on  Naval  Works  Loan  Bill.  Here  and 
there,  when  he  observed  restless  movement  in 
any  part  of  House,  fired  off  phrase  about 
"  forty  -  shilling  freeholder,"  "  oconpitipn 
votes."  "  rural  constituencies,"  "  re-dis- 
tribution," "  country  going  to  the  dogs," 
"jerrymandering,"  and ''right  hon.  gentle- 
man oppotite."  Scheme  worked  admirably ; 
speech  reeled  off,  and  SQUIKE  OF  MALWOOD'S 
knavish  trick  confounded. 

Jtn.iine.ss  done. — One  Man  One  Vote  Bill 
brought  in. 

Thursday. — House  not  to  be  moved  to  evidence  of  excitement  even  I 
by  prospect  of  Budget  night.  On  such  occasion  in  ordinary  times 
attendance  at  prayer-time  most  encouraging  to  Chaplain.  Begins  to 
think  that  at  last  his  ministrations  are  bearing  fruit.  This  afternoon 
congregation  not  much  above  average.  No  rush  for  tickets  for  seats. 
When  SQ.UTRE  rose  to  open  his  statement,  great  gaps  below  Gang- 
way on  Ministerial  side.  The  SQUIRE,  recognising  situation,  refrained 
from  heroics,  content  to  deliver  plain  business  speech.  No  exordium ; 
no  peroration  ;  no  flight  into  empyrean  heights  of  eloquence  as  was 
the  wont  of  Mr.  G.  Some  sympathetic  movement  when  SQUIRE,  with 
momentarily  increased  briskness  of  manner,  spoke  of  snap  of  cold 
weather  in  February,  with  its  accompaniment  of  influenza,  increased 


Cap'en  Tommy  Bowles. 


death-rate,  and  fuller  flow  of  death  duties  into 
National  coffers.  The  quality  of  this  mercy 
was  not  quite  unstrained.  Not  dropping,  like 
the  gentle  dew  from  heaven,  till  February,  in- 
creased death  rates  will  not  come  into  account 
till  succeeding  year.  Still,  there  was  rum.  As 
thermometer  fell  rum  went  up  with  a  rush. 

Fifteen  men  on  a  dead  man's  chest. 
High  ho  !  and  a  bottle  of  rum. 

What  with  comforting  the  mourners,  and 
imbibed  as  a  preventive,  rum  brought  a 
windfall  of  £100,000  into  the  Treasury. 

That  was  well  in  its  way.  But  then  there 
were  those  75,000  mean-spirited  people  who 
ought  to  have  died  last  year,  their  estates 
paying  tribute  to  CHANCELLOR  OF  EXCHEQUER 
and  who  positively  insisted  upon  living.  The 
long-trained  fortitude  of  the  SQCIRE  nearlj 
broke  down  when  he  mentioned  this  circum- 
stance. Pretty  to  see  how  it  also  touched 
JOKIM.  The  wounds  of  riven  friendship  tem- 
porarily closed  up ;  the  rivalry  of  recent  year- 
forgotten  in  contemplation  of  these  75,000 
reckless,  ruthless  people,  who,  in  defiance  oi 
law  of  average,  didn't  die  in  financial  year 
ending  March  31, 1895.  The  past  CHANCELLOR 
OF  EXCHF.QUES  and  his  successor  in  office 
mingled  their  tears.  But  for  intervention  of 
table  they  would  probably  have  flung  them- 
selves into  each  other's  arms  and  sobbed  aloi.d, 

"Thus,"  said  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  himself  not 
unaffected  by  the  scene,  "doth  one  touch  of 
nature  make  Chancellors  of  the  ExchequtT 
kin."  Business  done. — Budget  brought  in. 

Friday  Night. — ALPHEUS  CLEOPHAS  submitted  proposal  to  dock 
payment  of  £10,000  annuity  to  Duke  of  COBURG.  Thinks  H.R.H. 
might,  in  circumstances,  get  along  nicely  without  it.  SAGE  OF 
QUEEN  ANNE'S  G-ATE  agrees.  T.  H.  BOLTONPARTY,  on  the  other  hand, 
gravely  differs.  Foldirg  his  arms  as  was  his  wont  on  eve  of 
Austerlitz,  he  regards  ALPHEUS  CLEOPHAS  with  awful  frown. 
Imperial  instincts  naturally  wounded.  "No  trifling  with  the  per- 
sonal revenues  of  our  Royal  cousins,  whether  at  home  or  abroad," 
said  T.  H.  BOLTONPARTY  in  the  voice  of  thunder  that  once  rever- 
berated across  the  shivering.chasms  of  the  Alps. 

Business  done. — Proposal  to  cut  off  Duke  of  COBUBG'S  pension 
negatived  by  193  votes  against  72. 


TWO  WAYS  OF  DOING  IT. 

FIRST  WAY. 

.  i-om  the  Representative  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty's  Government  to 

the Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs. 

January  1,  18-0. 

I  HAVE  the  honour  to  inform  vour  Excellency  that  I  am  instructed 
by  the  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs  that  Her  Britannic 
Majesty's  Government  has  reason  to  complain  of  the  conduct  of  the 
Government  of  which  your  Excellency  is  the  representative.  I  have 
the  honour  to  say  that  it  will  be  advisable  for  your  Excellency  to  urge 
upon  the  Government  of  which  your  Excellency  is  the  representative 
the  necessity  of  inquiry  into  the  matter  as  speedily  as  possible.  I 
have  further  the  honour  to  add  that  it  will  be  gratifying  to  Her 
Britannic  Majesty's  Government  if  the  Government  of  which  your 
Excellency  is  a  representative  will  give  the  matter  to  which  I  refer 
the  earliest  attention. 

From  the  Representative,  <bc.,  to  the Minister,  <fec. 

January  1,  18-1. 

I  have  the  honour  to  call  the  attention  of  your  Excellency  to  the 
long  and  unsatisfactory  correspondence  that  has  passed  during  the 
last  )  ear  between  your  Excellency  as  representing  the  Government 
of  which  you  are  the  representative  and  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
Foreign  Affairs  upon  the  matter  of  the  despatch  I  had  the  honour  to 
forward  to  your  Excellency  dated  January  1,  18-0.  I  am  directed  to 
have  the  honour  of  requesting  your  Excellency  to  urge  upon  the 
Government  of  which  your  Excellency  is  a  representative  the  neces- 
sity of  a  speedy  settlement  of  the  matter  in  dispute, 

from  the  Representative,  <tc.,  to  the Minister,  <tc. 

January  1,  18-2. 

I  nave  again  the  honour  to  call  the  attention  of  your  Excellency 
to,  &o.,  &c. 

(Rather  longer  than  the  foregoing  one.     Then    follow  two  more 
from  the  same  to  the  same  "  in  18-3  and  18-4.     This  is  the 
first  way.) 


SECOND  (AND  SHORTER)  WAY. 

From  British  Admiral  to Minister. 

January  1,  18-5,  12  NOON. 

If  you  don't  pay  up  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  will  bombard 
your  capital,  seize  your  country,  and  imprison  the  Government  of 
which  you  are  the  representative. 

From Minister,  <t-c  ,  to  British  Admiral. 

January  1,  18-5,  12.10  P.M. 
Don't  fire.     Have  sent  money  demanded  by  P.0.0. 


The  Predominant  Partner. 

'Tis  to  the  "  New  National  Party,"  'tis  clear, 

That  CHAMBERLAIN  swears  his  affiance. 
The  Triple  Alliance '{    Why,  no,  'twould  appear 
The  third,  and  predominant  partner,  is  Beer, 
So  let 's  call  it  "  The  Tipple  Alliance." 


Oun  BOOKING-OFFICE. — To  all,  and  especially  to  all  travellers, 
on  account  of  its  portable  size,  the  Baron  begs  to  recommend  a 
charming  novelette  written  by  GUY  BOOTHABY,  entitled  A  Lost 
Endeacour,  published  by  DENT  of  Aldine  House.  When  Mr.  GCY 
BOOTHABY  brings  out  another  story  equal  to  this,  the  Baron  will  be 
delighted  to  draw  public  attention  to  it  by  saying,  "  Here's  another 
GriY — ROOTTTAKY  I" 


AN   AWFUL   MONSTER   RECENTLY    LET   OUT  IN  A   CHURCH  I — A 
second-hand  sermon  with  eight  heads 


MOTTO  FOB  IKE  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE. — "  Quantum  snuff." 
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HOP    PROSPECTS. 

SAID  PULBX  THK  SKIPPER  TO  Miss  CICADA,  "Do  YOU  EXPECT  A  GOOD  HOPPING 
SKA.SON  THIS  THAR?" 


ODE  TO  A  (LONDON)  "LARK."    .1 

(Some  Way  after  Quisqwu.) 

OH,  "lark,"  which  all  the  "  Comiqnes"  sing, 
And  every  drunken  rowdy  pup,  too ; 

Sure  you  're  a  vicious,  vulgar  thing 
As  ever  toper  swigged  a  cup  to. 

Hints  of  the  boozy  and  the  blue 
^  Surround  yon ;  sodden  brains  you  eof ten ; 
Yet  rhymsters  make  a  song  of  yon, 
And  rowdies  sing  it — far  too  often. 

The  aim  of  every  loose-lipped  lout 
Appears  to  be  to  "  lark  "  divinely ; 

When  from  his  haunts  he  gets  chucked  out,' 
He  deems  his  "  spree  "  has. ended  finely. 

He  tracks  the  "  lark  "—aye,"  like  a  bird," 
Upon  the  turf,  among  its  "dailies"; 

But,  by  sweet  SHKLLEY,  'tis  absurd, 
Foul  bird  of  prey,  to  pipe  your  praises ! 


A  KIND  OFFER.  —  A  lady  who  is  not  well 
up  in  Parliamentary  matters  writes  to  us 
saying  that  she  has  seen  mentioned  in  the 
papers  "  Mr.  Speaker's  Retirement  Bill," 
and  would  very  much  like  to  know  what  the 
amount  is.  Her  admiration  for  the  late 
SPKAKBB  is  so  great  that,  our  fair  corre- 
spondent goes  on  to  say,  she  would  willingly 
defray  the  whole  amount  herself,  or  if  the 
total  be  too  much  for  her  pocket,  then  would 
she  cheerfully  head  a  subscription  list. 
She  is  perfectly  certain  that  Mr.  I'M  i.  was 
a  very  moderate  man,  and  therefore  the  entire 
sum  cannot  be  very  startling. 


RATHER  "BOLD  ADVERTISEMENT." 

["  Advertisements  for  some  time  past  have  been  inserted  in  Government 
publications." — J)a\ly  Paper.] 

SCENE—  Room  of  a  Secretary  of  State.    Present  Right  Hon. 
Gentleman  attended  by  his  Private  Secretary. 

Right  Hon.  Gentleman.  Well,  TENTERFORE,  anything  for  me  this 
morning? 

Prirate  Secretary.  I  think  not.  You  will  find  that  I  have  worked 
out  the  answers  to  to-day's  questions— the  list  is  not  a  very  heavy 
one.  only  a  couple  of  dozen  queries  or  thereabouts. 

/it.  Hon.  Gent.  That's  riff  lit.  Such  a  lot  of  time  is  wasted  in  that 
sort  of  thing.  And  has  anyone  come  for  me  ? 

Priv.  Sec.  No  one  of  importance.  A  fellow  with  a  new  invention 
or  something  of  that  sort.  Said  you  were  extremely  busy  just  now, 
but  that  if  he  would  write,  his  letter  would  receive  the  attention  of 
the  department. 

Rt.  Hon.  Gent.  Was  he  satisfied  ? 

Priv.  Sec.  (smiling).  Well,  I  fear  not  entirely.  I  think  he  must 
have  had  some  experience  of  Government  offices.  He  said  he  pre- 
ferred to  see  you  personally. 

Rt.  Hon.  Gent,  (amused).  I  daresay  he  would.    Anyone  else  ? 

Prir.  Sec.  Only  a  man  about  advertisement!". 

Rt.  Hon.  Gent,  (aghast).  You  did  not  send  him  away  ? 

Priv.  Sec.  Well,  no.  I  believe  he  is  still  in  the  waiting-room. 
But  surely  you  don't  want  to  see  him  ? 

Rt.  Hon.  Gent.  Of  course  I  do.  A  most  important  person.  Send 
a  messencrer  for  him  at  once.  (Exit  Private  Secretary.)  That 's  the 
worst  of  TENTERFOKE — so  impulsive !  Means  well,  but  so  very  im- 
pulsive !  ( Knock.)  Ah,  here  comes  my  visistor.  (Enter  stranger.) 
My  very  dear  Sir,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  (He  shakes  hands 
warmly  and  provides  him  with  an  arm-chair.)  I  am  sorry  you 
should  have  been  detained— quite  a  mistake. 

Stranger  (surprised).  Yon  are  most  kind.  I  come  about  some 
advertisements. 

Rt.  Hon.  Gent.  I  know,  ray  dear  Sir,  I  know.  Now  what  can 
I  tempt  you  with  ?  You  arrive  at  a  most  fortunate  moment.  We 
are  thinking  of  letting  the  sides  of  our  cruisers  for  po«ters.  The 
Mediterranean  tleet  will  be  a  most  excellent  medium.  We  can  do 
sixteen  double  crowns  at  &  very  reasonable  rate;  of  course  the 
Admiral's  flag-ship  would  be  a  trifle  extra.  Is  your  leading  article 
soap,  pickles,  or  hair-dye  ? 

Stranger.  I  am  afraid  you  do  not  understand  me. 
•Rt.  Hon.  Gent.  Oh  yes,  I  do  ;  but,  if  you  object  to  marine  adver- 
tisements, I  think  we  can  suit  you  on  land.    We  have  several  com- 
manding positions  on  the  colours  of  some  of  the  most  popular  regi- 


ments in  the  service  vacant.  (Showing  plans.)  Yon  see  we  can 
insert  type — we  object  to  blocks — on  the  material  without  interfer- 
ing with  the  badges  or  the  victories.  A  most  admirable  medium, 
1  assure  you. 

Stranger.  You  really  are  in  error.     I  wish  to  say 

lit.  Bon.  Gent,  (interrupting).  Yes,  I  know.  Yon  think  that 
something  would  be  better.  Well,  we  can  put  advertisements  on 
the  backs  of  all  petitions  presented  to  Parliament,  and  let  yon  out 
hoardings  in  front  of  the  more  prominent  of  the  Government  offices. 
How  would  that  suit  yon  ? 

Stranger.  Really,  you  must  allow  me  to  explain.  Advertisements 
of  matters  interesting  to  mariners — such  as  notices  of  wrecks — are 
inserted  solely  in  the  London  Gazette  and 

Itt.  Hon.  Gent.  Ah,  you  are  thinking  of  the  sky  signs.  Well,  of 
course,  we  might  utilise  the  lighthouses,  but  we  have  not  quite  made 
u[>  our  minds  whether  such  a  course  might  not  cause  confusion  in 
misty  weather. 

Stranger.  1  was  going  to  propose  that  the  Government  might  feel 
inclined  to  insert  the  advertisements  to  which  I  have  referred  in  a 
paper  with  which  I  am  connected,  and  which  is  extensively  circulated 
amongst  seafaring  men. 

lit.  Hon.  Gent,  (astoundtd).  You  want  me.  to  give  you  an  adver- 
tisement I  No,  Sir ;  now  that  we  have  taken  up  advertisements  we 
insert  them  and  don't  give  them  out.  (Enter  Private  Secretary.) 
Mr.  TKNTEBFORE,  be  so  good  as  to  explain  to  this  gentleman  that  my 
time  is  valuable. 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  Secretary  of  State  performing  the 
now  rather  miscellaneous  duties  appertaining  to  his  office. 


BRIEF  STAY  IN  LONDON  OF  rag  EMINENT  FRENCH  NOVELIST.— 
He  has  not  quite  mastered  our  idioms,  but  he  has  made  a  pun  in 
Vnoliak  vhan  o<.fir«r  "P.,  suit,  mot,  Daudet ;  jt  part  demain" 

gone  to-morrow." 


English,  when  saying,  "fa  suis,  mot 
i.e.,  "I  am  here  Do-day,  and 


SUGGESTION.— "  The  Attaree  Khat  Tea  Co."  is  a  nice  name. 
Why  not  follow  with  the  "  Attaree  Khat  and  Kitten  Milk  Co."  ? 
Very  attaree- active  to  some  pussons. 

MOTTO  (ADDRESSED  TO  FLUTES.  HAUTBOYS,  &c.)  FOR  CONDUCTOR 
OF  TIIK  STRAUSS  OucdKSTHA. — "  STRAUSS  shows  how  the  wind  is  to 
blow."  

"Is  FANT  PHENOMENON  ! " — At  Drury  Lane,  the  arduous  part  of  Don 
C<e«ir  in  the  opera  of  Mantana  was  last  Friday  played  by  a  CHILD  ! 

WORD  or  COMMAND  FOR  HOSPITAL  SDSDAT.—"  Present  Alms !" 
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SOCIAL   AGONIES. 

Algy.  "CoMit  AND  DINE  WITH  MB  TO-NIGHT,  SNOBBINGTON  ? " 

Snobbington.  "  SORRY  TO  SAY  I  CAN'T,  OLD  CHAPPIE,      AFRAID  I  'vrt  GOT  TO  GO  AND  DINE  WITH  THAT  OLD  FOOL    LORD  BORE- 
HAM,    FOR  MY  SINS  I  " 

Lord  Boreham  (from  behind  his  Newspaper).    "PRAY  CONSIDER  YOURSELF   EXCUSED  THIS  EVENING,  MR. MR.- — A— I  FIND  I 

wfl>    *trw    wrntsr    wrtTT    »v    OTrtTTT'   (  "  JWflicfl  IS  (IliHC   tTHC  ! 


DON'T  EVEN  KNOW  YOU   BY  SIGHT  1 ' 


'ARRY  AND  THE  NEW  WOMAN. 

DEAR  CHARLIE,— 'Ow  are  you,  old  shipmate? 

7've  bin  layin'  low  for  a  time. 
'Ard  years  these  'ere  Nineties,  my  nibs,  yus, 

and  bizness  'as  bin  fur  from  prime. 
All  grind  and  no  gay  galoot,  CHARLIE,  of  late 
.  as  bin  my  little  lot ; 

•>  An'  between  you  and  me  and 
the  post,  I  think  most 
things  is  going  to  pot ! 

It 's  Newness  wot  'B  doing  it, 
CHARLIE!  "Lor!  that's 
a  rum  gospel,"  fez  you. 
Well,  p'raps  in  your  green 
•    tooral-looral  you  don't 
hear  so  much  of  the  New; 
But  in  town  with  New  Art, 
and  New  Women,  New 
Drammer.NewHumour, 
and  such, 

There  seems  nothink  old  left  in  creation,  save 
four-arf ,  and  DANNEL'S  old  Dutch. 

She 's  old,  and  no  hapricots,  CHARLIE.    But 

DANNEL'S  a  decentish  sort, 
And  the  way  as  she  lays  down  the  law  about 

up-to-date  woman  is  sport. 
'Er  nutcrackers  clitter  and  clatter  ;  and  when 

she  is  fair  on  the  shout, 
Concemin'  fresh  feminine  fashions,  you  bet 

it 's  a  reglar  knock-out  1 

I  took  LIL,  DANNEL'S  youngest,  larst  week  to 
the  play,  with  some  tickets  I  'd  got. 

Well,  paperers  mustn't  be  choosers. 
But  oh,  mate,  of  all  the  dashed  rot 


They  ever  chucked  over  the  footlights,  this 
'ere  Probblem  Play  wos  the  wust ! 

It  left  me  with  brain  discumfuddled,  the 
blues,  and  a  thundering  thust. 

It  gave  poor  LIL  'ARRIS  the  'errors.    "  Lor, 

"ABRY,"  she  sez,  coming  out, 
They  've  styged  it,  no  doubt,  tol-lol-poppish, 

but  wot  is  the  'ole  thing  about  ? 
I  feel  just  as  creepy  and  'oiler,  along  o'  these 

'ere  warmed-up  ghosts, 
As  if  I'd  bin  dining  on    spiders.      Eugh! 

Let 's  'ave  a  glarss  at  '  The  Posts.'  " 

It  took  two  'ot  tiddleys  to  warm  'er.    An' 

when  I  was  blowin'  a  cloud 
A-top    o*  the    tram   going    'ome,    she  sez, 

'"ABET."  sez  she,  "  /ain't  proud, 
But  don't  tyke  me  never  no  more  to  no  New 

Woman  nonsense,"  sez  she. 
"It's  narsty;   and  not  one  good  snivel  or 

larf  in  the  whole  jamboree. 

"  I  don't  call  them  people,  I  don't."     "  No ; 

they're  probblems,  LIL,  that's  wot  they 

are.  [he-probblem  sucks  'is  cigar ; 

She-probblem  a  tearin'  Vr  'air,  whilst  the 
Two  gurl-probblems  sniffing  at  Marriage, 

that  played-out  old  farce — at  sixteen ! — 
I  thought  we  was  fair  up-to-date,  LIL.  but, 

bless  yer,  we  're  simply  pea-green ! " 

And  when  we  arrived  at  Lamb's  Conduit 
Street,  old  DANNEL  'ARRIS'S  shop, 
old  Dutch  got  fair  on  the  grind,  and 


His 


when  started  she 's  orkud  to  stop. 
"  New  Woman?"  sez  she.    "  She "g  no  clarss, 
LIL,  and  don't  know  a  mite  where  she  are. 


Yah !  We  used  to  call  'em  Old  Cats ;  and  a 
sootabler  name,  too,  by  far. 

"  There  ain't  nothink  new  in  their  Newness ; 

it 's  only  old  garbige  warmed  up. 
Mere  bubble-and-squeak.    The  stale  taters 

and  greens  on  which  poor  people  sup 
Is  'olesome  compared  with  sictt  offal.     Yah  1 

Weddings  'II  outlast  that  lot ; 
And  while  gals  is  gals  the  old  Eve '11  jest 

make  the  new  evil  seem  rot.". 

The  jaweome  old  guffin  wos  right,  CHARLIE  ; 

leastways,  she  wosn't  fur  out. 
Yer  female  footballers  and  bikers,  as  swagger 

and  go  on  the  shout, 
And  spile  a  good  sport  and  their  hancles,  are 

not  more  complete  off  the  track 
Than  them  as  "  revolt  "—agin  Nature,  and 

cock  their  she-bokos — at  f  ack ! 

All  splutter- sludge,  CHARLIE  !  On  styge  or 
on  cinder-path,  sillypop  things 

As  want  to  play  Man  and  be  Woman  are  try- 
ing to  ny  without  wings, 

Or  fight  without  fistes.  Are  Men,  the  world's 
masters — like  you,  mate,  and  Me — 

To  be  knocked  out  by  probblems  in  petticoats  ? 
Wot  bloomin'  fiddle-de-dee ! 

The  Old  Dutch,  and  young  LIL,  and  myself 
are  all  much  of  a  mind  on  this  job. 

Old  'ARRIS  sez  men  are  not  in  it.  He  don't 
mean  it,  I  '11  bet  a  bob. 

It  ain't  very  likely,  not  now,  that  Yours 
Scrumptiously  ever  will  marry  ; 

But  if  I  should  tyke  a  Old  Woman,  it  won't 
i  be  no  New  Woman !  'AERY. 
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Edith.  "I  DON'T  BKLIEVK  JACK  WILL  EVER  LEARN  TO  DANCE  I" 

Alice  (whose  dress  has  suffered),  "  WORSE  THAN  THAT— HE  WILL  NEVER  LEARN  NOT  TO  ATTEMPT  rr  I  " 


FAIR  CHILDREN  IN  GRAFTON  STREET. 

A  SPLENDID  show,  though  some  of  the  children  are  neither  fair  nor 
beautiful.  Note  No.  114,  "  The  Chinese  Soy,"  by  Sir  JOSHUA.  He  is  a 
boy,  certainly,  but  bis  complexion  has  a  mahogany  tinge  not  usually 
associated  with  loveliness.  CATHERINE  DK  M  EDICTS,  if  we  may  judge 
by  No.  07,  was  a  plain,  decent,  housewifely  body,  with  a  family  of 
four  horrors,  three  male  and  one  female,  all  of  whom,  eventually, 
wore  a  crown.  Can  it  be  possible  that  La  Reine  Margot  ever  looked 
like  that  f  If  so,  the  great  DUMAS  is  convicted  of  gross  deceit.  For 
a  screaming  farce  in  oil,  let  the  visitor  look  at  No.  155,  "  The  Infant 
Johnson,"  by  Sir  JOSHUA.  Some  one  has  evidently  suggested  to  the 
baby  lexicographer  that  he  should  have  a  bath.  Naturally  enough 
he  is  furious  at  the  idea.  "  Sir,"  he  seems  to  say,  "  let  us  take  a 
perambulator  down  Fleet  Street,  or  anywhere  else,  but  let  na  not 
bathe."  Can  there  not  be  found  a  companion  picture  of  the  mighty 
infant  in  a  cheerful  mood,  prattling  out  a  "  What,  nurse,  are  you 
for  a  frolic  ?  Then  I  'm  with  you."  In  a  case  labelled  No.  454  are 
to  be  seen  toys,  dolls,  and  playthings  found  in  Children's  Tombs  in 
Egypt.  Here,  too,  is  the  "Mummy  of  a  Baity."  "I  see  the 
baby,"  observed  an  intelligent  child- visitor ;  "but  where  is  its 
Mummy  ?  My  Mummy  never  ties  baby  up  like  that." 

NOT  DUE  NOETH.— The  North  Britith  Daily  Mail,  referring  to 
the  rumour  that  the  Prince  of  WALES  may  go  to  New  York  in  the 
autumn  to  see  the  contest  for  the  America  Cup,  says :  "  There  will  be 
better  racing  on  the  Clyde  than  there  was  last  year.  Let  the  PRINCE 
come  north  at  midsummer  this  year."  Very  likely  the  race  on  the 
Clyde  will  be  a  good  one.  But  our  Scottish  contemporary  forgets 
that  a  visit  to  the  United  States  on  the  part  of  H.R.H.  would  be  to 
the  advantage  of  two  races — the  American  and  the  British.  It  would 
be  sure  to  cause  good  feeling  on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Why 
should  not  Calulonia  wait? 


BY  OUR  OWN  CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTH. — For  any  ordinary 
English  team  to  attempt  tackling  the  Australian  Eleven  coming 
over  here  next  season,  would  show  not  so  much  the  merit  of  the 
team,  bat  its  team-erity. 


THE  PRIVILEGE  OF  THE  PRESS. 
SCENE— Anywhere.    Present,  BROWN  and  JONES. 

Brown  (perusing  paper).  Capital  speech  of  ARTHUR  J.  BALFOVK 
at  the  Newspaper  Society'*  Dinner  the  other  evening.  His  compli- 
ments to  the  Press  were  in  every  way  deserved. 

Jones  (alto  reading  a  journal).  Quite  so.  I  am  glad  to  see  that 
the  admirable  publication  I  am  now  devouring  objects  to  gambling 
in  all  its  branches. 

Brown.  So  doea  this.  There  is  an  excellent  leader  on  the  fourth 
page  exposing  the  scandals  of  the  Stock  Exchange. 

Jones.  And  here  I  find  on  page  two  a  most  earnest  attack  upon  the 
abuses  of  the  turf. 

Brown.  Such  intelligent  comments  should  do  a  world  of  good. 

Jones.  I  am  sure  of  it.  I  know,  speaking  for  myself,  I  feel  much 
better  after  perusing  a  column  that  might  have  supplied  the  pabulum 
of  a  sermon. 

Brown.  Just  my  case.  It  really  strengthens  one's  moral  percep- 
tions to  come  across  such  noble  sentiments.  Well,  aa  we  have  both 
read  the  leaders,  let  us  exchange  papers. 

Jones.  With  pleasure,  only  I  want  lust  to  glance  at  the  latest  odds. 
This  journal  gives  the  latest  information  on  all  matters  connected 
with  racing  and  the  turf  generally. 

Brown.  Just  so,  that  is  why  1  wanted  to  read  it.  Well,  I  must 
till  up  the  time  by  looking  at  the  money  article.  Commend  me  to 
the  city  editor  of  this  favourite  production  when  you  want  to  have  a 
gentle  nutter  I 

"  KET-NOTES."— In  anticipation  of  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  WALES 
visiting  the  Isle  of  Man  later  in  the  year,  though  at  present 
The  Prince  of  WALKS  declines,  with  thanks, 
The  invitation  sent  from  Manx, 
the  House  of  Keys  has  put  every  quay  on  the  bunch  at  His  Royal 
Highness' s  disposal  for  landing. 


FLOWER  SHOWS  AND 
Chatham  Seconds  Rote." 
scent  per  scent ! 


CITT    BUSINESS.  —  "  Preference    Stocks. 
What  a  sweet  combination  of  colour  and 


232 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MAT  18,  1895. 


EXPECTEDNESS. 

"  INEVITABLE  "  is  the  new  cant 
phrase,  and  certain  phrases  are 
inevitable,  it  would  seem. 

It  is  inevitable,  if  you  should 
happen  to  beg  the  pardon  of  one 
of  the  lower  middle  class,  that  he 
(or  more  generally  she)  will  reply 
with  "  Granted !  *' 

It  is  inevitable,  if  you  converse 
with  a  young  Oxonian  of  immature 
intellect,  that  he  will  murder  the 
QUEEN'S,  or  (as  he  would  call  it) 
Quagger's,  English  by  some  such 
expression  as  "  What  a  beastly 
sensagger !  "  or  invite  you  to 
"stagger  for  the  dagger"  (i.e. 
stay  for  the  day).  But  competent 
authorities  are  inclined  to  think 
that  this  laborious  form  of  under- 
graduate wit,  or  "wagger,"  is 
doomed  to  speedy  "  extigger." 

It  is  inevitable  that  the  would- 
be  smart  business  person,  when 
inditing  a  circular  or  club  notice, 
will  say,  "For ward  same,"  or,  "I 
inclose  same,"  instead  of  "  it" 
whatever  it  may  happen  to  be. 

It  is  inevitable  that,  when '  ARRY 
wishes  to  be  familiarly  polite  at 
parting,  he  will  take  his  leave 
with  "So long." 

It  is  inevitable  that,  when  a 
young  City  man  desires  to  express 
his  disapproval  of  any  individual 
or  thing,  he  will  dismiss  it  as 
"  no  class." 

It  is  inevitable,  if  you  make 
any  surprising  or  absurd  statement 
to  a  Yankee,  that  his  comment 
thereon  will  be,  "  Is  that  so  I " 

It  is  inevitable,  if  you  meet  an 
actor  "resting"  in  the  Strand, 
that  he  will  ask  you  to  "Name 
it,"  and  you  will  proceed  to  do  so 
(possibly  at  your  own  expense)  at 
one  or  more  of  the  excellent 
drinking-bars  in  that  locality. 


A-DRESS  BY  MR.  SPEAKER. 

["  Certain  Members  object  to  at- 
tending the  SPEAKER'S  dinner  or 
levees  in  full  dress."] 

Mr.  Speaker. 

"  On.'ye  must  walk  in  silk  attire, 
And  swords  and  buckles  wear, 

Gin  ye  wad  come  to  dine  wi'  me, 
Or  tend  my  levees  mair." 

The  Members. 

"Oh,  what's  to  us  your  silken 
show,  [smart  ? — 

And     swords    and     buckles 
And  if  you  still  insist  upon 't, 

Then  you  and  we  must  part !  " 

Mr.  Speaker. 

"Then  ye  shall  come  in  what  attire 
It  suits  ye  best  to  wear, 

Gin  ye  '11  consent  to  mind  the 

Whip, 
Nor  plague  the  Party  mair." 


YORKSHIRE    GOSSIP. 


First  Gossip.  "So  YOU  WAS  NIVVER  AXBD  TUT  FUNERAL?" 
Second  Gossip.  "  NIVVKR  AS  MUCH  AS  INSIDK  T'HODSB.     Bur  NOB- 
BUT  WAIT  TILL    WS    HKV'   A   FUNERAL    OF    US   OWN.    AN'    WB  'LL  SHOW 

KM!" 


WORTHY  OBJECT.  —  It  is  en- 
couraging to  hear  of  a  "  Mission 
to  Deep  Sea  Fishermen."  The 
deeper  the  sea-fishermen  are,  the 
more  necessary  is  the  mission. 
These  Deep  Sea-Fishermen  are 
generally  supposed  to  be  able  to 
look  after  their  own  soles ;  but 
now  they  will  receive  aid  in  their 
work.  As  the  Bishop  of  LIVER- 
POOL is  a  prominent  patron  of  this 
good  work,  it  may  be  taken  for 
granted  that  most  of  these  deep 
uns  are  fishermen  in  his  Lord- 
ship's See. 

AN  AcftuiTTAi,.— With  what  a 
sense  of  relief  does  a  ban  vii-ant 
who  has  been  brought  up  by 
Corporal  AILMENT  before  the 
Doctor's  Court  Martial  hear  the 
verdict  of  "  Not  G  mty !" 


LAW  IN  BLANK. 

(A  Natural  Development  of  the  Modern  System  of  Suppression.) 
SCENE— Interior  of  one  of  the  Royal  Courts.     Customary  occupants 
and   surroundings.     Witness    in    the    box    undergoing   cross- 
examination. 

First  Counsel.  And  now  will  you  give  me  the  name  of  the  person 
you  met  on  that  occasion  ? 

Second  Counsel.  I  do  not  wish  to  interfere  without  reason ;  but 
surely  it  is  unnecessary  to  introduce  third  parties  into  this  inquiry. 

rVitnefs.  Perhaps  I  might  follow  the  plan  I  adopted  in  my  ex- 
ammation-m-chief  and  write  the  name  on  a  piece  of  paper  ? 

The  Judge.  That  seems  a  reasonable  course  to  pursue. 

First  Counsel.  As  your  Lordship  pleases.  Then  be  so  good  as  to 
give  me  the  name  as  suggested.  (Witness  complies.')  Thank  you 
(After  reading  the  paper.)  Do  you  spell  the  name  with  a  final  "  e"? 

becind  Counsel.  Really,  my  learned  friend  is  carrying  matters  too 
the  anonymity  of  third  parties  is  to  be  preserved,  such  a 
leading  question  would  reveal  the  identity  at  once. 

The  Judge.  1  suppose  you  mean  that  the  query  about  the  final  "e" 
would  indicate  that  the  veiled  name  was  "  BROWNE." 

Second  Counsel.  Quite  so,  my  lord  •  that  is  a  conclusion  that  would 
be  accepted  by  persons  of  the  most  ordinary  intelligence. 
_   First  Counsel.  But  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  name  to  which  I  refer 
s  certainly  neither  BROWN  nor  BROWNE.    I  will  submit  the  paper  to 

nir  lordship. 

The  Judge  (after  perusing  the  slip  which  has  been  handed  to  him 
oyan  usher).  Dear  me  I  I  am  greatly  surprised  I 

Foreman  of  the  Jury.  May  we,  my  lord,  learn  the  name? 

Counsel   So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  shall  be  only  too  pleased 
to  allow  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury  to  have  the  fullest  information  on 


but  if  my  learned  friend  objects  I  have  no  wish  to  push  the  point 
further.  (Turning  to  Witness.)  And  now,  where  did  you  meet  this 
person  whose  name  we  have  arranged  to  leave  undiscovered  ? 

Witness.  Perhaps  you  will  allow  me  to  write  the  locality  on  a 
piece  of  paper  and  pass  it  round  ? 

The  Judge.  I  think  we  may  do  that. 

First  Counsel.  As  your  Lordship  pleases.  (Course  suggested 
pursued.)  And  now,  have  yon  ever  seen  any  one  else  on  the  subject  f 

Witness.  Cdrtainly.  (Produces  a  scroll.)  Here  is  a  list.  I  have 
purposely  written  their  names  in  shorthand,  so  that  they  may  only 
be  recognised  by  those  who  have  a  knowledge  of  PITMAN'S  method. 

The  Judge.  Certainly. 

First  Counsel.  And  that,  my  Lord,  is  my  case.  \_Sits  down. 

The  Judge.  And  now,  Gentlemen,  before  we  proceed  farther,  I 
would  like  to  make  a  suggestion.  When  we  commenced  this  trial  we 
arranged  that  the  names  of  the  Plaintiff  and  Defendant  should  not 
be  made  public.  Since  then  it  seems  to  me  that  we  should  learn 
them.  What  do  you  say,  Gentlemen  ? 

Foreman  of  the  Jury.  We  share  your  Lordship's  curiosity. 

The  Judge  (addressing  Counsel).  You  hear. 

First  Counsel  (after  consultation  with  his  opponent).  My  Lord, 
I  need  scarcely  say  that  both  my  friend  and  myself  are  most 
anxious  to  meet  the  wishes  of  your  Lordship.  But  as  this  is  a 
point  of  great  importance  to  our  clients,  we  should  like  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  consulting  them.  No  doubt  the  names  asked  for 
might  only  have  a  limited  circulation — be  known  only  to  your 
Lordship  and  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury.  Still  there  are  objections 
to  even  so  partial  a  publication  as  I  have  shadowed  forth  which  make 
it  most  desirable  that  we  should  have  an  opportunity  of  giving  the 
matter  our  fullest  consideration.  Perhaps  we  might  adjourn  until 
to-morrow  morning  ? 

The  Judge.  Oh,  certainly,  certainly. 
[Court  consequently  adjourns  to  meet  the  necessities  of  the  situation. 

MOTTO  FOR  THE  VINEYARD  PROPRIETORS  IN  A  CERTAIN  CHAM- 
PAGNE DISTRICT. — "  Make  Ay  while  the  sun  shines." 
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;  NEURALGIA. 

WHAT  do  I 'care. if  sunny  SpringI 
Come  now  at  last  with  balmy 
• '.»  weather  ? 

Whatldo  I  care  for  anything:  ? 
I. hate  existence  altogether. 

It  makes  me  almost  mad,  in  truth, 

This.awful. aching  in  my  tooth.  ^ 

What  do  I  care  for  wealth  or  fame, 
Or  woman's  charms  the  most 

entrancing '' 
Despised  or  loved,  it  's  all  the 

same. 
You  would  not  catch  me  even 

glancing 

At  any  face  you  ever  saw  ; 
1  'm  only  thinking  of  my  jaw. 

What  do  I  care  if  Trunks  are  low , 
Argentines    flat,    Home    Rails 

neglected  'i 
Though   mines    may    come   and 

mines  may  go, 
I'm  indescribably  dejected. 
They  may  be,  I  am,  "  dull  "  and 

"  weak." 
Confound  my  throbbing,  swollen 

cheek  1 

What  do  I  care  which  party 's  in, 
To  take  more  pennies  from  my 

income, 

Or,  if  from  tax  on  beer  or  gin, 
Or  milk  and  water  extra  "  tin  " 

come? 
My   thoughts    are    "  in  another 

place  "  ; 
This  aching  spreads  throughout 

my  face. 

What  do  I  care  for  any  play, 
For  dance  or  dinner,  song  or 
supper  ?  [gay. 

With  pangs  like  these  I  can  t  be 
They  spread  from  lower  jaw  to 
upper. 


A    LEFT-HANDED    COMPLIMENT. 

"BACK  AGAIN,  DOCTOR?    I'VE  BKKN  so  MUCH  BKTTKR  SINCB 

YOU  WKNT  AWAY  !  " 


Across  MI y. face,  as  I  have  ;«aid. 
And    now    attack     my  >  hapless 
head. 

What  do  I  even  care  if  She 
May  frown  upon  her  wretched 

lover, 

And  like  another 'more  than  me? 
Snch  pangs  I  might  in  time 

recover. 

I  do  not  care,  I  do  not  know ; 
I  'm  aching  now  from  top  to  toe. 


MR.  Urn YARD  Hi  i' 1. 1  NO  has 
written  another  Barraak  -  room 
Ballad  (see  Pall  Mall  Gazettt  of 
Thursday  last).  It  is  called  "The 
Men  that  fought  at  Minden"  and 
is  perhaps  the  most  coarse  and 
unattractive  specimen  of  verse 
that  this  great  young  man  has 
put  forth  yet — a  jumble  of  word* 
without  a  trace  of  swing  or 
music.  All  this  Tommy  Atkins 
business,  with  its  "  Bookies " 
and  its  "Johnny  Raws,"  and 
its  affectation  of  intimate  know- 
ledge of  the  common  soldier's 
inmost  feelings,  is  about  played 
out,  and  the  interest  in  it  is 
not  likely  to  be  revived  by  such 
jargon  as  "  The  Men  that  fought 
at  Minden."  Besides,  didn't 
Lord  GEORGE  SACK VII.LK  fight  (?) 
at  Minden  ? 


.— The  (Zoo-) 
logical  excuse  given  for  the  boa- 
oonstriotor  when  he  swallowed  his 
companion,  was  that  "he  only 
wanted  a  snack  for  luncheon."  It 
had  been  hinted  that  he  found  "  the 
other  one"  such  a  "  boa"  at  meal 
times  that  he  was  determined  to 
pnt  him  down.  Bat  this  is  not 
the  fact. 


A  LITTLE  CHANGE. 

HANG  it  all  1  They  have  blocked  the  street  and  are  laying  it  with 
asphalte ;  just  in  May,  as  usual.  From  early  morning  the  quiet  of 
my  rooms  is  disturbed  by  the  noise  of  the  work,  when  I  go  out  I 
scramble  over  heaps  of  rubbish,  past  smoking  cauldrons  of  pitch,  and 
when  I  come  home  at  night  my  cab  drops  me  nearly  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  away.  Moreover,  one  neighbouring  house  is  being  painted,  and 
the  other  is  being  rebuilt.  I  fly  from  falling  dust  and  brickbats,  only 
to  run  against  ladders  and  paint-pots.  It  is  awful.  And  now  my 
Aunt  JANE  is  coming  up  from  Bath,  and  has  invited  herself  to  tea  at 
my  chambers.  Her  rheumatism  prevents  her  from  walking  more 
than  a  yard  or  two,  she  cannot  bear  any  noise,  and  the  smell  of  paint 
makes  her  ill.  She  is  very  rich,  and  could  leave  all  she  has  to  the 
poor.  Accurately  speaking,  that  class  includes  me,  but  in  my  aunt's 
opinion  it  does  not.  She  is  very  suspicious,  and,  if  I  made  excuses 
and  invited  her  to  tea  anywhere  else,  she  would  feel  convinced  that  I 
was  hiding  some  guilty  secret  in  my  dull,  quiet,  respectable  rooms. 
She  is  very  prim,  and  the  mere  suggestion  of  such  a  thing  would 
alienate  her  from  me  for  ever.  Why  on  earth  can't  she  stop  in 
Bath  ?  And  I  shall  have  to  go  with  her  to  May  meetings !  It  is  im- 
jxjssible ;  I  must  fly.  But  where  ?  She  has  a  horror  and  suspicion  of 
all  foreign  nations,  except  perhaps  the  steady,  industrious  Swiss. 
Good  idea — Switzerland.  But  what  reason  can  I  give  for  rushing  off 
just  now  ?  Someone  must  send  me.  I  have  it.  She  knows  I  try  to 
write  a  little,  so  I  will  say  my  editor  requires  me  to  go  at  once  to 
Geneva  to  write  a  series  or  articles  in  the  Jardin  Alpin  d'Acclimata- 
tion  on  Alpine  botany.  Botany,  how  respectable !  Geneva,  how 
sedate  I  Makes  one  think  at  once  of  CALVIN  and  Geneva  bands. 
These  sound  rather  frivolous,  something  like  German  bands,  but  they 
are  not  really  so,  only,  I  believe,  a  sort  of  clerical  cravat.  Then  I 
will  start  off  to  Paris,  the  direct  way  to  Geneva. 

Perhaps  I  shall  never  reach  Geneva.  Paris  will  do  well  enough. 
No  streets  there  taken  up  in  the  Spring.  No  painting  on  the  clean 
stone  houses.  No  rebuilding  on  the  Boulevards.  No  aunt  of  mine 
anywhere  near.  I  shall  escape  all  my  troubles.  I  shall  be  able  to 
smoke  my  cigarette  lazily  in  the  pleasant  courtyard  of  the  Grand 


Hotel,  and  try  to  imagine  that  I  see  some  of  the  people  in  Trilby— 
Little  Billet,  or  Taffy,  or  the  Laird— amongst  the  animated,  cosmo- 
politan crowd.  And  the  stately  giant  in  the  gilt  chain  will  solemnly 
arrange  the  newspapers  in  all  languages,  and  will  supply  me  with 
note-paper.  I  must  be  careful  not  to  write  to  my  aunt  a  long  de- 
scription of  the  Jardin  Alpin  d'Aoclimatation  de  Geneve  on  paper 
stamped  "  Grand  Hotel,  Paris."  And  the  attentive  JOSEPH,  with 
those  long  grey  whiskers,  sacred  to  the  elderly  French  waiter  and 
the  elderly  French  lawyer,  will  exclaim,  "  J"ta,  M'neu  !  "  in  all 
those  varied  tones  which  make  the  two  syllables  mean  "  Yessir  ! ' 
"  Coming,  Sir ! "  "  Here  is  your  coffee,  Sir ! "  "  In  a  minute,  Sir ! ' 
and  so  many  things  besides.  And  I  shall  be  able  to  watch, 
assembled  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  some  younger  and  prettier 
faces  than  my  Aunt  JANE'S.  That  settles  it.  A  regretful  letter  to 
my  aunt.  And  to-morrow  en  route .' 


CHANGE  OK  SPELLING  ?— Our  dramatic  friend  known  to  the  public 
through  Mr.  Punch  as  ENRY  HAUTHOR  JONES  appears  to  have 
recently  altered  the  spelling  of  his  name.  He  has  left  the  JONES 
and  the  HENRY  alone,  but  in  the  Timei  of  Friday  he  appears  as 
"HENRY  Annum  JONES,"  "U"  out  of  it;  and  what  was  "B" 
doing  there '( 

PRESENTATION  TO  THB  REV.  GUINNESS  ROGERS.— Last  week  this 
worthy  minister  was  presented  by  his  Congregationalists  with  an 
address  and  a  cheque  for  a  thousand  guineas,  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  ex- 
minister,  being  among  the  subscriber"  In  future  the  beneflciaire 
will  be  remembered  as  the  '  Rev.  rei  d  T  loinaad  GUINNESS  ROGERS." 


Music  NOTE  (after  hearing  Mr.  J.  M.  Coward' t  performance  on 
the  Orchestral  Harmonium}.— It  would  be  high  praise  to  say  of  any 
organist  that  "  he  attacks  his  instrument  in  a  Cowardly  manner." 


"  VERY  APPROPRIATE."— Last  Wednesday  the  Right  Hon.  A.  W. 
PSXL  became  a  "  Skinner." 


\ 
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A  COMING  CHARGE. 

Prematurely  Communicated  by  our 
Prophetic  Reporter . ) 

GENTLEMEN  of  the  Jury,  for  the 
^ast  couple  of  years  or  so  yon  have 
no  doubt  read  any  number  of  de- 
nunciutioiiN  of  the  conduct  of  the 
man  whose  actions  you  are  now 
ibout  to  investigate.  You  have 
loard  him  abused  right  and  left. 
You  have  seen  pictures  of  him,  in 
which  he  has  been  held  up  to 
scorn  and  public  ridicule.  You 
lave  heard  it  announced  in  all 
quarters  that  he  is  a  scoundrel 
ind  a  thief.  And  as  this  baa 
seen  the  case,  Gentlemen  of  the 
Jury,  it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you 
:hat  you  must  put  aside  the  re- 
collection of  these  attacks.  You 
must  treat  the  prisoner  before 
rou  as  if  he  were  immaculate. 
In  fact  you  must  lay  aside  all 
prejudice,  and  give  the  man  a 
:air  trial ;  and,  Gentlemen,  it  is 
ny  duty  (sanctioned  by  precedent) 
:o  have  the  pleasure  of  informing 
you  that  I  am  sure  you  will ! 
Yes?  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury, 
Having  regard  to  all  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case,  I  repeat,  I 
am  sure  you  will ! 


AT  the  National  Liberal  Club,  on 
Wednesday,  Lord  ROSEBERY  told 
thecompany  they  were  not  dancing 
m  a  volcano.  That  may  be  true, 
hut  it  is  equally  true  that  the 
Government,  in  proposing  to  re- 
mit the  sixpenny  duty  on  whiskv, 
are  riding  for  a  fall  in  (or,  shall 
we  say,  a  drop  of)  the  "  crater." 


A   WELLINGTON    (STREET)    MEMORIAL. 

GENERAL  OPINION  (MB.  PUNCH)  PRESENTS  THE  MEDAL  OF  THE 
HIGHEST  OHDKR  OP  HISTRIONIC  MERIT  TO  HENRY  IRVINO  IN 
RECOGNITION  OF  DISTINGUISHED  SERVICE  AS  CORPORAL  GREGORY 
BRBWSTIR  IN  THE  ACTION  OF  CONAN  DOYLE'S  "STORY  OF  WATERLOO." 


ON  THE  NEW  STATUE. 

["Her  Majesty's  Government  are 
about  to  entrust  to  one  of  our  first 
sculptors  a  great  historical  statue, 
which  has  too  long  been  wanting  to 
the  series  of  those  who  have  governed 
England."  —  Lord  Sotebery  at  the 
Royal  Academy  Banquet.] 

OUR  "  Uncrowned  King,"  at  ..last 

to  stand 

'Midst    the   legitimate  Lords 
Anointed?  [band. 

How  will  they  shrink,  that  sacred 
Dismayed,     disgusted,    disap- 
pointed! 

The  parvenu  Protector  thrust 
Amidst    the    true    Porphyro- 

genitiP 

How  will  it  stir  right  royal  dust ! 

The  mutton-eating    king's  a- 

menity  [slur. 

Were  hardly  proof  against  this 

WILLIAM  the  thief,  Rcrcs  the 

bully,  [cur, — 

The  traitor  JOHN,  and  JAMES  the 

Their  royal  purple  how  'twill 

sully 

To  rub  against  the  brewer's  buff ! 
HAERT,  old  Mother   Church's 

glory 

Meet  this  Conventicler  ?— Enough ! 
The  Butcher  dimmed  not  Eng- 
land's story  [nown. 
But    rather   brightened  her  re- 
I  n  camp  and  court  it  must  be  said, 
And  if  he  did  not  win  a  crown, 
At  least  he  never  lost  his  head  ! 


AMONG  Mr.  LEGALLiENNE'snew 
poems  there  is  one  entitled  Tree 
Worship.  It  is  not  dedicated 
to  the  lessee  of  the  Haymarket 
Theatre  by  "  an  Admirer." 


A  MAY  MEETING. 

THEY  met  in  a  cake-shop  hard  by  the  Strand, 

He  in  black  broadcloth,  and  she  in  silk. 
She  bad  a  glass  of  "  fizz  "  in  her  hand, 

He  had  a  bun  and  a  cup  of  milk. 
She  had  a  sunshade  of  burnished  crimson, 

He  had  a  brolly  imperfectly  furled, 
And  a  pair  of  pince-nez  with  tortoiseshell 
rims  on. 

He  looked  the  Church,  and  she  seemed  the 
World. 

They  sat  on  each  side  of  a  marble  table, 

His  legs  were  curled  round  the  legs  of  his 

chair. 
Around  them  babbled  a  miniature  Babel ; 

The  sunlight  gleamed  on  her  coppery  hair. 
She  held  a  crumpled  Academy  Guide, 

Scored  with  crosses  in  bold  blacklead ; 
A  pile  of  leaflets  lay  at  his  side, 

And  he  grasped  a  Report,  which  he  gravely 
read. 

His  shaven  lip  was  pendulous,  long, 

Her  mouth  was  a  cherry-hued  moue  mutine, 
Hi"  complacent,  uncomely,  strong. 

Hers  soft  appetence  sharpened  with  spleen. 
Htr  ejes  scale-glitter,  his  oyster-dim, 

His  huge  mouth  hardened,  her  small  lips 

curled 
As  he  gazed  at  her  and  she  glaneed  at  him  ; 

He  looked  the  Church,  and  she  seemed  the 
World. 

"  A  holy  spouter  from  Exeter  Hall ! " 
(So  she  mused  as  she  sipped  her  wine.) 

",'A  butterfly  in  the  Belial  thrall 
Of  Vanity  Fair,  all  tinkle  and  shine ! " 

So  thought  he  as  he  crumbled  bis  ban 
With  clumsy  fingers  in  loose  black  cloth ; 


And  the  impish  spirit  of  genial  fun 
Hovered  about  them  and  mocked  them  both. 

Mutual  ignorance,  mutual  scorn, 

Revealed  in  glances  aflame  though  fleeting ; 
Such,  in  the  glow  of  this  glad  May  morn, 

The  inhuman  spirit  of  mortal  meeting. 
The  worm  must  disparage  the  butterfly, 

The  butterfly  must  despise  the  worm  ; 
And  Scorn,  the  purblind,  will  ne'er  descry 

A  common  bond,  or  a  middle  term. 

Modish  folly,  factitious  Art  F 

True,  grave  homilist,  sadly  true ! 
But  Boanerges  truculent,  tart, 

What  of  the  part  that  is  played  by  you  P 
You  denouncing  the  "  Snare  of  Beauty," 

She  affecting  to  feel  its  spell, — 
Which  falls  shortest  of  human  duty  ? 

Shallow  censor,  can  you  quite  tell  If 

Meanwhile  the  lilac  is  blithely  budding, 

And  sweetly  breatheth  the  nutty  May, 
The  golden  sunshine  the  earth  is  flooding, 

And  you— you  echo  the  old,  old  bray 
Of  Boanerges.    A  broader  greeting 

Of  brotherhood  full,  warm  hearts,  wide  eyes 
Might  lend  a  meaning  to  your  "May  Meeting" 

To  gladden  the  gentle  and  win  the  wise. 


"WHAT'S  IN  A  NAME?  A  ROSSA,  &c."— 
Before  being  ejected  from  the  House  of  Com- 
mons on  Wednesday  last,  O'DONOVAN  ROSSA 
shouted  out  that  "  A  stain  had  been  put  upon 
his  name."  Where  is  the  ingenious  crafts- 
man who  did  it?  He  might  try  his  hand 
next  time  at  gilding  refined  gold. 

QUERY.— Can  a  champagne  wine  from  the 
vintage  of  "  Ay "  be  invariably  and  fairly 
described  as"  Ay  1"? 


MODES   AND   METALS. 
["Neckties  made  of  aluminium  have  just  been 
invented  in  Germany." — Evening  Paper.} 

VISITED  my  tailor's  puddling  works  to-day. 
He  has  some  really  neat  new  pig-iron  fabrics 
for  the  season.  I  am  thinking  of  trying  his 
Bessemer  steel  indestructible  evening-dress 
suits. 

Really  this  new  plan  of  mineral  clothing 
comes  in  very  usefully  when  one  is  attacked 
by  roughs  on  a  dark  night.  Floored  an 
assailant  most  satisfactorily  with  a  touch  of 
my  lead  handkerchief. 

The  only  objection  I  can  find  to  my 
aluminium  summer  suiting  is  its  tendency  to 
get  red  hot  if  I  stand  in  the  sun  for  five 
minutes. 

I  think  I  can  now  safely  defy  my  laundress 
to  injure  my  patent  safety  ironclad  steel 
shirts. 

I  find,  however,  that  there  is  no  need  of  a 
laundress  at  all.  When  one's  linen  is  soiled, 
sand-paper  and  a  mop  will  clean  it  in  no  time. 

My  frock-coat  has  got  a  nasty  kink  in  it ; 
must  send  it  to  be  repaired  at  the  smelting 
furnace. 


ONCE  CUT  DON'T  COME  AGAIN  I— It  was 
said  by  The  Figaro  last  week  that  Japan 
would  demand  an  extra  payment  of  one 
hundred  millions  of  taels  by  China."  But 
surely  a  hundred  million  Chinamen  would 
evince  a  pig-headed  obstinacy  in  parting 
with,  or  being  parted  from,  their  "  tails"  on 
any  consideration. 

"A  LIGHTSHIP  SUNK."  —  Impossible! 
couldn't  have  been  a  lightship,  it  must  have 
been  a  very  heavy  ship. 
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Daughter  (enthusiastically).  "On,  MAMMA.  I    I  MUST  LEARN  BICYCLING  I    So  DBMOHTFTJL  TO  oo  AT  SUCH  A  PACE  I  " 
Mamma  (severely).  "No  THANK  YOU,  MY  DEAR;  YOU  ABE  qrirt  'FAST'  ESOUOH  ALREADY  I " 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT." 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Hoitte  of  Commons,  Monday,  May  6. — Welsh  Disestablishment 
Billon.'-  So  is  The  Man  from  Shropshire.  STANLEY  LKIOHTON,  as 
GEORGE  THKVKLVAN  pointed  out  long  ago,  is  irresistibly  like  the 

rained  Chancery 
Suitor  of  Bleak 
House.  Always 
dashing  into  de- 
bate as  The  Man 
from  Shropshire 
broke  in  on  the 
ij»  business  of  the 

'      /$     -aiBO  Co01*   of   Chan- 

^^  eery.  "Mr. Chair- 

man!" he  shouts, 
and  waves  his 
arms,  as  The  Mm 
from  Shropshire 
cried  aloud,  "  My 
lord!  My  lord!" 
and  tried  to  seize 
the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor by  wig  or 
neck.  After  first 
ebullition,  our 
Man  from  Shrop- 
shire quietens 
down.  Argues 
with  gravity  of 
tone  and  manner 
that  seem  to  im- 
ply he  baa  some- 
thing to  say. 
Turns  out  he 
hasn't;  but,  on 
the  Welsh  Dis- 
establishment 
Bill,  that  no 
"  Speaker !  HaU  ofl1,  Strangers !  "  matter. 


The  Joys  of  Office. 


Curious  how  this  Church  Bill  brings  to  the  front  men  who,  if  heard 
at  all,  certainly  do  not  speak  in  chorus  on  any  other  question.  After 
The  Man  from  Shropshire  comes  TOMLINSON,  who,  early  in  proceed- 
ings, displays  irresistible  tendency  to  discuss  points  of  order  with 
SPEAKKR.  New  SPEAKER  has,  however,  already  got  |hand  in,  and, 
before  TOMLTNSON,  who  re- 
members beine  on  his  feet 
addressing  Chair,  quite 
knows  where  he  is,  he  finds 
himself  sitting  down  again. 
CRANBOBNK  also  on  war- 
path, his  very  hair  bristling 
with  indignation  at  this 
fresh  attack  on  the  Church. 
Glib  GRIFFITH  -  BOSCAWKN 
has  a  field-night ;  makes 
long  speech  on  moving  In- 
struction standing  in  his 
own  name.  His  obvious, 
unaffected  enjoyment  of  his 
own  oratory  should  be  in- 
fectious ;  but  isn't. 

Colonel  LOCKWOOD,  that 
pillar  of  the  Church,  was 
the  first  called  on  in  Com- 
mittee to  move  amendment. 
Colonel  not  in  his  place. 
Report  has  it  the  devout 
man  is  in  library  rending 
THOMAS  X  KKMPIS.  or  DRE- 
LINCOUBT  on  Death.  Here 
is  opportunity  for  GLIB- 
GRIFFITH  to  make  another 
speech.  Dashes  in  ;  start- 
ing off  with  promise  of  good 
half-hour ;  desire  for  LOCK- 
WOOD'S  appearance  irresist- 
ible. AsADDisoN  says,  with 
heredilarydispositiontodrop 
into  poetry,  and  the  belief 


thatheisquoting  TESNYSON, 


The  Cares  of  Office. 
Mr.  Cawmel-Bannerman  crones  the  Lobby. 
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Better  fifty  words  from  LOCKWOOD 
Than  a  thousand  from  BOSCAWEN. 

Scouts  sent  out  in  all  directions.  The  Colonel  discovered  in  sort  of 
oratory  he  has  contrived  in  far  recess  of  library.  Brought  back  to 
House;  found  BOSCAWEN  bowling  along.  "This  is  my  show,"  said 
the  Colonel  as  he  passed  BOSCAWEN  on  his  way  to  his  seit.  More 
fierceness  in  his  eye  than  befit  the  man  or  the  occasion.  BOSCAWEN 
stared  over  his  head,  and  went  on  with  his  speech.  Opportunity  too 
precious  to  be  lost.  If  LOCKWOOD  meant  to  move  his  amendment  he 
should  have  been  there  when  called  upon.  He  wasn't :  BOSCAWEN 
found  it,  so  to  speak,  by  roadside.  Now  it  was  his ;  would  make 
the  mo>-t  of  it ;  pegged  along  whilst  the  Colonel  muttered  remarks 
as  he  glared  upon  him.  Seme  who  sat  by  said  it  was  a  prayer. 
Others,  catching  a  word  here  and  there,  said  it  was  a  quotation  from 
THOMAS  A  KEMPTS.  Whatever  it  might  have  been,  Colonel  seemed 
much  moved.  Hardly  pacified  when,  at  end  of  twenty  minutes, 
GLIB-GRIFFITH  sat  down,  and  LOCKWOOD,  finding  himself  in  peculiar 
position  of  seconding  his  own  amendment,  delivered  the  speech  he 
had  prepared  for  moving  it. 

Business  done. — Got  into  Committee  on  Welsh  Disestablishment 
Bill. 

Tuesday. — Pretty  to  see  PRINCE  ARTHUR  drop  down  on  GEORGE 
RUSSELL  just  now  for  speaking 
disrespectfully  of  SILOMIO.  That 
eminent  patriot,  having  in  his 
newly-assumed  character  of  Patron 
Saint  of  Japan,  cross-examined 
EDWARD  GREY  upon  latest  Treaty 
negotiations,  accused  ASQUITH  of 
nothing  less  than  stealing  a  county. 
"  Filching "  was  precise  word, 
which  has  its  equivalent  in  Slang 
Dictionary  in  sneaking.  Idea  of 
HOME  SECRETARY  hovering  over 
the  Marches  in  dead  of  night,  and, 
when  he  thought  no  one  was  look- 
ing, picking  up  Monmouthshire, 
and  putting  it  in  his  coat-tail 
picket,  amused  scanty  audience. 
But  SILOMIO  really  wrath.  "  Al- 
ways Anti-English  this  Govern- 
ment," he  exclaimed,  with  scornful 
sweep  of  red  right  hand  along  line 
of  smiling  faces  on  Treasury  Bench. 
"  A  stirrine  burst  of  British  pa- 
triotism," GEORGE  RUSSELL  cha- 
racterised it.  JOHN  BULL  in 
excelsis.  The  more  notable  since, 
on  reference  to  official  record,  he 
found  the  Knight  from  Sheffield 
was  born  in  the  United  States, 
and  descended  from  the  Pilgrim 
Fathers. 

"Which  one?"  inquired  voice 
from  back  bench,  an  inquiry  very 
properly  disregarded.  (A  new 
phrase  this,  SAHK  notes,  for  use  by 

retired  tradesmen,  setting  up  to  spend  rest  of  useful  lives  in  retire- 
ment at  Clapham  or  Caraberwell.  To  trace  their  family  tree  back  to 
transplantation  at  period  of  Conquest,  played  out.  Instead  of 
"  Came  over  with  the  Conqueror,"  newer,  more  picturesque,  equally 
historical  to  say,  "  Came  over  with  the  Pilgrim  Fathers.") 

PRINCE  ARTHUB  not  in  mood  for  speculation  of  this  kind.  Cut  to 
the  heart  by  remarks  he  suspected  of  slighting  intent  towards  hi« 
friend  and  colleague.  In  SILOMIO  PRINCB  ARTHUR  has  long  learned 


to  recognise  all  the  graces  and  all  the  talents.  Apart,  from  personal 
consideration,  he  feeh  how  much  the  Party  owe  1o  him  for  having 
raised  within  its  ranks  the  standard  of  culture  and  conduct.  To  have 
him  attacked,  even  in  fun,  by  an  Under  Secretary,  was  more  than 
he  could  stand.  So,  in  gravest  tone,  with  no  flicker  of  a  smile  on  his 
expressive  countenance,  he  declared  that  a  more  unfortunate  speech 
he  had  never  heard.  "If  the  hon.  gentleman  intends,"  he  added, 
'to  take  a  considerable  part  in  debate,  I  would  earnestly  recom- 
mend him  either  to  change  the  character  of  his  humour,  or  entirely 
to  repress  the  exhibition. 

Beautiful !  In  its  way.  all  things  considered,  best  thing  PRINCE 
ARTHUR  has  done  this  Session.  House  grinned ;  but  two  big  hot 
tears  coursed  down  cheek  of  SILOMIO,  making  deep  furrows  in  the 
war  paint. 

"  That 's  tit  for  tat  with  GEOKGIE  RUSSELL,"  said  HERBERT 
GARDNKR  to  SOLICITOR-GENERAL,  with  vague  recollection  of  a 
historic  phrase. 

" Quite  perfect,"  said  LOCKWOOD.  "But  what  a  loss  the  stage 
has  sustained  by  PRINCE  ARTHUR  taking  to  politics!'  Tried  both 
myseliand  knnw  something  about  it."  Business  done—  An  eight 
hours  day  with  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill. 


Thursday. — TANNER'S  curiosity  inconveniently  uncontrollable. 
At  end  of  sitting  given  up  to  Scotland  no  one  thinking  about 
COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF  or  TANNER  either.  Successive  divisions  had 
carried  sitting  far  beyond  midnight,  that  blessed  hour  at  which,  in 
ordinary  circumstances,  debate  stands  adjourned.  Quarter  of  an  hour 
occupied  in  dividing-  on  question  whether  they  should  divide  on  amend- 
ment. Prorx>sal  affirmed  ;  another  quarter  of  an  hour  spent  in  fresh 
division.  Nothing  possible  further  to  be  done,  Members  streamed 
forth,  scrambling  for  cabs  in  Palace  Yard.  CONYKEARK  in  charge  of 
a  Bill  dealing  with  false  alarms  of  fire,  managed  to  get  it  through 
Committee  unopposed.  Members  little  recked  how  near  they  were  to 
real  alarm  of  worse  than  fire. 

Twenty  minutes  earli'r,  when  last  division  taken,  over  330 
Members  filled  House.  Now  the  tide  ebbed ;  only  the  thirty  odd 
Members  in  their  places  jealously  watching  SPEAKER  running  through 
Orders  of  the  Day.  TANNKK  bobbing  up  and  down  on  bench  like 
parched  pea.  Heard  it  somewhere  whispered  that  Duke  of  CAM- 
BRIDGE, worn  out  with  long  campaign,  aoout  to  unhelm,  unbuckle 
his  sword,  hang  up  his  dinted  armour.  TANNER  feels  he  can't  go  to 
bed  leaving  unsettled  the  problem  of  truth  or  phantasy.  Not  a 
moment  to  be  lost.  SPEAKER  risen  to  put  question  That  this  House 
do  now  adjourn."  Then  TANNER  blurts  out  the  inquiry.  "  Is  it 

true?"  "Order!  order!"  says 
the  SPEAKER.  Well,  if  they  didn't 
like  the  question  in  the  form  he 
had  first  put  it,  he  would  try 
again. 

"  I  would  ask,"  he  said,  adopting 
conditional  mood  as  least  likely  to 
hurt  anyone's  feelings,  "  whether 
a  member  of  the  Royal  Family 
who  has  really  "  (most  desirous  of 
not  putting  it  too  strongly,  but 
really  you  know)  "  been  drawing 
public  money  too  long  is  going  to 
retire?" 

"Order !  order ! "  roared  the  few 
Members  present. 

"  I  would  ask  that  question," 
repeated  TANNER,  still  in  the  con- 
ditional mood,  hot  nodding  confi- 
dentially all  round. 

The  Blameless  BARTLEY  happily 
at  post  of  duty.  Broke  in  with 
protest.  SPEAKER  ruled  question 
out  of  order.  But  tb e  good  TANNER 
came  back  like  a  bad  sixpence. 

"Is  his  Royal  Highness  going 
to  retire  ?"  he  insisted,  getting-  red- 
der than  ever  in  the  face.  "Order! 
order! "  shouted  Members  in  chorus. 
Thus  encouraged,  TANNER  sang  out 
the  solo  again,  "  Is  his  Royal  High- 
ness going  to  retire  ?  " 

That   was    his   question.      The 
SPEAKER,       distinctly      differing, 
affirmed  "  The  question  is  that  the 
did  straightway,  leaving  Dr. 


1'iling  Peeler  upon  llossa ! 

House  do  now  adjourn ; "  which  it 

TANNEK  to  go  to  a  sleepless  bed  haunted  by  an  unanswered  question. 

"  What  I  should  like,"  said  Lieut.-General  Sir  FREDERICK  WEL- 
LINGTON FIT/WYGRAM,  who  served  in  the  Crimea  with  H.R.H.,  has 
been  in  command  of  the  Cavalry  Brigade  at  Aldershot,  and  in  other 
pofitions  come  in  personal  contact  with  the  COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF, 

What  I  should  like,"  he  repeated  reflectively,  stroking  bis  chin, 
"  would  be  the  opportunity,  enjoyed  from  a  safe  distance,  of  hearing 
the  Dook  personally  reply  to  TANNER'S  interrogation." 

Business  done. — Wrangle  all  night  round  Scotch  Committee. 

Friday. — SUOIRK  sat  through  dull  morning  sitting  listening  with 
air  of  pathetic  resignation  to  Members  talking  round  Budget.  QUIL- 
TFR  led  off  with  prodigiously  long  paper  on  the  Art  of  Brewing  Beer. 
Seems  they  fill  up  the  cup  with  all  kinds  of  mysterious  ingredients. 
BROOKFIELD,  looking  round  and  observing  both  JOSEPH  and  JESSE 
absent,  whispered  in  ear  of  sympathetic  Chairman  that  Birmingham 
has  reputation  in  the  Trade  of  making  and  drinking  beer  containing 
minimum  of  malt,  maximum  of  sugar,  and  warranted  to  do  the 
greatest  damage  to  the  system.  SQUIRE,  momentarily  waking  up 
from  mournful  mood,  observed  that  Birmingham  is  also  head- 
quarters of  Liberal  Unionism.  Might  be  nothing  in  coincidence,  but 
there  it  was.  RASCH  posed  as  the  distressed  agriculturist.  JOKIM 
tried  to  walk  on  both  sides  of  road  at  same  time,  and  Government 
got  majority  of  21.  Business  done. — Budget  Resolutions  agreed  to. 


TO   YVETTE  GUILBERT  AT  THE  EMPIRE. 

YVETXE!  your  praise  resounds  on  every  hand, 
And  those  laugh  loudest  who  least  understand. 


MAY  25,  1895.] 
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STUDIES    IN    ANIMAL    LIFE. 

UNCLE  TOBY  AND  THE  WIDOW  WADMAN,  AS  THEY  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN. 
["  Uncle  Toby  and  Widow  Wadman."    C.  R.  I.KM.IK,  R.A.     Exhibited  at  the  Royal  Academy  in  1831.] 


A  MARK  AGAINST 
UP.NMAKK.— At  the 
beginning  of  last 
week  it  wu  mid- 
summer weather, 
and  nut  to  have  cart 
off  winter  clothing 
and  donned  light 
attire  would  have 
been  deemed  "  Mid- 
summer madness." 
But  by  Thursday 
"on  a  change  tout 
cela,"  except  the 
clothes,  and  we  were 
in  midwinter !  The 
Daily  Telegraph't 
weather  -  clerk  ob- 
served, that  all ' '  this 
resulted  from  a  deep 
depression  in  Den- 
mark." It  certainly 
caused  deep  depres- 
sion here :  and  there 
must  be  ''something 
rotten  in  the  State 
of  Denmark  "  which 
ought  to  be  looked  to 
immediately.  Ere 
these  lines  appear  we 
hope— sincerely  hope 
— that  we  shall  have 
retraced  our  steps 
towards  summer. 


QUERY  Sve- 
OESTED.— Wereadin 
the  Financial  Time* 
that  "  A  corner  in 
camphor  is,  it  is 
stated,  being  ar- 
ranged." Is  to  be  in 
"a  corner  in  cam- 
phor" as  good  as 
being  "  laid  up  in 
lavender"? 


A  CENTURY  OP  CENTURIES. 

[By  scoring;  288  in  the  match  Gloucester  v. 
Somerset  at  Bristol,  on  May  17,  Mr.  W.  G.  GRACE, 
now  nearing  his  47th  birthday,  made  his  hundredth 
innings  of  100  runs  or  over  in  first-class  matches.] 

"  O  fKABJous  day  !     Callooh!    Callay!" 
Sans:  Punch  on  the  seventeenth  instant  May, 

With  a  true  Jabberwockian  chortle, 
As  he  saw  the  swipe,  on  the  Bristol  ground, 
Which  worked  GRACE'S  hundred  of  centuries 
round; 

A  record  ne'er  equalled  by  mortal. 

"  My  beamish  boy  " — of  nigh  forty-seven— 
There  isn't  a  cheerier  fight  under  heaven 

Than  W.  G.  at  the  wicket.  [snack," 

When   your   "vorpal"    bat  "goes  snicker- 
Punch  loves  to  lie,  with  a  tree  at  his  back, 

And  watch  what  he  calls  Cricket. 

And  now,  as  a  topper  of  thirty  years, 
After  many  hopes,  and  a  few  faint  fears. 

(Which  Punch  never  shared  for  a  jiffy.) 
You  've  done  the  trick !     Did  your  pulse 

beat  quick 
As  you  crept  notch  by  notch  within  reach 

of  the  nick  ? 
Did  even  your  heart  feel  squiffy  ? 

Punch  frankly  owns  his  went  pit-a-pat 
While  he  followed  the  ball  and  watched  your 

bat 

As  the  nineties  slowly  tottled; 
And  the  boys  of  the    Bristol  Brigade  held 

breath, 

ID  an  anxious  silence  as  still  as  death. 
But  oh!  like  good  fizz  unbottled, 


We  all  "  let  go  "  with  a  loud  "  hooray  " 
As  the  leather  was  safely  "  put  away  " 

For  that  hundredth  hundred.    Verily, 
Now  you're  the  "  many  centuried  "  GRACE  ! 
And  for  many  a  year  may  you  keep  top  place, 

Piling  three-figure  innings  right  merrily ! 


GAMS  FBOH  i  UK  HIGHLANDS.— A  "  Scotch 
Golfer  of  Twenty  Years'  Standing"  (poor  man! 
he  certainly  ought  to  be  invited  to  take  the 
chair  at  any  Golf  meeting!)  writes  to  the  Liver- 
pool Daily  Pott  complaining  that  novices  in 
England  will  persist  in  sounding  the  letter 
"  1 "  in  the  title  of  the  sport,  "  although  on 
every  green  from  John  o  Groats  to  Airlie  it 
remains  silent  in  the  month  of  plaver  and 
caddie  alike."  As  the  Golfer  "  puts  "  it,  the 
name  should  be  "goff,"  or  even  "gowf." 
As  long  as  there  is  plenty  of  acreage  for  the 
game,  an  "  ell "  is  not  worth  mentioning. 

MUSICAL  NOTE  of  "  Herr  WILLY  BUR- 
MESTER"  —  or  "  Our  "  WILLY.  "  Bless 
you !  "  as  the  old  salt  said  ;  "  he  fiddles  like 
a  angel  I  "  Of  course,  like  all  violinists,  the 
hair  of  his  head  is  peculiar,  but  his  airs  on 
his  violin  are  marvellous  in  execution. 


UNIVERSITY  PRIVILEGE  NOT  GENERALLY 
KNOWN.— When  a  resident  Oxonion  is  suffer- 
ing from  a  bronchial  attack  he  is  entitled  to 
the  professional  attendance  (gratis)  of  "  The 
Curators  of  the  Chest." 


EXTRA  -  ORDINARY  SELF  -  ANNIHILATING 
CANNIBALS. — Children,  when  they  over-eat 
themselves. 


THE  WAIL  OF  THE  WALWORTH  WOTER. 

["  Many  of  our  men  hare  certainly  been  got  at." 
—Waluxirth  Liberal  Agent.} 

"  GOT  at,"  my  boy  ?    Well,  that 's  a  f ack ; 

Yet  not  by  LANSBUHY,  KKADE,  or  BAILEY. 
But  by  the  burdens  on  our  back. 

As  seem  a-gettin'  heavier  daily. 
Trade 's  bloomin'  bad,  and  rente  is  high  ; 

Yet  more  and  more  the  Ouv'ment  axes. 
Progress,  old  man,  is  all  my  heye, — 

As  means  raised  rents,  and  rates,  and  taxes. 
School  Boards,  Free  Liberies,  an'  such. 

With  County  Council  schemes,  look  proper ; 
When  they  too  'ard  poor  pockets  touch 

On  them  the  poor  mutt  put  a  stopper. 
Fust  we  'ave  got  to  live,  I  *ay ; 

To  pay  our  way.  and  grub  our  young  'uns. 
Will  Rads  make  that  more  easier,  hay, 

Than  wot  yon  call  "  Bible  and  Bnng'nns"  'f 
By  Jingo,  if  you  want  our  wotes, 

You  '11  git  'em,  not  by  playing  peeper, 
Or  wetoiog  beer  from  our  poor  throats ; 

But — making  life  easier  and  cheaper ! 
Got  at  t    Wy,  jus,  by  want  o'  grub, 

And  rents  an'  taxes  too  extensive  ; 
And  so  we'll  weto — not  the  Pub, 

But  "  Progress "  wot  comet  too  expensive! 

PARTIES  IN  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.— 
Besides  the  usual  number  of  parties,  there 
will  always  be,  during  the  fine  summer 
weather,  Tea-parties. 

CONTRADICTION. — Tremendous  "Crushing 
Reports"  oome  in  from  the  mines,  and,  in  spite 
of  this,  mining  shares  are  hetUr  than  ever. 
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New  Assistant  (after  hair -cutting,  to  Jones,  who  hoi  been  away  for  a  couple  of  week*}.  "  YOUR  "AlR  is  VERT  THIN  BK'IND,  SIR.     TRT 
SINOBINOI"  Jo  run  (after  a  pause).  "YES,  I  THINK  I  WILL." 

JV.  A.  (after  singeing).  "SHAMPOO,  SIR?    GOOD  FOR  THE  "AiR,  SIR."  Jones.  "THANK  TOU.    YES." 

If.  A.  "YOUR  MOUSTACHES  CURLED?"        Jones.  "PLEASE."        If,  A.  "MAT  I  GIVE  TOU  A  FRICTION?"      Janet.  "THANK  TOTT." 

N.  A.  "WILL  YOU  TRY  SOME  OF  OUR " 

Manager  'who  has  just  sighted  his  man,  in  Stage  whisper).   "  You  IDIOT  I    Us  'a  A  SUBSCRIBER  1 1 " 


WAITING  FOE  NASRULLA. 

["  The  original  arrangements  for  NASRULLA  KHAN'S  reception  in  London 
have  undergone  considerable  alteration." — Daily  faper.] 

"  OF  course  we  ought  to  act  on  precedent."  said  Wise  Man  Number 
One.  "  We  can't  be  far  out  if  we  do  that." 

1 1  am  not  so  sure,"  replied  Number  Two  of  the  Series.  "  When 
the  SHAH  came  over  we  gave  him  a  prize-fight  at  Buckingham  Palace, 
and  the  entertainment  subsequently  caused  much  hostile  criticism  in 
Clapham." 

iflt  is 1  to  be  regretted,"  sighed  the  Third,  "that  the  Polytechnic 
Institution  no  longer  exists.  It  would  have  amused  his  Highness  to 
have  descended  in  the  diving  bell." 

"  No  doubt,"  put  in  the  initial  speaker ;  "  but  something  of  the 
same  effect  might  be  obtained  by  conducting  NASRULLA  either  to  the 
Museum  of  Mines  in  Jermyn  Street  or  the  Diploma  Gallery  at  Bur- 
lington House." 

"  Quite  so.  Aid  what  do  you  say  to  the  Natural  History  Museum, 
and  a  special  visit  in  semi-state  to  the  top  of  the  Monument?  " 

This  suggestion  was  well  received.    Then  a  trip  to  Kew,  and  a  ride 
on  the  Elephant  at  the  Xoo  were  considered  not  unfavourably. 
Shall  he  go  to  any  of  the  theatres  P  "  was  the  next  question. 
1  It  may  be  a  little  dangerous  te  his  morals  if  he  understands 
English,"  seemed  to  be  the  popular  answer. 

Then  a  visit  to  a  music-hall  under  the  immediate  supervision  of 
the  London  County  Council  was  proposed. 

Then  a  Wise  Man  (less  sage  than  the  majority  of  his  fellows)  pro- 
posed a  littie  "  slumming." 

"  fle  might  vuit  the  Kast  End,  and  pass  a  night  in  a  Casual  Ward." 

Fortunately  for  the  honour  of  the  British  Empire  the  proposal 
was  negatived  without  the  formality  of  a  division. 

"  Could  he  be  exhibited  at  a  side  show,  either  at  Sydenham,  Earl's 
Court,  or  West  Kensington  ?  " 

Again  there  was  a  shout  of  "  No."  The  visit  of  the  Representa- 
tive of  the  Ameer  was  not  to  be  made  a  source  of  income  to  the 
Imperial,  or,  if  it  came  to  that,  any  other  Exchequer. 


"  Besides,"  said  the  initial  speaker,  "  the  British  Public  does  not 
care  for  paying  for  its  raree-show.  When  we  do  get  hold  of  a 
native,  we  like  to  find  him  on  view  free,  gratis  and  for  nothing." 

Then  it  was  agreed  that  NASHULI.A  should  appear  at  the  (Jueen's 
Birthday  Parade,  and  other  "features"  were  discussed  with 
animation. 

"But  what  the  KHAN  will  ultimately  do,  Sir,"  murmured  an 
experienced  official  at  the  conclusion  of  the  confab,  "only  Time  can 
show — with  the  assistance  of  the  Government." 


A  NEW  TERROR.— Politics  on  the  stage.  In  KNKT  HAUTHOR 
JONES'S  Bauble  Shop  at  the  Criterion  we  were  taken  into  the  House 
of  Commons  and  got  somehow  mixed  up  with  Party  Politics ;  but  in 
The  Home  Secretary,  Mr.  CARTON,  it  appears,  has  attempted  to  drag 
his  audience,  with  Mr.  CHARLES  WTNDHAM,  into  the  inner  circle  of 
Parliamentary  life.  What  next  ?  A  debate  on  the  Budget  in  Four 
Acts  ?  Or  shall  we  have,  in  five  Parliamentary  Acts,  with  a  Pro- 
logue and  Epilogue,  the  Comedy  with  a  short  Jonesian  title  called 
Home  Rule  for  Ireland:  or,  how  the  O'Reillyi,  the  Maauiret,  and 
the  Kelly*  went  into  the  Opposition  Lobby,  and  note  one  Government 
came  in  and  the  other  went  out,  SfC.  <SfC.  f  Save  us  from  politics  on 
the  sta$e !  There  was  just  eneugh  of  the  political  element  in  Dora 
to  give  it  a  peculiar  interest  But  tken  Dora  was  written  by  VIC- 
TORIES SARDOU. 

ROTAL  MILITARY  TOURNAMENT.— The  initials  being  "  R.  M.  T." 
will  not  be  descriptive  of  the  state  of  the  seats  in  the  Agricultural 
Hall  during  the  performance.  The  announcement  will  be  "  Are 
Quite  FuU?  not  "  R.  M.  T." 

QUOTATION  FOR  LONDONER  LAST  WEEK,  ON  SEEING  THE  DUKE  OF 
YORK  LN  PALL  MALL. — "  I  know  that  man,  he  comes  from  Sheffield." 

THE  NEW  COINS. — It  was  announced  that  the  reverse  was  to  have 
been  altered.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  quite  the  reverse. 
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CLASSIC    QUOTATIONS    ILLUSTRATED. 

(For  the  Use  of  Schools.) 
EXAMPLE  II. — "PALMAM  QCTI  MERUIT  FERAT." 

THE  POET  AND  HIS  INTERVIEWERS. 

I  DO  not  dwell  in  a  back-attic  with  the  windows  pasted  up  with 
brown  paper,  neither  do  I  wallow  up  to  my  eyes  in  a  utter  of  manu- 
script with  flue  on  the  carpet  and  dust  on  all  the  furniture.  If  ye,  or 
the  Public,  have  any  such  impression,  ye  are  very  much  mistaken. 
I  may  be  a  literary  person  and  a  prose- poet ;  but  I  live  quite  respect- 
ably, and  have  everything  handsome  about  me.  Come  and  see  I 

Ye  will  find  the  doorsteps  freshlv  scoured,  and  the  door-handle 
brightly  polished — which  ye  will  make  a  note  of  after  ye  have  rung 
the  bell. 

A  trim  parlourmaid — whom  ye  will  allude  to  as  "  a  neat-handed 
PHYLLIS" — will  open  the  door,  and  request  ye  to  wipe  your  dirty 
boots  upon  the  doormat  in  the  passage — which  ye  are  expected  to 
mention  as  the  "  spacious  entrance  hall." 

I  shall  stand  on  the  threshold  of  my  dining-room,  and  receive  ye 
with  as  much  surprise  as  if  the  visit  were  not  by  previous  appoint- 
ment; shall  accompany  ye  through  all  my  rooms,  and  tell  ye  in- 
teresting facts  about  the  china  and  the  chimney  ornaments.  I  shall 
not  object  to  your  bringing  a  camera  and  taking  views  of  my  "  cosy 
corner  "  and  my  hat  and  umbrella-stand. 

They  are  exactly  like  those  of  everybody  else,  so  they  are  sure  to  be 
pleasing  to  an  art-loving  Public. 

Ye  will  find  in  the  drawing-room  the  perfume  of  many  flowers — 
provided  I  do  not  forget  to  send  out  for  some  penny  bunches  of 
violets  beforehand— and  ye  can  take  a  photograph  of  the  cottage 
piano  and  mv  pet  canary  (which  usually  has  its  habitation  in  the 
kitchen,  as  I  loathe  all  birds — but  this  is  not  for  publication). 

I  will  show  ye  the  stand  of  wax-flowers  fashioned  by  my  maternal 
grandmother— which  will  give  ye  an  opportunity  of  commenting  upon 
the  heredity  of  genius  in  my  talented  family- and  ye  may  peer  into 
the  silver  epergne  that  was  presented  to  my  Uncle  at  the  Cattle  Show 
for  a  prize  pig.  Ye  will  probably  think  it  necessary  to  make  a  CODV 
of  the  inscription. 

In  the  study— to  which  I  shall  humorously  allude  as  my  "  den  " 

there  is  little  of  general  interest  except  my  old  carpet  slippers, 
laynap  ye  will  point  to  a  few  pipes  that  lie  on  the  mantelpiece  •  but 


they  are  merely /'properties,"  for  the  public  expects  all  striking 
literary  personalities  to  write  with  pipes  in  their  mouths. 

Come  to  me !    I  fear  ye  not.     It  is  ye  who  confer  celebrity, 
know  ye  so  well.    I  shall  follow  ye  out  into  the  garden,  and  ye  shall 
carry  stylographs  in  your  waistcoat  pockets,  and  I  will  relate  to  ye 
my  early  literary  experiences,   give  ye  my  theories  on  the  Social 
Question,  and  let  ye  kodak  my  child  in  its  perambulator. 

I  know  ye ;  ye  will  convey  a  totally  false  impression  of  my  views, 
which  I  shall  have  to  write  to  all  the  leading  journals  to  correct.  Ye 
will  force  me  into  the  publicity  and  self-advertisement  from  which 
my  sensitive  soul  shrinks.  Ye  will  describe  the  insides  of  my  rooms, 
for  the  benefit  of  the  buzzing  swarm  which  has  hitherto  shown  no 
overwhelming  curiosity  concerning  the  insides  of  my  works. 

Still,  I  do  not  mind  your  coming,  provided  that  ye  give  me  an 
opportunity  of  revising  a  proof  of  the  interview.  Ye  are  necessary 
nuisances. 


BETWEEN  THE  LINES. 

["The  insertion  of  advertisements  at  enhanced  prices  in  the  very  body  of  a 
magazine  is  the  noblest  achievement  of  journalistic  enterprise.  This  intrin- 
sically beautiful  idea,  however,  admits  of  i>  insiderable  development  in  the 
near  future,  unless,  as  is  improbable,  the  reading  public  declines  to  take  its 
romantic  literature  in  piebald  strata."— The  Type  Worm.] 

A  TWENTIETH  CENTURY  IDYLL. 

LAZILY,  dreamily,  we  floated  down  the  pellucid  stream,  ASPASIA 
at  the  single  thwart,  I,  her  loved  one, 
at  the  tiller.  The  last  gleaner  had 
left  the  fields.  Over  the  grave  of 
the  dead  sun  I  saw  the  eye  of  Hes- 
perus,  early  and  thoughtful.  The 
words  of  the  Poet  Laureate  came 
back  to  me ;  it  seemed  that  "  in 
yonder  Orient  star  a  hundred  spirits 
whispered 

[KEEP  YOUR  HAIR  ON! 
Try  our  own  Fertiliser.  The 
Next-of- Kin-hit- One  to  the  Ho- 
henpfejferkorn  dynasty  writes :  — 
"  /  have  tried  your  lotion  fur  a 
vacancy  in  the  crown,  and  should  in 
all  human  probability  have  suc- 
ceeded, but  for  the  birth  of  an  infant 
in  the  direct  line.  Make  what  use  of  this  you  like.  It  has  been 
none  to  me."'] 

"Peace!"  Now  the  light  shallop  trembled  to  the  stroke  of 
ASPASIA'S  sculls,  and  the  brawny  muscles  lifted  beneath  her  flannel 
suiting.  Myself  so  frail,  I  adore  the  pride  and  prowess  of  woman- 
hood, that  moves  through  the  world  conquering  and  to  conquer. 
This  life  of  the  open  air,  so  free,  so  expansive,  that  despises  the 
thought  of 

[COHESIVE  CORSETS.— Supply  the  want,  or  disguise  the 
existence,  of  adipose  deposit.  Send  immediately  a  plaster  cast  of 
your  bust.  Insure  against  fracture  in  the  Parcel  Post.] 

control  or  seclusion,  how  different  from  that  of  men,  studiously 
repressed  in  a  hothouse  atmosphere  of  fashion  and  traditional  pro- 
prieties. We  only  guess  of  their  world  from  hearsay  or  from  books. 
And  most  of  these  are  by  women  for  women,  and  Papa  says  they  are 
not  tit  for  innocent  men  to  read.  And  so  we  have  to  be  content  to 
study  dress  and  the  lures  that  fascinate  the  other  sex.  But  they — 
they  go  forth  to  fight  our  battles,  make  our  laws,  have  their  part  in 
the  stir  and  excitement  of 

{.THE  BENEFICENT  COVER  SYSTEM.-You  pay  your 
money  and  we  pocket  it.  No  further  liabilities  whatever.] 

the  world,  while  we  sit  at  home  and  tattle  over  the  tea-things  and 
marry  when  we  're  asked.  And,  apropos,  how  I  longed  to  tell  ASPASIA 
that  my  heart  is  hers  !  But  I  am  a  man  ;  it  was  for  her  to  speak. 

At  last  she  pulled  herself  together  with  the  self-assurance  of  a 
woman  who  knows  that 
[OUR  MATCHES  STRIKE  ONLY  ON  THE  TROUSERS.] 

the  weaker  sex  is  at  her  mercy.  "  Dear  AKIEL,"  she  began,  and  her 
deep  mulierile  notes  vibrated  through  my  fluttering  chest ;  "  dear 
ARIEL,  this  halcyon  eve,  this  ethereal  air  that  breathes  the  subtle 
incense  of  eucalyptus— all,  all,  invite  me  to  offer  you 
[LITTLE  TEASERS.— For  the  liver.  As  used  in  the  Russo- 
Japanese  negotiations.  The  Arch-Prince  General  von  SCHPLITVISKI 
sends  us  the  following  despatch : — "  Plenipotentiary  ITA  Ulito  had  a 
difference  with  me  on  the  question  of  a  peninsula.  Two  of  your 
LITTLE  TEASERS,  however,  came  home  to  him,  and  he  is  now 
more  amenable.  You  have  my  authority  for  stating  that  your 
system  of  internal  adjustment  has  averted  a  disastrous  and  even 
stupid  war."  [Left  advertising. 
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Vocal  and  Orchestral.     Marguerite  and  Strauss. 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Opening  of  Opera,     Monday,  May  13. — Crowded  house,     dram 
Otello  Co.  unlimited.    The  Orchestra  has  been  sunk  four  feet,  thu 
giving  Stalls  clear  view  of  stage.    DKUKIOLANUH  proposes  a  puzzler 
''Orchestra  lowered,"  he  says,  "yet  all  performers  in  it  hired." 
Royal  Highnesses  present.    DRURIOLANUS.   taking  happy  musica 
publishers   points  of  view,  looks  towards  Royal  Boi  and  murmurs 
'  '  Royalties'  on  music."     ALBANI  surpasses  herself  as  JJeidernona 
quite  wonder  that  Otello-  Tamagno  has  the  heart  to  smother  her  with 
pillow  after  her  song  about  the  willow.    Signor  PESSINA  as  logo 
rather  a  ponderous  villain.    Pecuniary  operatic  prospects  exception- 
ally good:  at  all  events,  possessing  JEAN  DE  KKSZKE,  TAMAHXO,  anc 
BKKTRAN,  DBUBIOLANUS  has  "  three  tenners  "  in  hand  to  start  with. 
Tuesday. — BO'ITO'S  Mefistofele.   "  An  opera  that '  grows  on  you,' ' 
says  LOUNOEB  in  the  Lobby.     "  If  there  were  a  probability  of  many 
such  growing  on  you,  my  dear  LOUKGBB,"  quoth  Sir  DBUBIOLANUS, 
with  satirical  affability,  "  you  would  be  worth  cultivating."    Thi 

advantage  of  along 
opera,  with  disoon 
nected  acts,  is, 
that  you  can  pick 
'em  where  you 
like,"  as  the  coster 
says  of  the  wal- 
nuts, and  come  in 
anywhere  for 
something  good. 
MAGGIE  MACIIT- 
TrBE  is  "getting 
a  big  girl  now." 
Charming  as  Mar- 
gheritasaadLa  belle 
Helene.  Signor 
UK  LUCIA  a  rather 
timorous  and  bash- 
.  ful.FatM<,  with  one 
eye  for  M  M.C.IK 
and  the  other  for 
NELLI  (short  for 
MANCINELLI),  as  if 
praying  the  latter  to  conduct  him  safely  and  keep  him  from  tempta- 
tion to  go  wrong.  Faust  in  situation  of  TOOLE  in  The  Houseboat, 
when  he  used  to  exclaim,  "SAHAH!  I'm  slipping!"  PLAHQON 
equally  good  as  Jupiter  or  Mefistofele  ;  this  time  it  is  Mefisto. 

If'ednesday. — Le  Prophets.  In  spite  of  name,  unprofitable  opera. 
Signor  TAMAGNO  (or  familiarly  TAMAGNO),  as  Jean  of  Leyden,  rather 
over-laden,  but  bearing  burthen  bravely.  TAM  receives  big  encore  in 
Star-spangled  Banner  Hvmn.  The  two  COBSCS  and  CASTELMABY 
ably  represent  Liberator  Firm  of  Jonas,  Zaccaria,  Mathisen  fy  Co., 
always  ready  to  draw  on  their  false  prophet  in  order  to  save  their  own 
credit.  Two  Coasts  and  dessert  to  follow.  Beaming  BEVJGNANI  con- 
ducts invisible  orchestra. 

Thursday. — Sudden  change  from  summer  to  winter.  Compara- 
tively thin  house.  Ladies  as  wrapperees  in  furs.  Everyone  wel- 
coming Pagliacci,  or  the  Mummers,  as  pantomime  suitable  to  season. 
]n  spite  of  this,  warm  welcome  to  Pagliacci  and  to  Madame  FANNY 
MOODY  as  Nedda.  She  is  quite  the  character:  Moody  yet  lively. 
ANCONA  and  DB  LUCIA  good  and  dramatic  as  ever  as  Tonio  and 
('anin.  Debut  of  Miss  MARIE  ENGLE,  who,  whether  German  or 
French,  will  be  a  favourite  with  the  Engle-ish,  starting  uncommonly 
well  as  Little  So- Peep-Baucis.  King  Jore- Platoon  and  Vulcan- 
Castelmary,  the  limping  Olympian,  excellent  as  usual.  Everyone 
suffering  from  wintry  blasts  in  stalls  envies  Vulcan  rubbing  his 
hands  and  warming  himself  at  Sonnard-Philem'm'i  fire.  Such  a 
night  in  May  is  enough  to  knock  any  piece  to  shivers.  The  con- 
ductors of  the  operatic  'bus  were,  for  the  first  journey,  Soothing 
SEFPILLI  ;  and  for  the  second,  Beaming  BEVIGNANI. 

Friday.— Still  wintry.  Italian-German  opera  Lohengrin,  with 
Cosmopolitan  Caste,  going  stronger  than  ever.  House  fuU  and  folly 
satisfied.  Hard  to  please  if  it  had  not  been  so,  with  ALBANI  as  JBlsa,— 
(says  WAGSTAFF,  affecting  a  drawl,  "Nobody  else-a  can  touch  her 
in  this"),— Jupiter- Plan^on  as  a  King,  not  of  gods  but  men,  and 
BEBTKAN,  from  La  Soala,  as  a  First-Knight  Lohengrin.  As  to  in- 
truder Ortruda  and  Terrible  Telramonda,  these  heavy  weights  are 
lifted  by  Mile.  OLIT/KA  and  Signor  ANCONA.  Monarchical  MAHCI- 
N-ELLI  treats  Time  like  a  dusty  carpet,  beating  it  strongly. 

Saturday.  —  Crowded  house  to  welcome  old  friend  Trovitore. 
PESSINA  as  the  wicked  nobleman:  and  TAMAGNO — now  known  as 
"TAM"— in  splendid  voice  for  the  Trovatore  himself.  "TAM" 
doubly  encored  after  "  Di  quella  pira."  JULIA  RAVOOLI  not  quite 
the  Azucena.  Mile.  BAUEBMEISTEB'S  first  appearance  this  season :  as 
heroine's  sympathetic  companion  BACERMEISTEH  combines  the  "  tttile" 
with  the  "ttulce."  MAGGIE  MACINTYBE  vocally  good,  dramatically 
rjuzzling.  House  happy :  DBURIOLANUS  delighted.  Fine  finish  to 
first  week. 


ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

THEBE  is  only  one  Parish  Council  in  England  which  is  presidec 
over  by  a  lady.  Her  name  is  JANE  SBAKEBPKAHK,  and  she  rules  the 
parochial  deliberations  of  Netherseal  in  Leicestershire.  No  doubt  il 
will  be  found  by  her  councillors  that  JANB  hath  a  way  with  her,  anc 
thus  she  will  be  brought  into  line  with 
her  illustrious  namesake. 


[At  Gtmlingay,  in  Cambridgeshire,  Mr. 
DKW  declined  to  undertake  the  duties  of 
cemetery  superintendent  for  a  salary  of  £6, 
and  Mr.  HOWE  was  conseqeuntly  appointed 
te  the  post.] 

MB.  DEW,  when  he  heard  of  the 

offer,  looked  blue ; 
He  considered  a  fiver  was  less  than 

his  due. 
How  do  it?    The  question  gave 

rise  to  no  row, 
For  Miss  Echo  replied,  and  her 

answer  was  HOWE. 


Congratulations  to  Mr.  F.  Mitchell, 
of   Cambridge    Unirertity,  on    his   innings   of   191    runt    against 
Somerset. 

THE  men  of  the  county  had  studied  their  pitch  ill  ; 

They  did  what  they  could,  but  they  couldn't  bowl  MITCHELL. 

His  masterly  cutting  the  bowlers  appals, 

For  the  grass  being  short,  he  makes  hay  of  their  balls. 

A  WRITES  in  The  Manchester  Guardian  declares  that  the  main 
road  between  Bolton  and  Bury  is  in  a  shocking  condition.  What  is 
the  road  between  Bolton  and  Bury  ?  Bolton  suggests  that  he  who 
fights  and  runs  away  lives  to  fight  another  day,  but  Bury  seems  to 
indicate  a  path  of  glory  leading  to  the  grave— which  things  are  a 
paradox.  In  any  case,  I  endorse  the  writer's  suggestion — 

That  Alderman  HULTON  should  harness  his  colt  on, 
And  drive  o'er  the  road  between  Bury  and  H  ilton. 
The  chock-holes  and  paving  are  terrible — very, 
And  he  may  find  his  tomb  e'er  he  comes  back  to  Bury. 

THEBE  was  a  gas  explosion  the  other  day  in  Dublin  at  the  house  of 
a  Mr.  ATOCK.  The  report  states  that  Mr.  ATOCK'S  injuries  were 
dressed  and  he  and  his  family  afterwards  left  for  the  house  of  Mr. 
ATOCK  senior,  at  Phibsbarough.  Phoebus,  what  a  name!  As  the 
capital  city  of  the  regions  of,  shall  we  say,  perverted  veracity, 
nothing  could  be  fitter.  In  any  case,  condolences  to  Mr.  ATOCK.  Is 
the  Blarney  stone  in  Phibsborough  ? 

WHAT  is  "  dockisation "  P  Whatever  it  is,  they  have  been 
debating  upon  it  at  Bristol,  and  the  proceedings  are  described  as 
"decidedly  lively."  The  protagonists  were  Mr.  DE  B.IDDCB  and 
Alderman  PBOCTOR  BAKER. 

Dockisation,  I  think,  is  a  question  of  docks, 
And  at  Bristol  it  lately  gave  rise  to  hard  knocks. 
"  Let  'a  be  rid  of  a  scheme  which  is  bad  for  the  town," 
Said  I>B  RIDDER,  whose  statements  excited  a  frown. 
But  they  smiled  on  beholding  this  argument-maker 
By  a  Proctor  well  caught  and  done  brown  by  a  Baker. 

LEEDS  LEADS! 
Or,  Welcome  News  from  the  North. 

["The  tenor  of  market  reports  concerning  all  the  main  industries  out  of 
which  the  citizens  of  Leeds  m  ike  their  living  .  .  .  suggests  the  advent  of 
a  turn  for  the  better,  commercially,  that  may  almost  claim  to  rank  as  an 
industrial  revolt."—  JTu  Yorkthirt  Pott.] 

HOOBAT  I    Food  for  horje  the  Tyke  Town  surely  yields. 
The  "  Sun  of  York  "  shines  on  the  Cardigan  Fields 

(Which  now  should  be  called  the  Elysian). 
The  Capitalist  and  the  Builder  unite 
To  throw  li?ht  upon  Leeds.    Let 's  sing,  "  Leeds !  kindly  light ! ' 

(Which  we  hope  will  not  shock  the  precisian.) 
Oh  I  Bradford  and  Huddersfield,  Dewsbury,  Batley  !— 
(These  Yorkshire  names  fill  into  rhythm  most  pauy) — 

Your  returns  and  reports  Trade  is  heeding, 
In  hope  that  the  storm,  like  the  North,  we  may  weather. 
With  WALKEB  AND  SONS  (there  is  nothing  like  leather !), 

Those  great  "  Men  of  (Leeds)  Light  and  Leading!  " 


APPROPRIATE.— Fixed  service  for  "  Tied  Houses  "  should  be  the 
wunden  duty  of  Tide-waiters. 
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EMBARRASSING    QUESTION. 


"WHY  HAVE  YOU  GOT  SUCH  A.  BARE  NECK,  MUMMIE?" 
I  'M  GOING  TO  A  DANCE,  DARLING.     ONE  HAS  TO  DRESS  LIKE  THIS  FOR  A  DANCE  I  " 

"DO  THE   LiDIES  DANCE   IN   ONE   ROOM,    AND  THE  GENTLEMEN   IN  ANOTHER,    MUMMIE  ?  ' 


THE  PREMIER'S  CRUISE. 

Portsmouth,  Monday.— Thank  heaven !  Got  rid  of  politics  for  a 
season.  Off  to  Cowes,  as  guest  of  SPENCER,  on  board  Enchantress. 
Admirable  institution,  an  Admiralty  yacht :  reconciles  one  to  Naval 
Estimates,  almost.  But  there !— must  not  think  of  Estimates  now. 
Must  try  and  remember  this  is  a  holiday,  to  get  ozane  and  sleep- 
especially  sleep. 

Cowes.— SPENCER  really  very  nautical.  Talks  of  fast  cruisers  and 
water-tube  boilers  all  the  time.  Great  on  torpedo-destroyers.  Says 
the  Havoc  "  goes  twenty-five  knotsan  hour."  Well  then,  why  can't 
HARCOURT  get  up  the  same  pace  with  our  Bills  ?  Wish  he  'd  turn 
into  a  Parliamentary  Havoc.  Mention  this  to  SPENCER,  who  laughs, 
and  says,  "It's  the  Opposition  who  indulge  in  twenty-five  Nots  an 
hour."  Believe  SPENCER  means  it  as  a  joke.  Turn  in,  and  think  of 
HARCOURT  and  SPENCER'S  joke  and  Twin-Screw  Cabinets  and  Water- 
veto-boiler  Bills.  Wretched  night  I 

Portland,  Tuesday  Mornmg.-Ea.thei  unfair  of  SPENCER.  Now 
he  s  got  me  safely  on  board,  he 's  always  trying  to  persuade  me  that 
Navy  wants  more  money  spent  on  it.  More  money !  Refer  him  to 
HAHCOURT,  the  "inexorable  Jorkins."  Try  to  hide  from  SPENCER. 
No  good.  He  finds  me  behind  a  coil  of  rope  on  half-quarter-deck— 
t*  it  half-quarter-deck  ?  Not  sure,  and  don't  like  to  ask-and  begins 
again.  Seems  he  would  like  a  few  more  millions  for  guns.  Thought 
we  had  heaps  of  guns.  Talks  about  a  ship  he  calls  The  Hecckler. 
Wnataname!  Reminds  me  of  every  political  meeting  I've  ever 
attended.  Why  will  Lords  of  Admiralty  give  such  names  ?  SPENCER 
explains- seems  it's  Hecla,  not  Hecckler.  Oh!  All  right  Fear 
SPENCER  bfgins  to  think  me  rather  a  land-lubber.  Got  me  at  an 
advantage  here.  Wait  till  I  take  him  to  Newmarket  Heath ! 

Off  Plymouth.— Down  in  engine-room.  Tell  head  stoker  that 
Hou  se  of  Lords  is  an  effete  institution.  Stoker  winks.  Can  he  be  a 
Tory?  Tell  him  it's  a  "gilded  prison."  Stoker  seems  surprised, 
and  asks  "  Why  I  don't  chuck  it  up,  then  ?  »  Curious-no  repartee 
«£  -V  /An»  }  Tv80;  g^  »t.*,em.  Generally.  Must  consult 

Indohne •»  traduit  tie  PAnglau  de  "Happy  Thoughts,"  to  see 
what  would  be  a  "repartee  to  a  stoker."  ¥ed.  SPENCER  won't 
hear  of  it  as  bed ;  talks  of  "  turning-in  to  his  bunk."  What  an 
enthusiastic  First  Lord"  SPENCER  does  make !  Thinking  of  First 
Lord  wonder  who '11  be  Last  Lord  ?  Go  on  wondering  till  dawn. 
What  a  noise  swabbing  the  deck  makes!  Wish  I  were  back  at  the 
Humans! 


Scilly  Islands,  Wednesday. — Blue  sea,  lovely  weather.    Delight- 
ful to  have  left  all  worries,  all  politics,  far  behind,  and  to Boat 

seen  approaching  from  land.  Man  says  he  has  a  telegram  for  me ! 
Oh,  hang  telegrams !  Wish  I  were  well  out  at  sea.  What  can  it  be 
about  ?  Japan  ?  Siam  ?  Chitral  ?  No.  Only  to  tell  me  result  of 
Walworth  and  West  Dorset  elections !  Hem !  Seems  I  am  at  sea—- 
politically. Thoughtless  of  ASQUITH  to  have  wired  me  on  the 
subject.  HOMER  handsomely  beaten.  Why  didn't  he  stick  to  his 
Iliad  ?  And  READE — deserves  the  Old  Bailey  for  being  licked  by  the 
new  one!  Question  now  is — where 's  our  majority?  Ask  SFENCEH. 
SPENCER  replies  it's  "as  plain  as  a  marlinspike."  Says  Walworth 
lost  because  not  enough  money  spent  on  Navy.  Assures  me  Navy 
"  much  more  important  than  Army;  in  fact,  it's  the  Predominant 
Partner."  This  is  too  much!  Ask  SPENCEB,  as  a  favour,  to  maroon 
me  on  some  desolate  isle— say  Lundv.  Won't  do  it.  Bribe  a  sailor. 
Landed  at  Lizard.  Off  to  town  !  Next  time  I  want  sea  air,  shall 
run  down  to  Clacton  on  the  "  Belle." 


OXFORD  DEGREES.— Certainly  Messrs.  DIN  LENO  and  ALBERT 
CHEVALIER  should  have  Masterships  of  Arts  conferred  on  them. 
The  "  Voces  Stellarum"  at  the  Oxford  Observatory  (otherwise 
Music  Hall)  are  well  worth  hearing.  Mr.  BURNETT  (J.  P.)  has  just 
issued  a  brochure  on  this  Music-Astronomical  subject,  chietty  remark- 
able for  a  brief  essay  on  "  The  Pantomimic  Art,"  by  PAUL  MAR- 
TINETTI,  whose  right  to  speak  on  such  a  theme,  as  an  authority, 
may  be  arrived  at  by  any  one  who  sees  this  most  artistic  pantomimist 
in  a  short  melodramatic  piece — a  piece  which  thoroughly  tells  its 
own  tale  without  words— now  being  performed  nightly  at  the  Oxford. 
It  is  admirable.  If  action  can  do  so  much,  then  why  not  a  Shaks- 
pearian  play  in  action,  and  "the  student"  could  read  the  words 
to  himself  at  home?  We  recommend  the  idea  to  Mr.  PAUL 
MAHTLNETTI,  and  should  advise  him  to  re-arrange  Don  Quixote,  as 
"a  piece  without  words,"  for  Mr.  HENRY  IRVING,  who  now  looks 
and  acts  the  part  to  perfection ;  the  piece  itself  might  1  hen  be 
worthy  of  the  actor,  that  is, — if  action  were  substituted  for  its  very 
poor  dialogue. 

POLITICS  A  LA  PERKYN  MIDDLEWICK.— The  Radical  wire-pullers 
now  regard  the  middle-class  Walworth  voters  (for  Mr.  BAILKT)  as 
"Shop  'uns,"  and  the  county  division  which  returned  Colonel 
WILLIAMS  as  "  inferior  Dosset " 
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GREAT   CKY  AND   LITTLE   WO(0)L-MER! 


BATHING  WOMAN.  "COME  ALONG,  MASTER  SELBOBNE,  AXDJTAKE  YOUR  DIP  LIKE  A  LITTLE  NOBLEMAN  I ' 
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THE  SCARLET  PARASOL. 

SCENE  I. — Terrace  in  front  of  quaint  old  cmmtry  house.  VlOLA 
TRAVKBH  and  MUKIKL  YANK  on  garden-chain.  VIOLA  is  twenty, 
dark-evrd,  and  animated ;  she  holds  a  scarlet  parasol.  MI'KIKI, 
t'«  eighteen  ;  she  has  very  fair  hair,  parted  with  puritanical 
precision  ;  the  noire  innocence  of  her  manner  it  not  without  a 
suggestion  nf  artistic  premeditation. 

Muriel  (embroidering).  It  is  a  marvel  to  me,  VIOLA,  that  you  can 
ever  have  a  discontented  moment  in  a  house  so  Elizabethan  as  this. 

Viola.   It  it  lovely,   MURIEL;    a  background  for  mystery  and 
romance.    And  I  have  no  romance.    1  have  everything  else  ;  bat  I 

have  not  a  romance. 

n*  Jf       J          Muriel.    You    have 

—      Nty^S     ALIIEHT. 

Viola.  You  know  that 
ALBERT  is  not  a  romance. 

Muriel.  Once 

Viola.  Ah,  when  every- 
one opposed  our  marriage. 
I  married  him  for  love, 
and  because  he  was  poor 
and  "  unsuitable."  How 
could  I  know  that  his 
uncle  would  die  and  leave 
him  monev  and  a  country 
house?  Everything  has 
turned  out  so  well !  It  is 
rather  hard  to  have  made 
"  a  good  match,"  as  they 
say,  without  intending  it. 
Of  course,  I  never  re- 
proach him. 

Muriel.  No;  you  have 
been  very  nice  about  it. 

Viola.  ALBERT  is  per- 
fectly happy,  playing  at 
being  a  country  gentle- 
man. He  was  so  amazed 
to  find  there  were  real 
ducks  and  fowls  in  the 
country — and  buttercups! 
He  tells  me  everything. 
He  boasts  we  tell  each 
other  everything.  Oh !  1 
should  «o  like  to  have 
some  little  thing  to  eon- 


"  Enter  Alan  Roy." 


some  little  thing  to  con- 
ceal from  him — some  secret,  just  for  fun!  Of  course  I  should  tell 
him  all  about  it  afterwards,  you  know, 

Muriel.  I  am  sure  you  would,  dear.  You  have  dropped  your 
handkerchief.  (MURIEL  pick*  up  handkerchief,  book,  and  paper- 
knife,  andgires  them  to  VIOLA.) 

Viola.  Dear  MURIEL,  it  is  so  nice  to  have  you  here.  You  are  so 
calm,  and  soothing,  and  decorative,  and  you  never  take  anyone  away 
from  anyone  else ! 

Muriel.  I  think  I  have  been  rather  unfortunate  lately,  VIOLA. 
No  one  seems  to  like  me  but  middle-aged  married  men— often,  too, 
with  whiskers! 

Viola.  You  mean  poor  Mr.  AVERJDGE  ?  He  ha*  been  married  so 
long  that  he  has  forgotten  all  about  it.  To-night  CIAUDR  MIOI»ON  is 
coming  to  stay  with  us.  He  is  the  most  accomplished  idiot  in 
Linden.  He  sings,  plays,  paint*,  plays  games,  flirts — 1  think  his 
flirting,  though,  has  rather  gone  off.  It,  is  getting  mechanical.  By 
the  way,  have  you  an  ideal,  MURIKL  ?  I  wonder  what  is  your  ideal? 

Muriel  (promptly  and  cheerfully).  A  man  past  his  first  youth, 
who  has  suffered ;  with  iron-grey  hair  and  weary  eyes,  who  knows 
everything  about  life  and  could  guide  me,  and  would  do  exactly 
what  I  told  him. 

Viola.  And  mine  is  a  young  man  of  genius,  j  list  beginning  life, 
with  the  world  before  him,  who  would  look  up  to  ine  as  an  inspiration 
—a  guiding  star! 

Muriel.  You  have  dropped  your  handkerchief  again,  VIOLA.  Who 
is  this  coming  out  ? 

Viola.  It  is  only  Dr.  ROBERTS.  He  has  been  to  see  JASE,  the 
housemaid.  She  has  been  rather  ill. 

Muriel.  I  suppose  she  had  a  housemaid's  knee. 

Viola.  You  are  quite  wrong.    She  had  writer's  cramp,  poor  thing ! 

Muriel.  How  absurd,  VIOLA  I    How  are  you,  Dr.  ROBERTS  ! 
[Dr.  ROBERTS  has  iron-grey  hair  and  dark  eyes.     As  he  />in» 
them  MURIEL  leans  down  to  pat  a  dog  with  all  the  graceful 
self-consciousness  of  youth.    Dr.  ROBERTS  looks  at  VIOLA 
admiringly. 

Viola.  I  hope  poor  JANE  is  better  ? 

Dr.  Roberts.  Oh  yes;  she  is  quite  out  of  the  wood  now,  Mrs. 
TRAVEHS.  In  fact,  I  don't  think  I  need  see  her  any  more.  (MuHlEL/ooA* 
up.)  Perhaps  though,  I  had  better  just  look  in— say— on  Thursday  ? 


Viola.  Do ;  and  stay  and  have  some  tennis. 
[Dr.  KdiiKKis  accepts  with  erident  enthusiasm,  and  takes  bare 

with  obrious  regret. 

^Muriel  (watching  him  drive   away).    Dr.   ROBERTS  admires   you 
dreadfully.    Is  that  a  romance  ? 

Viola.  For  him  perhaps— not  f  jr  me ! 


Viola.  Oh,    how    delightful!    ALAN 


And  it  isn't  a  mystery ! 
[A  telegram  it  brought  in. 
Ror,    the    wonderful   boy 


harpist,  is  coming  down !    He  'a  coming  by  the  early  train  !     He  'fl 
be  here  directly  1 

Muriel.  You  never  told  me  you  hod  asked  him !  I  suppose  you 
furgot  it — or  remembered  it.  Doesn't  he  profess  to  be  even  younger 
than  he  is  ?  I  mean,  when  he  was  four,  didn't  he  say  he  was  three  ? 
I  wonder  if  he'll  come  duwn  in  a  sailor-suit. 

Viola.  He '»  quite  nineteen.  Here  are  those  tiresome  AVEBIDOK.H 
again  !  I  thought  I  got  rid  of  them  for  a  long  drive.  (A hud.)  Ah  ! 
Here  is  dear  Mr.  AVKRLDOB  I 

Mr.  Averidae  (ponderously,  to  MURIEL).  And  how  is  Miss  VANE 
to-day '(  Looking  as  she  always  does,  like  a  rose  in  June. 

Muriel  (coldly).   Yes,  Mr.  AVKRIDOE? 

Viola  (to  Mrs.  AVERIDOB  and  ALBERT,  who  are  coming  up  the  steps 
of  the  terrace).  ALAN  Ror  is  coming  down,  the  ALAN  ROY.  He  will 
be  here  directly. 

Albert.  All  right,  though  I  don't  approve  of  child  artists.  Poor 
little  chap ! 

Viola.  He  is  very  nearly  quite  grown  up,  ALBEBT  !  He  has  golden 
hair  and  any  amount  of  usage  du  monde. 

Muriel.  ALBERT  will  call  it  cheek  - 1  daresay  I 

Ms*.  Averidae.  He  is  most  amusing.  I  met  him  at  Lady  BATS- 
WATER'S.  He  looks  quite  an  angel  plajing  the  harp. 

Albert.  I  hope  he 'll  bring  his  halo  in  a  hat-box.  What  is  that 
text  about  "  Young  lions  do  lack " 

Muriel.  Oh,  ALBERT 

Servant.  Master  ALAN  ROT  ! 

Albert  (aside).  Now,  don't  make  the  px>r  child  shy. 
Enter  ALAN  ROT.    Tall  young  man,  in  light  grey  suit.     He  wears  a 

turned-down  collar,  a  pink  button-h'ile,  and  carries  a  little  stick. 

Alan.  How  are  you,  Mrs.  THAVBBS?  So  sweet  of  you  to  ask 
me!  Isn't  it  a  dear  day !  [Oreetinyi. 

Mr.  Averidae.  And  now  did  the  infant  prodigy  manage  to  get 
here  all  alone  f 

Alan.  I  pushed  myself  in  a  perambulator.  Miss  VANE,  you  look 
like  a  Botticelli  in  a  Paris  dress.  I  didn't  bring  my  harp,  does  it 
matter  F  [Chorus  of  sham  disappointment  and  real  relief. 

Alan  (smiling).  It  was  dreadful  of  me !     But  I  have  been  keeping 

the  poor  thing  up  so  late ;  I  thought  a  rest 

[Lunch    it    announced.      MURIEL    stoops    to    collect    VIOLA'S 
handkerchief,  <$-c. 

Alan  (to  VIOLA).  Oh,  what  a  swart  scarlet  parawl  I 

Curtain.    End  of  Scene  1. 
(To  IK  continual.) 

NEITHER  FREB  HOR  EAST.— The  Larne  Town  Carami-sioners  can- 
not make  up  their  minds  whether  they  shall  acquire  the  McQarel 
Town  Hall  which  apparently  (to  judge  from  a  report  in  the  Northern 
Whig)  appears  to  be  in  the  market.  The  room,  it  seems,  would  be 
used  for  a  free  library.  The  Committee,  after  a  very  lengthy  discus- 
sion, have  adjourned  the  consideration  of  the  question  to  some  distant 
date  for  farther  information.  In  the  meanwhile,  no  douht,  they  will 
appropriately  adopt  for  the  municipal  motto  "  Live  and  I.irne." 


CYNIC  TO  POET. 

I"  The  great  lack  of  the  Age  is  iU  want  of  distinction." 

C'OVBNTUY    1'ATMOKB.] 

ALAS,  our  poor  Age !     How  against  it  we  rage ! 

In  the  seat  of  the  scorner  the  critics  ne'er  sat  more. 
If  the  pessimist  bore  would  master  her  lore, 

We've  only  to  send  him  to  Coventry — PATMORE  I 
The  bards  do  not  love  it.     But  how  to  improve  it  ? 

That  question  the  poets,  like  that  of  the  Sphinx,  shun. 
Distinction  my  lad ':    If  the  Age  is  so  bad, 

I  think  its     great  lack  "  is  not  that,  but  extitwtion  ! 
'Tis  easier  far  to  abuse  it  than  mend  it, 
Must  we  try  MORLET'S  other  alternative— end  it  r" 


A  MUSICAL  NOTE. — Such  has  been  the  success  of  Mile.  YVBTTB 
GUILBKKT,  that,  on  dit  (French  must  be  used  when  speaking  of  this 
lionne  comique),  it  is  not  improbable  she  will  be  engaged  to  appear  in 
a  part  in  the  forthcoming  Sullivan  Savoy  Opera,  in  which  the  relation 
of  librettists  to  composer  is  to  be  as  two  to  one.  If  this  be  BO,  then  once 
more  at  the  Savoy  will  there  be  a  Sulli  van-and-Ouilbert  Combination. 
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"WHITAKER." 

[Mr.  JOSEPH  WHITAKER,  founder 
and  chief  proprietor  of  Wh\taker's 
Almanack,  died  on  the  15th  Hay, 
aged  75.] 

GONE  1    His  praises  to  rehearse 
Might  engage  a  friendly  verse. 
Time,  for  whom  he  did  so  much, 
Surely  dealt  with  gentle  touch 
With  this  man,  of  lucky  star, 
Who  the  famous  calendar, 
Schemed  on  an  ingenious  plan, 
Gave  to  ever-grateful  man. 
Millions  now  would  feel  the  lack 
Of  the  wondrous  Almanack. 
To  adapt  BEN  JONSON'S  phrase 
To  a  worthy  of  our  days. 
One  might  say  of  our  lost  brother, 
Death ;  ere  thou  hast  slain  an- 
other 

Good  and  useful  as  was  he, 
"Time  shall  throw  his  dart  at 
thee.^ 

CHAMPIONS.  —  Sir  EDWABD 
GBET,  M.P.,  ought  to  be  a  great 
acquisition  at  a  dance  if  his 
prowess  as  a  tennis  champion  is 
any  indication.  "The  power 
with  which  he  often  finished 
the  ball"  was  recently  highly 
praised.  His  opponent,  Mr. 
QUIBBLE,  seems  a  dangerous 
man  among  the  ladies,  having  at 
Cambridge  "won  the  singles." 
Quite  a  Pasha  among  the  Love 
sets !  "  But  he  could  only  take 
one  single  out  of  the  singles  he 
won. 

ODD.— "Doctor  GREEF"  is  ad- 
vertised to  give  three  pianoforte 
recitals.  If  his  performance  is 
equal  to  what  we  hear  of  his 
promise,  then  those  will  experi- 
ence considerable  pleasure  who 
"  come  to  GKEEF." 

SMALT.  BUT  HABMONIOUS  FOOT- 
BALL TEAM  FOR  SUMMER.— "The 
Shinner  Quar'ette." 


WHAT  OUR  ARCHITECT  HAS  TO  PUT  UP  WITH. 

Our  Architect  (spotting  Sixteenth  Century  gables).  "THAT'S  AN  OLD  BIT 

OF  WOBK,  MY  FRIEND  I  " 

"Ol,  SlB,  YEU  BB  ROIOHP  THEBR,  THAT  YOU  BE!" 

0,  A.  (keen  for  local  tradition).  "You  DON'T  KNOW  EXACTLY  BOW  OLD, 

I  SUPPOSE,?" 

"WELL,   NOA,   SIR;   BUT   OLD   rr   BE  I     WHOI,    I 'SB   KNOWED   IT 

ME8ELF  THESE  NOISB  YEARS  ! " 


ODE  TO  AN  OVERCOAT. 

(By  a  Shivery  Person,  •»] 
Spring-time.) 

"  CAST  ne'er  a  clout  till  May  be 
out," 

The  old  Scotch  proverb  says. 
Thee,  did  I  doff,  "  Immensikoff ," 

For  three  most  sultry  days. 
But  wind  and  dust,  in  gruesome 
gust, 

Search  bosom,  back  and  throat; 
And  to  my  nose  I  button  close 

My  fur-lined  Overcoat. 
The  Merry  May  has  such  a  way 

Of  blowing  hot  and  cold. 
That  fur  and  cloth  1  'm  always 
loth 

Away,  in  Spring,  to  fold. 
Or-r-r!   There 's a  blast !   I'll 
hold  thee  fast 

Dear  friend  on  whom  I  doat ; 
Nor  lay  thee  by  till— say— July, 

My  own,  my  Overcoat  I 


I. BOA  L  NOTE. — It  is  presuma- 
bly unfortunate  for  the  prisoner- 
at- the- bar  when,  as  is  constantly 
announced  in  the  papers,  "  Mr. 
So-and-So,  Q.C.,  will  appear  to 
defend  SNOOKS."  Hard  on 
SNOOKS  when  his  Counsel  only 
appears  to  defend  him.  But 
what  a  sweet  surprise  for  the 
unhappy  SNOOKS  should  the 
Counsel,  who  only  "  appears  to 
defend  him,"  really  defend  him 
and  be  victorious  I 


"Vox  CLAMANTIS."  — The 
voice  of  the  Claimant  is  heard 
once  again.  No  joke;  npWagga- 
Waggery.  He  is  publishing  his 
"  Entire  Life  and  Full  Confes- 
sion "  in  the  People  newspaper. 
According  to  his  own  statement, 
his  claim  to  the  Tichborne 
estates  might  be  described,  not 
only  as  a  fraud,  but  as  a 
"  Wapping"  one. 


TO  A  COUNTRY  HOST. 

(A  Candid  Answer  to  a  Hospitable  Invitation.) 

You  're  kind  enough  to  bid  me  spend 

The  "  week-end"  at  your  country  seat, 
You  offer  tennis  and  a  friend 

You  feel  I  'm  sure  to  like  to  meet. 
I  hope  you  will  not  think  me  rude — 

You  're  very  kind  to  ask  me  down- 
But  if  the  simple  truth  be  told, 

I  much  prefer  to  stay  in  town. 

You  tell  me  that  the  ground  is  bare, 

And  only  gets  by  slow  degrees 
Recovered  from  our  Arctic  spell, 

That  leafless  still  are  all  the  trees. 
Well,  here,  in  spite  of  smoke  and  soot, 

And  all  the  bustle  and  the  hum 
Of  men  and  things,  we  don't  await 

The  Spring —because  the  Spring  has  come. 
Each  morning  as  I  go  to  work 

I  take  my  Tms  to  Marble  Arch, 
And  thence  amid  a  wealth  of  flowers, 

And  air  perfumed  with  odours,  march 
To  Hyde  Park  Corner.    Tell  me  where— 

I  honestly  should  like  to  know— 
The  much  belauded  "  country"  can 

Produce  a  comparable  show  ? 

Our  grass  is  green,  though  yours  is  brown. 

On  every  tree  the  lovely  bud 
Is  bursting;  into  lovelier  leaf, 

The  Spring  runs  madly  in  one's  blood. 


To  leave  such  joys  I  can't  consent, 
Too  great  a  struggle  it  would  be, 

But  just  to  show  you  don't  resent 
These  lines — come  up  and  stay  with  me ! 

HOW  (OF  COURSE)  IT  IS  NOT  DONE. 

(Imaginary  Sketch  of  impossible  Incident.) 

SCENE— Editor's  Roam.  TIME— Within  mea- 
surable distance  of  publication.  Editor  dis- 
covered in  consultation  with  his  Chief  Sab. 

Editor.  We  can't  find  room  for  everything. 

Chief  Sub.  Quite  so.  Sir ;  still  it  seems  a 
pity  to  daughter  this  telegram  from  the  front. 

Editor.  Does  it  make  very  much  ? 

Chief  Sub.  No,  Sir.  If  you  will  allow  me, 
I  will  run  through  it.  (Reads.)  "  Yesterday 
the  Loamshire  Regiment,  headed  by  its  Com- 
mander, Colonel  SNOOKS,  made  one  of  the 
gallantest  charges  on  record." 

Editor.  Sure  it  was  SNOOKS  ? 

Chief  Sub.  Oh  yes.  We  verified  it  in  the 
Army  List.  SNOOKS  went  out  with  the  Second 
Battalion  when  they  were  ordered  to  the  front. 
(Continues  reading.)  "The  soldiers  dashed 
forward  over  the  Tam-Tam  river,  and  up  the 
steep  sides  of  the  Yah- Yah  mountains,  carry- 
ing all  before  them." 

Editor.  Sure  of  those  names  ? 

Chief  Sub.  Yes,  Sir ;  verified  them  on  the 
map.  (Resumes  reading.)  "  Nothing  could 
withstand  the  rain  of  leaa  and  the  row  of  steel. 


The  Chutnese  attempted  to  use  their  '  punga- 

rees' — a  rude  sort  of  pruning  knife — but  with- 

I  out  the  slightest  effect.    Uttering  their  weird 

I  yells  of  '  Tomata,  tomata,'  and  beating  their 

|  drum-like  vessels  known  over  here  as  '  bang- 

wangs,'  they  faltered,  floundered  and  fled." 

Editor.  Sure  that  those  names  are  correct  ? 

Chief  Sub.  Quite,  Sir.  We  verified  the 
locil  colouring  with  MOKE'S  Six  Months  in 
Chutney  on  the  top  of  a  Camel. 

Editor.  Very  good.    Is  there  much  more  ? 

Chief  Sub.  About  a  third  of  a  column,  de- 
scribing the  taking  of  the  native  village,  the 
storming  of  the  stockade,  and  the  bivouac  by 
moonlight  after  the  victory  at  Pennavilla. 

Editor  (after  consideration).  Well,  it  might 
give  us  an  effective  line  for  the  bill.  (A  whistle 
is  heard  :  Editor  listens  at  a  speaking-tube.) 
Afraid  we  must  sacrifice  it.  Manager  tells 
me  there  is  another  rush  of  advertisements, 
so  space  is  more  precious  than  ever.  You  had 
better  boil  it  down  into  a  three-line  paragraph. 

Chief  Sub.  No  need  to  do  that,  Sir.  If 
there 's  a  scarcity  of  room  we  had  better  give 
the  original  telegram. 

Editor.  The  original  telegram  ? 

Chief  Sub.  Yes,  Sir;  from  which  we  have 
worked  up  the  extended  account.  Here  it  is. 
(Reads.)  "  Loamshire,  after  a  skirmish,  has 
reached  Pennavilla."  That,  with  a  suitable 
heading,  will  just  complete  the  column. 

Editor.  Quite  so. 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  arrangement. 
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'  WAS  HB  TBBY  MUCH   CAST  DOWN  AJTKB  H*  'l>  SPOKEN   TO   PAPA  f  " 


"  YM.     THBEB  FLIGHTS  OK  STAIHS  I " 


A  MOAN  IN  MATTIME. 

Jly  a  Weary  Waltoniaii. 

On,  Maytime  is  a  gay  time  for  the  artist  and  the  dangler, 

The  pretty  girl,  the  parson,  and  the  soont ; 
And  it  ought  to  be  a  time  of  rosy  rapture  for  the  angler, 

In  the  capture  of  the  delicate  May  trout. 
But  though  SMUDGE,  It.  A.,  "feels  tine"  with  his  six  upon  the  line, 

And  the  dangler  "  does  "  the  galleries  with  delight ;  _ 
Though  white- chokeml  clerics  muster  amidst  eloquential  fluster, 

And  our  girls  salute  the  Season  sweet  and  bright ; 
Though  the  "Cattylog"  vendors  shout,  and  cab-runners  soout 
and  tout, 

The  disciple  of  Old  IZAAK  is  not  gav, 

For  although  the  "  Grawnom"  's  off,  and  the  trout  at  "Alders" 
eooff, 

The  May  Fly— drat  it,  does  not  rise  in  May  1 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons.  Monday,  Mat/  13.— "Well,"  said  the  Mem- 
ber for  the  Otley  division  of  Yorkshire,  "I  suppose  I've  gone 
through  as  many  vicissitudes  as  most  men.  First  I  was  a  BAEKAN, 
now  I  'm  a  baronite.  Really,  I  don't  know  bn*  what,  if  they  'd  made 
me  an  earl,  I  wouldn't  go  and  sit  in  the  House  of  Lords.  Not 
because,  as  good  Radical,  I  don't  despise  them,  but  just  to  give 
them  advantage  of  my  company,  and  place  in  their  way  a  useful 
example.  Instead  of  which,  here's  WOLMEH  become  Earl  of 
SELBORNB,  and  insists  upon  continuing  to  sit  with  us !  " 

Incursion  of  the  Pirate  Peer  effectively  managed.  Those  old 
campaigners.  QEOUOE  CUBZON  and  ST.  JOHN  BRODRICK,  took  the 
business  in  hand.  The  thing  was  to  be  a  great  surprise.  Accord- 
ingly, took  the  SPEAKER  into  confidence,  also  the  SQUIRE  OF 
MALWOOD  (The  Little  Minister,  MACFARLANE,  who  has  just  been 
reading  BARBIE,  calls  him),  PRINCE  ARTHUR,  JOSEPH  ,  and  a  score  or 
two  others.  The  Pirate  Peer  was  to  come  down  in  hansom  at 
four  o'clock,  to  be  met  by  BRODRICK  in  Palace  Yard  ;  CUBZON,  armed 


to  the  teeth,  standing  at  fifty  paces  nearer  entrance  to  Bouse  if 
Common). 

BRODKICK,  who  likes  to  do  the  thing  thoroughly,  suggested  that 
the  Pirate  Peer  should  fly  a  black  flag  out  of  port-hole  at  top  of  cab. 
CUBZON  liked  idea,  but  thought  it  would  attract  inconvenient  atten- 
tion. Finally  compromised  by  arrangement  that  cabby  should  tie 
bit  of  black  ribbon  on  his  whip.  Effect  symbolic  without  being 
obtrusive. 

Everything  went  off  excellently.  Not  a  hitch  in  the  arrangements. 
Whilst  questions  still  going  on  GKOROJC  CURZON,  with  frcck-ooat 
lightly  but  firmly  buttoned  over  a  belt  teeming  with  pistols,  saun- 
tered in  from  lobby.  Glanced  carelessly  round  House.  Accidentally, 
as  it  were,  placed  himself  between  unsuspecting  Sergeant-at-Arms 
and  glass  door  giving  entrance  to  Home.  If  the  armed  i  Ilicial 
attacked  Pirate  Peer  it  should  be  across  his  'CuK/o.v's)  body. 

At  preconcerted  signal  BRODBICK  rapdly  entered ;  bustled  down 
to  Front  Opposition  Bench.  Attention  of  Members  thus  attracted, 
the  Pirate  Peer  followed,  strode  with  firm  step  down  House. 
"  Just  as  if  he  were  walking  the  plank,"  said  DONALD  CCBBLB, 
looking  on  admiringly.  Before  Howe  knew  what  had  happened, 
there  he  sat.  smiling  and  bluthiug,  between  those  pillars  of  Law 
and  Order,  JOE  and  COUBTNET.  Never  since  Parliaments  began 
had  British  Constitution  received  such  a  staggering  blow.  SAGE 
OF  QUEER  ANNE'S  GATE,  whilst  anxious  to  see  destruction  of  House 
of  Lords,  is  not  disposed  to  have  stray  fragments  incorporated 
with  fabric  of  Commons.  Called  SPEAKER'S  attention  to  presence  in 
their  midst  of  the  Pirate  Peer.  Asked  what  they  were  going  to  do 
with  him  ? 

An  anxious  moment.  GEORGE  CUBZON  tugged  nervously  at  the 
arsenal  scarcely  concealed  under  his  frock  coat.  ST.  JOHN  BHOD- 
BJCK  involuntarily  stretched  forth  his  hand  in  direction  of  Mace. 
Suppose  he  were  to  sei/e  it.  sweep  the  Treasury  Bench  clear  at  a 
blow,  whilst  GEORGK  CUBZON,  with  pistol  in  either  hand,  and 
dagger  between  his  teeth,  let  tty  a  volley  or  two  ?  We  might  have 
had  a  revolution.  Quieter  counsels  prevailed.  SPEAKER  directed 
Pirate  Peer  to  withdraw  below  Bar  whilst  his  case  was  being 
discussed. 

SELBOBNE  obeyed  the  mandate,  and  the  ground  thus  left  clear, 
JOE  and  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  had  a  tussle.  JOSEPH  accused  the 
SQUIRE  of  acting  in  a  fit  of  temper.  The  SQUIRE  retorted  that  it  was 
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not  only  untrue,  but  that  at  the  time  of  offering  remark  JOSEPH  was 
perfectly  well  acquainted  with  its  entire  freedom  from  the  trammels 
of  truth. 


The  Pirate's  Convoy.    Penny  plain,  Twopenue  coloured. 


1 1  hope 


"  Dear  me."  said  Pirate  Peer,  looking  round  uneasily, 
they  don't  talk  like  that  in  the  House  of  Lords." 

Business  dune.  —  Clause  I.  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill  through 
Committee. 

Tuesday. — Pirate  Peer  in  the  offing;   again.    Ran  in,  as  before, 
under  protection  of  guns  of  consorts,  GEORGE  CUBZON  and  ST.  JOHN 

BBODRICK.  Lay  to  under  gallery 
whilst  question  discussed  at  large. 
House  never  able  to  keep  up  interest 
in  this  kind  of  thing  over  successive 
days.  Novel  and  exciting  enough 
yesterday ;  steam  not  to  he  got  up 
for  second  day.  Only  for  JOE,  busi- 
ness would  have  come  to  conclusion 
after  formal  proposal  by  SQUIRE  OF 
MALWOOD  to  refer  whole  matter  to 
Select  Committee.  JOSEPH'S  interpo- 
sition led  to  inevitable  row.  Wanted, 
for  some  inexplicable  reason,  to  drag 
in  CARMICHAEL.  Quoted  Debrett  to 
establish  his  claim  to  dormant  Earl- 
dom of  Hyndford. 

_  JOE  left  alone  in  advocacy  of  this 
line.  SQUIBE  OF  MALWOOD  had  rare 
good  time.  Read  passage  from  JOE'S 
speech  of  last  year,  when  question 
to  succession  of  Coleridge  Barony 
under  discussion.  Had  said  then 
exactly  the  reverse  of  what  he  to- 
day averred  in  respect  of  succession 
to  Splborne  Peerage,  and  status  of 
new  Peer  in  House  of  Commons. 

"  The  fatal  thing  about  JOSEPH," 
said  SAHK,  "is  that  when  he  makes 
'H^>  a  8tatement  on  one  side  of  a  case  or 
~"  /  the  other,  he  does  it  with  such  point, 
•     in  such  felicitous  phrase,  with  such 
convincing  emphasis,  that  it  sticks 
in    the   memory.      When,    twelve 
months  or  nine  years  later,  circum- 
stances lead  him  to  other   side  of 
question,  he  delivers  himself  on  it 


[Evidently  a  Dormant  Duke  ! 
(Mr.  Kn-tchb-ll-H-g-88-n.) 


with  same  incomparable  gifts  of  point  and  lucidity.    The  bringing 
out. of  his  former  assertion  is  not  so  conclusive  as  you  would  think, 


because  the  two — affirming  a  thing-  is  white  one  day.  protesting  on 
the  next  it  is  black — are  so  evenly  balanced  that  the  case  stands 
exactly  where  it  did.  This  sharp  confronting  of  JOSEPH  denying 
with  JOSEPH  affirming  would  be  fatal  to  some  men.  To  our  JOE  it  is 
not  even  embarrassing.  House  roars  with  delight.  He  sits  silent, 
apparently  unconcerned,  and  somebody  else  will  suffer  by-and-by." 

Business  done. — Committee  appointed  to  inquire  into  case  of  the 
Pirate  Peer. 

Thursday. — The  longer  Major  RASCH  lives,  the  fainter  grows  his 
faith  in  the  nobility  of  human  nature.  To-night  brought  down  with 
him  a  few  carefully  selected,  choice  specimens  of  the  American  pea- 
bug.  Naturally  expected  everybody  would  welcome  the  little  stranger. 
Especially  interesting  to  Minister  of 
Agriculture.  Being  a  man  of  taste, 
Major  had  installed  the  insects  in 
dainty  bon-bon  box  ;  swung  it  lightly 
between  forefinger  and  thumb  as  he 
inquired  what  HERBERT  GARDNER 
meant  to  do  about  it  ?  "  Will  the 
right  hon.  gentleman,"  he  said, 
"  have  consignments  of  peas  coming 
from  America  marked  as  such,  and 
put  in  bond,  so  that  the  bugs  may 
develop  there,  and  not  in  the  British 
market  garden  ?  " 

At  this  way  of  putting  it,  SQUIBE 
OF  MALWOOD  pricked  up  his  ears. 
To  quick  instincts  of  CHANCELLOR 
OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  bugs  in  bond 
suggested  new  field  of  taxation. 
Made  a  note  of  it. 

The  GRAND  YOUNG  GARDNER 
smiled  at  the  claims  of  long  descent 
put  forward  by  RASCH  on  behalf  of 
the  tenants  of  his  bon-bon  box. 
"  Nothing  new  in  it,"  he  said  super- 
ciliously. "  Known  the  creature  all 
my  official  life.  Tour  so-called 
American  pea-bug  is  nothing  more 
than  the  pea  and  bean  weevil.  Came 
over  with  the  Conqueror.  Agricul- 
tural Department  even  now  pub- 
lishing leaflet  describing  manners 
and  customs  of  the  early  settler, 
and  suggesting  various  ways  of 
soothing  its  last  moments." 

This  hard;  sorer  still  conduct  of 
Members  immediately  near1-  the  Major, 
him,  so  to  speak,  in  quarantine. 

"  I  don't  care,"  said  TOMLINSON,  "whether  its  American  pea- bugs 
or  the  pea  and  bean  weevil.  What  I  do  say  is  that  no  man  has  any 
business  to  bring  such  things  with  him  into  the  social  circle." 

"  I  may  have  been  Rash,"  said  the  Major  humbly. 

"  You  are,"  said  TOMLINSON  tartly. 

Business  done.—  Coolness  sprung  up  between  TOMLINSON  and  Major 
RASCH.  Budget  Bill  read  second  time. 

Friday. — "  Pity  the  sorrows  of  the  poor  postman,  whose  wander- 
ing steps  has  brought  him  to  your  door."  Thus  KEARLEY,  in  a  long 
speech,  from  which  it  appeared  that  if  there  is  a  down-trodden 
fellow-creature  whose  state  looks  hopeless,  it  is  the  postman.  The 
story  of  the  man  in  Wales  who  trudged  feventy  miles  a  day,  includ- 
ing the  diurnal  ascent  of  a  mountain  7,000  feet  high,  sent  thrill  of 
horror  through  House.  KEARLEY  subsequently  explained  he  meant 
700  feet  high.  But  that  a  detail.  Seven  seems  to  be  this  man's 
fateful  number,  for  his  pay  is  seven  shillings  a  week— a  shilling  a 
day,  including  the  mountain. 

ARNOLD  MORLEY,  on  other  hand,  showed  that  the  lot  of  the  post- 
man is  truly  idyllic.  Handsomely  paid  when  on  duty  ;  booted^  and 
uninformed  ;  is  accustomed  to  retire  in  the  prime  of  life  on  pension 
amounting  to  two-thirds  of  his  salary. 

"Why,"  said  WILLIE  REDMOXD,  thinking  regretfully  of  days 
that  are  no  more,  when  JOSEPH  GILLIS  carried  the  bag,  "  as  things 
go  now,  it 's  better  to  be  a  postman  than  an  Irish  Member."  Finally 
decided  to  appoint  Committee  to  inquire  into  truth  of  these  con- 
flicting statements.  Business  done. — Didn't  get  into  Committee  on 
Civil  Service  Estimates. 

NEW  VERSION  OF  AN  OLD  PROVEBB.  (For  the  Use  of  Local 
Optionists.)  -  One  Vetoist  may  keep  a  toper  from  his  favourite  pub ; 
but  fifty  cannot  make  him  drink — water. 


"  I  may  have  been  Rash." 
Began  to  sheer  off,  putting 


"THE  IMMORTAL  WILLIAMS"  ON  THE  ANTI-BBITISH  MOVE- 
MENT IN  EGYPT.— "Oh,  my  prophetic  soul,  DELONCLE !  "— Shaks- 
peare,  adapted  from  the  French. 
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"LONDON   AND   LIVERPOOL— LITTLE 
AND  GOOD." 

IT  appears  that  the  very  excellent  proposal 
of  amalgamating:  all  the  local  branches  of 
the  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to 
Children  in  one  national  association  is  meet- 
ing with  pome  opposition  in  Liverpool.  Says 
the  Courier  of  that  important  locality?  "  It 
was  Liverpool  which  educated  London  in  the 
matter  of  child -protection,  and  prohably  the 
Londoners  could  still  learn  in  Liverpool  manv 
practical  lessons.  And  just  when  Liverpool 
is  about  to  be  trebled  in  extent,  and  have  its 
population  largely  increased,  seems  a  singu- 
larly inappropriate  time  to  subordinate  the 
city  to  London."  From  thi*  it  would  appear 
that  Liverpool  in  its  growth  is  becoming,  to 
use  a  colloquialism,  "  too  big  for  its  boots." 
Surely  the  benefit  of  the  children  should  be 
the  first  consideration.  What  the  gi/e  of 
either  Liverpool  or  London  has  to  do  with 
that  matter,  it  is  difficult  to  say.  No  doubt 
Londoners  could  learn  much  from  their  Liver- 
pool brothf  rs.  But  the  lesson  for  the  moment 
is  to  discover  how  to  best  protect  the  little 
ones.  And  that  subject  can  only  be  mastered 
by  a  display  of  goodwill  and  unselfishness  on 
both  sides. 


SIB  JOHN  FRANKLIN. 

[May  20,  1895  :  Fiftieth  Anniversary  of  the  Day 
when  the  Franklin  Expedition  set  Sail.] 

THE  North  returned  thee  not  to  British  earth. 
Whence  on  that  splendid  quest  thou  didst 

go  forth  • 

But  when  our  British  hearts,  in  sordid  dearth 
Of  pride,  forget  thy  valour  and  thy  worth, 
Those  hearts  must  be  yet  colder  than  the 
North. 


TURF    CUTTINGS. 


"Getting  on  "at  6  to  4. 


'A  BA8  "THE  CLUB  SWEEP." 
DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, — Although  you  are 
humorist,  there  is  a  serious  side  to  your 
character.  I  want  to  appeal  to  that  serious 
side.  I  wish  to  complain  of  the  prevalence  in 
all  our  West-End  Co-operative  Palacei  of  tha 
annual  pest,  appropriately  called  "  the  Clul 
Sweep.'^  Why  should  it  be  allowed  to 
prosper  ?  It  is  a  disgrace  to  civilisation.  I 
know  of  no  more  painful  sight  than  the  picture 
of  old  CB<ESUS  paying  the  hall-porter  to  pn 
him  down  for  a  dozen  places.  I  am  delightec 
when  those  twelve  positions  end  in  blanks,  or 
starters  out  of  the  running.  And  nearly  as 
unpleasant  an  incident  is  the  tableau  of  young 
JONES  taking  a  pound  chance  at  the  sami 
fatal  lottery.  Put  it  down,  Mr.  Punch  ;  pnl 
it  down.  I  repeat,  "  the  Club  Sweep  "  is  un- 
worthy of  the  civilisation  of  the  close  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  Once  more,  Sir,  put  i1 
down.  Tours,  most  truly, 

AN  OLD  MEMBER  OP  THE  HERCULES  CLUB. 

P.8. — I  am  sure  the  thing  is  a  mistake.  Wil 

you  believe  it,  I  have  put  into  my  own  sweep 

for  the  last  thirty-five  years,  and  have  never 

drawn  a  starter !    Same  luck  this  season ! 


From  the  New  Sarum  Note-Book. 

[Lord  S AI.IK HUH Y  "  believes  the  SULTAN  to  be  a 
humane  man."—  Speech  at  Bradford.] 

LORD  SALISBURY  believes — 

That  RICHARD  THE  THIRD  was  a  remarkably 
amiable  man  ;  especially  kind  to  children. 

That  NERO  was  the  gentlest  creature  that 
ever  breathed,  except  CALIGULA. 

That  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH  was  a  gentle,  un- 
assuming person  ;  most  religious  and  domes- 
ticated ;  in  fact,  a  model  husband,  and  the 
sort  of  man  that  "  wouldn't  harm  a  biby." 


ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

THE  Hon.  GEORGE  CCRZON  and  Miss  LKITKR  (U.S.A.)  have  been 
married.  The  State  of  Illinois  is  indignant.  The  two  facts  are 
more  intimately  connected  than  might  be  supposed.  Four  days  after 
the  wedding  a  resolution  was  introduced  into  the  State  Legislature 
of  Illinois  by  a  Mr.  MCCARTHY,  requesting  the  daughters  of  Illinois 
"  not  to  accept  the  hand  in  marriage  of  any  person  who  is  not  a 
citizen  of  the  United  Sta'es,  as  we  are  of  opinion  that  the  daughters 
of  Illinois  should  he  patriotic  in  their  views,  and  should  disregard 
the  title  of  any  foreigner,  and  marry  none  but  a  citizen  of  the 
United  States."  It  is  stated  that  the  resolution  "  was  referred  to 
the  Committee  on  Federal  Relations."  Surely  a  Committee  on 
domestic  relations  or  on  titled  relations  would  have  been  more 
appropriate. 

THE  Illinois  State  Legislature  obviously  has  novel  ideas  of  its 
legislative  duties.  Imagine  an  English  County  Council  treating 
seriously  such  fantastic  rubbish  as  Mr.  MCCARTHY  brought  before 
the  law-makers  of  his  S'ate.  Would  it  not  be  more  to  the  point  to 
look  after  the  sons  of  Illinois,  and  to  keep  the  hue  of  their  resolution 
up  to  the  mark  ?  If  they  are  laggards  in  love,  who  shall  blame  the 
British  aristocrat  for  wooing  with  success  the  daughters  of  Illinois, 
whom  their  compatriot  suitors  abandon  ?  Or  again,  if  titles  are  so 
irresistible  an  attraction  to  the  fair,  why  not  establish  titles  in 
Illinois,  and  thus  give  the  Earl  of  BANGS  or  the  Marquis  SALTONTALE 
that  seductive  influence  which  is  apparently  lacking  to  plain 
/EDEKun  B.  BANGS,  and  to  the  unadorned  JONATHAN  K.  SALTONTALB. 
lor  it  is  obviously  better  that  the  daughters  of  Illinois  should  marry 
than  that  they  should  waste  away  with  an  unbridaled  (let  the 
spelling  pass)  desire  for  a  title. 

AT  Oxford  on  Wednesday  last  the  University  beat  Somerset  by  one 
wicket,  mainly  owing  to  the  admirable  batting  of  Mr.  H.  D.  G.  LEVE- 
SON  GOWER,  popularly  known  as  "  The  Shrimp." 

To  the  batsmen  of  Oxford,  who  looked  very  limp, 
Father  Neptune  was  kind  when  he  gave  them  a  Shrimp: 
For  a  Shrimp  on  the  grass  io  most  worthy  of  rhyme, 
When  he  makes  a  firm  stand,  but  gets  runs  all  the  time. 

THE  inhabitants  of  Christmas  Street  in  Bristol  want  to  have  their 
thoroughfare  laid  with  wood  paving.  At  present,  according  to  an  in- 
dignant correspondent,  "  the  pitching  in  the  street  is  so  bad  that  it 
is  positively  dangerous  for  vehicular  traffic  ...  but  the  risk  to  life  [ 

TOL.  cvm.  z 


and  limb  are  entirely  subservient  to  the  parsimonious  policy  of  our 
Bristol  Sanitary  Authority."  Might  I  suggest  Yule  logs  as  an 
appropriate  pavement  for  Christmas  Street  ?  Certainly  this  aooident 
policy  of  the  Bristol  Sanitary  Authority  ought  to  be  allowed  to  lapse. 

I  GATHER  from  a  letter  in  the  freeman's  Journal  that  Bray  is  not 
being  well  treated  by  the  Bray  Township  Commissianers.  "  If  Bray 
is  to  march  with  the  times."  says  the  writer,  "  and  keep  pace  witn 
the  laudable  efforts  of  our  Tourist  Development  Association,"  some- 
thing must  be  done  to  improve  the  walk  round  Bray  Head.  The 
picture  of  Bray  keeping  pace  and  marching  with  the  times  by  walk- 
ing round  its  own  head  is  too  confusing  for  the  intelligence  of  the 
dense  Saxon. 

AN  article  in  the  Scotsman  declares  that  "  a  great  laxity  of  cos- 
tume is  characteristic  of  modern  Oxford."  Straw  hats  and  brown 
boots  appear  to  abound  everywhere.  It  is  added  that  "  Bowlers  are 
already  beginning  to  be  preserved  as  relics  of  a  bygone  race."  This 
will  be  glorious  news  for  the  Cambridge  Eleven,  for  a  merely  pre- 
served bowler  cannot  be  very  dangerous. 

FROM  a  recent  issue  of  the  Freeman's  Journal  I  extract  the  follow- 
ing letter,  which,  it  must  be  admitted,  "  makes  both  sides  right " 
with  a  clearness  that  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired.  Note,  too,  the 
writer's  natural  vexation  at  the  idea  that  he  "assisted  the  con- 
stable":— 

TO   THB   EDITOR   Or   THE    FREEMAN. 

114,  Lower  Clantrauil  Street,  ItubKt,  May  14,  1896. 

Sin, — With  reference  to  your  issue  of  the  13th  inst.,  and  the  stolen  tea 
from  one  of  the  London  and  Northern-Western  vans,  I  beg  leave  to  state  that 
I  in  no  way  aasisted  the  constable  in  the  arrest  of  the  prisoner,  ••  you  state ; 
neither  was  there  any  necessity  for  me  doing  so,  as  be  had  sufficient  help 
along  with  him  at  the  time.  But  I  did  help  the  driver  of  the  waggon  when 
on  the  ground  to  recover  his  feet  and  get  back  to  his  waggon  with  the  tea  in 
question.  My  reasons  for  doing  so  were  as  follows— first,  being  a  van  driver 
myself,  and  I  might  say  hat  been  such  all  my  lifetime,  and  knowing  that 
when  goods  are  stolen  from  any  van  in  nine  cases  out  of  every  ten  the  driver 
of  such  a  van  has  to  make  good  the  same  and  be  put  under  stoppage*  although 
no  fault  of  bis.  Secondly,  when  I  came  on  the  scene  the  driver  of  the 
waggon  seemed  to  be  getting  the  worst  of  it,  a*  the  offender  had  two  others 
helping  him.  If  someone  did  not  interfere,  therefore,  under  those  circum- 
stance* and  to  protect  the  interest  of  my  fellow-workers,  a*  I  am  always 
ready  to  do,  I  interfered,  and  under  no  ether.—  Hoping  you  will  kindly  insert 
this  in  your  next  issue  and  make  bothjsides  right,  »na  thanking  jou  for  the 
same,  I  remain  your  humble  servant,;  _v  ,  HENKY  PBENDERGAST. 
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ALL   THE   COMFORTS    OF    A    HOME. 

Britannia  (to  His  Highiuss  Nasrutta  Khan).      DELIOHTED  TO  SKB  YOU,  FOR  TOUR  PEAK  FATHER'S  SAKE  I ' 
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THE  BOULD  SOCER  BOYS  AT  ISLINGTON. 

STAOE-MANAOERS  Lieut.-Col.  TULLT  with 
Lieut.-Col.  TiLLOTsoN  and  Colonel  ONSLOW, 
not  to  mention  their  talented  assistants  headed 
by  Captain  DANN,  Master  of  King,  have  given 
us  a  real  good  show.  The  Olympian  BOSSY 
K  i  ii  M.I'  v  must  be  anxiously  awaiting  the  re- 
turn of  the  natives  from  Islington  to  Kensing- 
ton, and  Sir  DRCRIO- 
LANCS  musthaveowned 
that  the  military  man- 
agers have  run  him 
very  close  as  a  master 
of  crowds  and  of  thrill- 
ing dramatic  situa- 
tions. Who  would  not 
rush  out  to  fight 
Zulus,  or  any  other 
savages,  to  stirring 
sounds  of  First  Horse 
Guards'  band,  and 
cheered  by  all  sorts  and 
kinds  of  inspiriting  music  ?  Tou  march  to  a 
popular  song,  you  build  bridge  to  polka,  you 
make  zerebas  to  the  lilt  of  a  waltz,  you  charge 
to  a  galop,  and  yon  return  victorious  to  the 
National  Anthem !  Hurrah  for  the  life  of  a 
soldier,  at  Islington ! 

Here  the  Art  of  Artillery  Driving  can  be 
seen  to  perfection:  three  times  round,  clear 
posts  and  out  again  to  deafening  cheers. 
Bayonet  exercise  of  Second  Battalion  Boots 
Guards  in  full  of  point ;  while  the  display 
made  by  Gymnastic  Staff  of  Egyptian  Army 
shows  how  our  soldiers  can  advance  by  leaps 
and  bounds.  Excellent  device!  Enemy  dumb- 
founded and  bothered  to  see  our  athletic 
warriors  jumping  over  one  another's  heads, 
turning  somersaults,  and  finally  heaping 
themselves  up  into  pyramids— a  real  Egyp- 
tian puzzle  this — with  hero  at  apex  waving 
flag.  Why,  a  whole  army  of  fiercest  enemies 
would  take  to  their  heels  rather  than  fight 
with  these  dancing  dragoons,  and  hosts  of 
Mussulmans  would  tlee  before  such  men  of 
muscle.  For  these  tactics  no  arms  required 
except  those  already  naturally  belonging  to 
the  corps.  So  inexpensive  I  Yet  to  these 
merry  infants-in-arms  the  art  of  war  is  no 
child  s-play. 

The  new  effects,  and  one  among  the  nume- 
rous attractions,  is  the  Grand  Historical  Mili- 
tary Pageant,  performed  with  the  greatest 
success  by  the  3rd  King's  Own  Hussars  and 
theBuff  s.  Nothing 
buffo  about  the 
Buffs.  They  ap- 
pear as  Cavalier 
cavalry  and  in- 
fantry pikemen 

Of        .U  M  I'.S          IMF 

SECOND'S  time, 
and  as  cavalry 
and  infantry  from 
that  date  down 
through  the  Geor- 
gian period  to  the 
present  day.  The 
great  change  is 
noticeable  in  the 
hair,  from  long 
flowing  curls  and 
periwigs  to  the 
short  crop  of  THOMAS  ATKINS.  Altogether 
a  brilliant  success,  and  should  bring  in  a 
handsome  amount  for  the  benefit  of  the  Mili- 
tary Charities,  to  whose  funds  this  show 
makes  an  invaluable  contribution. 


f) 


"  HONOURS  EAST."— The  St.  James's  Gazette 
suggests  that  if  leading  play-actors  are  to 
be  knighted,  why  not  principal  music-hall 
singers  ?  Well,  not  yet ;  as  the  chief  music- 
hall  singer  is  already  "  A  CHEVALIER." 


Youngster  (who  has  just  had  a  Penny  given  to  Mm)    "  'Ow  MUCH  18  THEM  GRAPIH,  MIHTIR  t " 
Shopkeeper  (amused).  "  THEY  ARK  FOUR  SHILLINGS  AND  SIXPENCE  A  POUND,  KT  LAD." 
Youngster.   "  WKLL,  THEN,  oivi  us  A  'A' FORTH  o'  CARROTS,     I'M  A  DlMO* 


A  DERBY  DIALOGUE. 

SCENE— In  Town.    JONES  meeti  BKOWN. 

Jones.  Going  to  Epsom  ? 

Brown.  No,  I  think  not  Fact  is,  the  place 
gets  duller  year  by  year.  The  train  has 
knocked  the  ion  out  of  the  road. 

Jones.  Such  a  waste  of  time.  Why  go  in 
a  lerowd  to  see  some  horses  race,  when  yon 
can  read  all  about  it  in  evening  papers  ? 

Brown.  Just  so.  No  fun.  No  excitement. 
And  the  Downs  are  wretched  if  it  rains  or 
snows. 

Jones.  Certainly.  The  luncheon,  too,  is  all 
very  well ;  but,  after  all,  it  spoils  one's  dinner. 

Brown.  Distinctly.  And  champagne  at 
two  o'clock  is  premature. 

Janet.  And  lobster-salad  undoubtedly  in- 
digestible. So  it 's  much  better  not  to  go  to 
the  Derby — in  spite  of  the  luncheon. 


Brown.  Yes,— in  spite  of  the  luncheon. 
Two  hour*  pats.     Scene  changes  to  Eptom. 

Jones.  Hullo !    You  here  ? 

Brown.  Hullo  1  And  if  it  comes  to  that, 
you  here,  too  P 

Jonet.  Well,  I  really  found  so  little  doing 
in  town  that  I  thought  I  might  be  here  as 
well  as  anywhere  else. 

Brown.  Just  my  case.  Not  that  there's 
much  to  see  or  do.  Silly  as  usual. 

Jonet.  Quite.  Always  said  the  Derby  was 
a  fraud.  But  I  am  afraid,  my  dear  fellow,  I 
must  hurry  away,  as  I  have  got  to  get  back 
to  my  party  for  luncheon. 

Brown.  So  have  I.          [Exeunt  ttterally. 

GREAT  AND  DESERVED  SUCCESS.— LYCEUM. 
—The  First  Knight  I !  Sir  HENBT  IRVINO 
in  an  entirely  new  character.  Mr.  Punch'* 
sincere  congratulations. 
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BOOKMAKERS    ON    THE    BEACH. 

(A  Sketch  at  a  Sea-side  Raee-Meeting.) 


then,  and  don't  keep  gentlemen  away  as  wants  to  bet!  (To  a  Yeo- 
manry trooper.")  Come  along,  my  ole  soldier-boy,  give  it  a  name! 
(His  old  soldier -boy  decline*  to  gine  it  any  name,  and  passes  on.) 
Call  yerself  a  warrior  bold,  and  afraid  o'  riskin'  'alf-a-crown !  Why, 


SCENE — The  Sands  at  Baymouth,  where  some  pony  and  horse  races  \  ver  Queen  an^  country  orter  be  ashamed  o'  yer  !    (  4s  a  young  farmer 
are  being  run.     By  the  Grand  Stand,  and  under  the  wall  of  the   ±n  riding-gaiters  come  up,  with  the  evident  intention  of  business.) 

~  - 


esplanade,  about  a  dozen  bookmakers,  perched  on  old  packing- 
cases,  are  clamouring  with  their  customary  energy.  The  public, 
however,  for  some  reason  seems  unusually  deaf  to  their  blandish- 
ments and  disinclined  for  speculation,  and  the  bookmakers,  after 
shouting  themselves  hoarse  with  little  or  no  result,  are  beginning 
to  feel  discouraged. 
Bookmakers  (antiphonaUy).  Evens  on  the  field !  Three  to  one  bar 

one !    Five  to  one  bar  two  I    Six  to  one  bar  one !    Even  money 

Beeswing!  Six  to  one  Pop- 

gun  !    Come  on  'ere.    Two 

to  one  on  the  field !    What 

do  you  want  to  do  f 
[The  public  apparently 
want  to  look  another 
way. 
First     Bookmaker     (to 

Second    Bookmaker).    Not 

much  'ere  to-day !  Shawn't 

get  no  roast  baked  and  biled 

this  journey,  eh  ? 

Second    B.    (with    deep 

disgust).  They  ain't  got  no 

money!  Baymouth's  going 

down.   Why,  this  might  be 

a  bloomin'    Sunday-school 

treat!    Blest  if  I  believe 

they  know  what  we  're  'ere 

for! 

Third  B.  (after  pausing 

to  refresh  himself,  sardoni- 
cally    to    Fourth     Book- 

maker).  De-lightful 

weather,  WILLIAM  ! 

William    (in   a  similar 

tone   of  irony).    What  a 

glorious  day,  PERCY  1  Sech 

a  treat  to  see  all  the  people 

enjoyin'  theirselves  without 

any  o'  the  silly  speculation 

yer  do  find  sometimes  on 

occasions  like  this!     (lie 

accepts  the  bottle  his  friend 

passes,  and  drinks.)  'Ere's 

better  luck  to  us  all ! 
Fifth  B.  (pathetically). 

Don't    leave     your    little 

FREDDY  out  I   ( They  ooif  T 

leave  their  little  FREDDY 

out.)    Cheer  up,  WILLIAM, 

there  !s    'appier   days   in 

store ;    there  '11  be  Jersey 

comin'  soon.    We  '11  be  on 

to  the  sunny  south!    (To 

a  stranger  who  comes  up  to 

him.)     Why,  Uncle,   you 

don't  say  it 's  you  I    How 

well  you 're  looking !  Shake 

'ands  and  'ave  a  bit  on. 

jest  for  ole   sake's  sake  I 

(The  stranger  proceeds  to 

introduce   himself  as    the 

Secretary,  and  to  demand 

a  fee.)    What  I 

time 


.)  What  I  pay  yon  five  shillins  for  standin'  'ere  wastin' 
and  voice  like  this  ?  Not  me !  Why,  I  aint  took  two  ble 
>ans  since  I  bin  'ere  !  (The  Secretary  remains  Arm.)  I  w 


sorcepans  since 


my 

blessed 

.,  - (The  Secretary  remains  firm.)    I  won't 

do  it,  my  boy.  Not  on  prinserple,  I  won't.  I  wouldn't  give  you  five 
shillins  not  if  your  tongue  was  'anging  down  on  to  your  boots— so 
there !  ( The  Secretary  does  not  attempt  so  violent  an  appeal  to  his  better 
nature,  but  calls  a  police-inspector.)  'Ere,  I  'd  sooner  git  down  and 
chuck  the  show  altogether ;  jest  to  mark  my  contempt  for  such  goings 
on  1  (He  descends  from  his  box  ;  takes  down  his  sign,  unscrews  his 

I,       .*.  /_!__„      ¥.*_..__*_• .!»*.  t  t       •*  * .     * 


pole,  folds  up  his  professional  triptych,  t 
virtuous  indignation  only  to  be  expressed  b. 


and  departs  in  a  state  of 

*    , -f- !>y  extreme  profanity,  while 

the  Secretary  proceed*  unmoved  to  collect  payments  from  the  others  ; 
who  eventually  compromise  the  claims  for  half-a-crown.) 
•  -Mr.  Sam  Satchell  ("  from  Southampton").  Now  then,  you  gentle- 
men and  aristocratic  tradesmen,  where  are  you  all?  Don't  any 
o  you  know  anything  f  Come  on  'ere.  (He  stops  an  elderly 
rustic  )  You '  ve  got  a  fancy,  I  can  see !  ( The  rustic  denies  the  im- 
peachment, grinning.)  Git  along  with  yer,  yer  artful  ole  puss, 


you  "don't  forget  the  old  firm,  I  see.  .  .  .  What,  four  to  one  not 
enough  for  you  ?  You  won't  get  no  better  odds,  go  where  you 
like .'  I  suppose  you  expeck  me  to  make  you  a  present  o'  the 
money?  (The  farmer  mores  on.)  I  dunno  what's  come  to  'em  all. 
/  never  see  nothing  like  it  in  all  my  life  ! 

IN  THE  GRAND  STAND. 

A   Glib  Person,  in  a  tall  hat  (as  he  picks  his  way  up  and  down 

the  benches,  the  occupants 
of  which  treat  him  with 
tolerant  indifference).  I  'm 
not  a  bookmaker,  ladies 
and  gentlemen ;  don't  have 
that  impression  of  me  for 
a  moment!  I'm  t-imply 
an  amateur,  and  an  in- 
dependent gentleman  o' 
means,  like  any  of  your- 
selves. You  all  know  more 
than  /  do.  I  don't  come 
'ere  with  any  intention  o' 
winning  your  money — far 
Irom  it.  I  'm  wishful  to 
settle  and  live  among  you. 
I  may  eventually  put  up 
as  your  member;  and,  if 
so,  when  1  take  my  place 
in  Parliament  I  shall  be  in 
a  position  to  testify  that 
the  Baymouth  people  are 
extremely  cautious  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  they 
invest  their  money  on  'orse- 
racin" !  Yes,  I  'm  'ere  on 
beyarf  of  the  Sporting 
League,  just  to  prove  how 
tree  a  meeting  like  this  is 
from  the  evils  o'  gambling. 
I  don't  come  'ere  to  rob 
yer.  I  want  yer  all  to  win. 
1  like  to  see  yer  bright  and 
shining  faces  around  me; 
I  like  the  friverolity  and 
reckereation  and  the  con- 
viverality  of  the  thing, 
that's  all.  I'll  tell  yer 
how  it  is.  I  've  a  rich  ole 
aunt,  and  she  puts  fifty 
pound  into  my  'ands,  and 
fez,  "  Jacky,"  she  sez,  "  I 
love  those  dear  Baymouth 
people,  and  I  want  you  to 
take  this  'ere  money  and 
lay  it  out  among  'em  in 
moieties,  and  make  'em 
rich  and  'appy."  You  can 
see  for  yourselves.  I  've 
no  tickets  and  no  parryf  er- 
nalia,  excep'  this  little 
pocket-book,  where  I  enter 
any  bets  you  honour  me 
with.  Come,  Miss,  win  a 

pair  o'  those  three-and-sixpenny  gloves  at  CHICKEBELL'S,  the  ex- 
Mayor's,  to  oblige  me  !    Did  I  tread  on  your  corn,  Sir 7    I  assure  you 


'  Why  the  blazea  don't  ye  take  it  P?' 


it  was  the  last  thing  I  intended. 


'''You  knew  1  'd  do  it  afore  1  'd 


done  ?  "  .  .  .  Well,  Sir,  if  you  've  sech  a  gift  o'  seeing  into  f  utoority  as 
that,  why  not  make  something  out  of  it  now  ?  Three  to  one  bar  one. 
Kitty  I  m  barring.  Thank  you.  Sir  ;  'alf-a-i 


-crown  to  seven  and  six 


on  Sportsman.  I  tell  you  candidly— you  've  got  the  winner.  The 
favourite  won't  win.  Now,  then,  all  you  others,  where 's  your  Bay- 
mouth  pluck  P  I  orfered  you  thirty  to  one  Beeswing  last  race  ;  and 
you  wouldn't  take  it.  And  Beeswing  won,  and  you  lost  the  chance 
o'  making  yer  fortunes.  Don't  blame  me  if  the  same  thing  'appens 
again.  I 'm  on'y  bettin',  as  I  told  you,  for  my  own  amusement,  and 
to  get  rid  o'  the  money  !  (fyc.,  &c.) 

Mr.  Sam  Satchell  (whom  the  apathy  of  the  public  has  appar- 
ently reduced  to  a  state  of  defiant  buffoonery).  Even  money  Dare- 
devil, you  rascals !  And  why  the  blazes  don't  ye  take  it  ?  Come  on. 
I'll  take  two  little  bits  o'  twos  that  Kitty  donrt  win !  Four  to  one 
against  ole  bread-and-butter  Tommy,  over  there  in  the  corner ! 
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Eleven  and  a  'alf  to  three  quarters  to  two  against  Kitty.  "  What 
bar  the  Wild  Waves  say-hay-ing?"  Two  Kitties  to  three  Dare- 
devils against  a  bloomin  goat-chaise!  On  the  Baymouth  Duiby 
I  'm  bettin' ! 

AT  THE  CLOSE  OK  THE  LAST  RACE. 

Three  horses  hare  started ;  the  favourite  has  led  to  the  turn  and 
then  bolted  up  the  shingle,  but,  as  the  tide  has  come  in  and  almost 
covered  the  course,  and  the  other  two  homes  by  declining  to  face 
the  water  have  let  him  in  again,  he  tcins  after  an  exciting 
'hush,  up  to  the  girths  in  sea-water ;  and  such  bookmakers  ai 
have  succeeded  in  obtaining  patronage  are  pat/ing  up  with  at 
much  cheerfulness  as  they  can  command. 

First  Bookmaker  (to  eager  backer).  Wait  a  bit,  my  boy,  wait  a  bit, 
the  number  hasn't  gone  up  yet,  my  son.  Where 's  your  ticket— forty- 
two?  (His  clerk  refers  to  book.)  That's  Squibbs.  I  pay  over 
winners — not  losers.  (To  the  public.)  Come  along  and  fetch  your 
money,  the  bullion 's 'ere  I  (To  another  backer.)  What  was  yours 
—threes  P  |"  Fours  J  'ye  got,"  from  his  clerk.)  Why  don't  yer 
arst  for  what  you  're  entitled  to,  instead  o'  makin  me  arst  my  olurk 
what  your  bet  was  ?  There 's  your  money — take  it  and  go ! 

[  The  backer  departs  wealthier  but  abashed. 

Second  B.  I  'm  payin'  over  that  'ard-run  race,  gentlemen,  men 
and  'orses  exhoreted  I  I  'm  payin'  over  Susan— dear  ole  Susey- 
hanner!  who  wants  their  money?  The  Bank  o'  England's  'ere, 
gentlemen,  Mr.  FRANKIK  FAIKPHICE  and  his  ole  friend,  who 's  always 
by  his  sidfl  and  never  looses  'im ! 

Third  B.  (who  has  had  to  borrow  largely  from  his  brethren  to 
meet  his  engagements).  Are  you  all  done  now?  (To  the  crowd.} 
Then  I  "11  wish  yer  good  afternoon,  thank  ye  all  for  yer  comp'ny, 
but  you  've  bin  bloomin'  bad  fun  to-day,  and  you  don't  ketch  me 
playin'  Patience  on  a  monument  at  any  more  o'  yer  blanky  sand'oppin' 
'andicips,  that's  all! 

[ Ilowerer,  the  local  newspaper  reports  next  day  that ' '  A  number 
of  the  sporting  fraternity  were  in  attendance  to  do  business, 
and  apparently  carried  on  a  brisk  and  profitable  trade  " — 
which  only  shows  how  difficult  it  ii  for  the  casual  observer  to 
form  an  accurate  opinion. 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Monday.— Crowded  house:  all  charmed  with  everything  and 
everybody  in  Fra  Diavolo.  Somebody  in  grand  tier  so  ecstatically 
pleastd,  that,  unable  any  longer  to  control  impulsive  movement,  he 
(or  she)  hurls  into  the  air  leather  lorgnette  case,  which,  descending 
at  an  angle,  clears  the  Prince  of  WALES'S  elbow  by  a  few  inches, 
and  startles  musical  enthusiast  who,  seated  at  corner  of  third  row 
of  stalls,  is  at  that  moment  wrapped  up  in  the  opera,  and  thus  pro- 
tected against  most  external  dangers.  A  thrill  went  through  the 
house!  is  it  a  "B-o-m-b"  bomb?  BBVIGNANI,  pausing,  baton  in 
air,  gives  the  horrorstruok  singers  and  concealed 
orchestra  (to  whom  pause  is  inexplicable)  a  few 
notes  rest.  Then  corner  (stall)  man  picks  up  l'<rg- 
nette  case,  fortunately  empty ;  whereupon  the  Bold 
BEVioNAja's  baton  is  once  more  in  motion,  and 
everyone  is  "  as  they  were."  ARIMONDI  and  Pnri- 
COBSI  earn  a  big  encore  for  duet  and  dance.  Mr. 
DAVI  n  BISPIIAM  with  Madame  AM  AIM,  as  Milor'  and 
Milaili,  speaking  English  and  queer  Italian,  do 
(food  service.  Fra  Diavolo- Lucia  excellent,  and 
Miss  MARIE  ENGLE  (who  naturally  quite  under- 
f.tood  Milor'  and  Miladi  when  speaking  Engelish) 
a  charming,  sprightly  Her  Una.  Revival  decided  hit. 
Wednesday. — VERDI'S  opera,  Falstaff.  Some 
charming  music  in  it ;  otherwise  dull  opera.  Im- 
possible to  put  Falstaff  himself ,  singing  or  speaking, 
on  any  stage.  Actor  or  singer  invariably  over- 
weighted. /KI.IE  DE  I.rssAN,  looking  like  Jessica, 
i-ings  Anne  Page's  music  charmingly.  SHAKS- 
PEARE  created  "  sweet  ANNE  PAGE  the  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Page.  Why  then,  in  the  opera,  is  she  put 
into  the  FOKD  family '(  I  refer  to  the  "Characters  "  in  the  book  of  the 
opera,  where  1  tind  "  Mistress  Ford,"  and  "  Anne,  her  daughter." 
GIULIA  RAVOOLJ  a  sprightly  Dame  Quickly ;  PAULLNB  JORAN  a 
lively  Mistress  Ford;  and  Signor  DE  LUCIA  an  amiable  Fenton, 
"  with  a  song." 

Friday.  -  House  not  absolutely  crowded  to  hear  Carmen.  Is 
Barmen  a  bit  ''off"?  Yet  nothing  better  than  performance  of 
ZELIE  DE  LCSSAN  as  gay  and  wicked  heroine.  Little  Don  Jote  de 
Lucia  first-rate,  and  ANCONA  winning  encore  for  old  friend  Toreador. 
MAHIE  ENOLE  excellent  goodv-goody  contrast  to  bold,  bad  Carmen. 
Police-constable  BEVIONANI,  baton  in  hand,  severe  when  on  the  beat. 
In  honour  of  tioEEN's  Birthday.  Sir  DRURIOLANCS  troupe-ing  // 
Trovatore's  operatic  colours  at  Windsor  Castle.  It  ought  to  have 
been,  appropriately,  Falstaff. 


Saturday. — Faust.  "  House  full."  The  Princess  and  i  Princesses 
present.  MELBA'S  "Jewel  song"  a  gem.  M.  PLAKQON.  whose 
name,  Britishly  pronounced,  suggests  "  Mr.  PLAIW-SONO,  rather 
ecclesiastical  than  diabolical,  a  highly-coloured  but  generally  effec- 
tive Mephistopheles.  Mdlle.  BRA/XI  appears  to-night  as  "  the  new 
woman  in  the  part  of  Siebel.  "She  rouses  enthusiasm,"  quoth 
WAOSTAKK,  "  no  Siebel-lation."  Exeunt  omnet. 


THE  DISCOVERY  OP  LONDON. 

Internewer.  As  a  keen  student  of  your  fascinating  works,  permit 
me  to  render  to  you  my  respectful  homage. 

Distinguished  Foreigner  in  London.  Certainly.  I  observe  that  you 
speak  the  French  of  the  capital  with  fluency. 

Int.  You  flatter  me.  I  am  only  an 
ordinary  journalist.  Possibly  you  prefer 
to  converse  in  our  local  language  ? 

D.  F.  On  the  contrary,  I  have  only 
recently  acquired  the  English  word, "  Yes." 
Curiously  enough,  this  is  my  first  voyage 
of  discovery  to  your  shores.  I  had,  of 
course,  often  heard  of  England,  and  your 
literature  is  not  unfamiliar  to  me.  My 
secretary  reads  to  me  the  works  of  your 
popular  poet,  ROBERT  BROWNING. 

Int.  Do  you  not,  with  your — er — limited 
knowledge,  if  I  may  so  say,  of  our  lan- 
guage, find  that  writer's  meaning  some- 
what obscure  ? 

D.  F.  Oh  no;  for  my  secretary  ti-anslates  him  into  idiomatic 
French  verse  at  sight. 

Int.  M.  ZOLA  has  also  only  recently  discovered  us.  How  do  your 
novelists  find  the  necessary  models  for  their  English  types  ? 

D.  F.  Nothing  simpler.  Tradition,  toild  tout.  The  English- 
woman, with  her  large  feet,  projecting  teeth,  and  execrable  French — 
we  know  her  because  we  have  always  known  her.  It  is  not  necessary 
to  have  seen  her  in  the  flesh.  Indeed,  it  is  only  a  marvel  to  me  that 
I  find  the  type  so  rare  in  its  own  country. 

Int.  Might  I  dare  to  ascribe  such  traditional  views  to  the  prejudice 
of  ignorance?  Your  Press,  I  believe,  does  not  educate  itself  by 
foreign  travel. 

J>.  F.  I  cannot  speak  for  others,  but  personally,  if  I  do  not  offend 
the  laws  of  courtesy  by  saying  this  in  the  city  whose  hospitality  I 
now  enjoy,  I  detest  your  race.  I  regard  vou  as  insular. 

Int.  We  cannot,  of  course,  help  being  born  on  an  island.  But  we 
correct  this  defect  by  constant  visits  to  the  mainland,  and  from  these 
we  have  learnt  a  profound  respect  for  the  tastes  of  our  neighbours. 

I).  F.  I  am  greatly  gratified  by  this.  Nothing  has  impressed  me 
so  favourably  here  as  your  cordial  appreciation  of  our  people. 
I  met  a  distinguished  British  novelist  who  was  actually  acquainted 
with  the  literature  of  my  own  Provence ! 

Jut.  May  I  ask  what  other  features  of  our  comparatively  inac- 
cessible island  have  attracted  your  notice  ? 

/>.  F.  Above  all  things  else,  the  sinister  silence  of  your  city.  On 
the  Stock  Exchange,  down  Cheapside,  among  vendors  of  journals, 
you  can  hear  a  pin  drop.  Everywhere  the  taciturnity  of  the  tomb. 

Int.  And  what  of  our  institutions  and  types  ? 

1).  F.  Nothing  has  impressed  me  so  deeply  as  the  Great  Wheel  at 
Earl's  Court.  It  is  a  monument  of  national  ardour  and  aspiration. 
This,  and  Mr.  STANLEY,  and  your  guardsmen,  and  your  way  of 
cooking  meat,  have  left  the  most  indelible  impression  upon  my 
sentiment  and  constitution.  I  dislike  the  last  two  of  them. 

Int.  In  cooking,  we  freely  yield  you  the  saucepan.  But  how  has 
our  military  given  you  offence  ? 

D.  F.  I  object  to  the  size  of  its  chest,  and  its  manner  of  occu- 
pying the  pavement.  I  have  seen  a  guardsman  in  Whitehall 
against  whom,  in  the  heyday  of  my  youth,  I  should  indubitably 
have  projected  my  person. 

Int.  It  would  have  been  a  rash  and  perhaps  irreparable  act.  But 
tell  me  more.  Kindly  hold  up  once  again  the  veracious  mirror,  that 
we  may  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us.  We  are  so  apt  to  be  blind  to 
our  own  national  defects,  unless  the  impartial  observer,  like  yourself, 
throws  a  flood  of  light  upon  our  idiosyncrasies. 

D.  F.  I  should  like  a  few  more  days  in  which  to  complete  my 
study,  and  verify  my  anticipations,  of  your  interesting  city.  Mean- 
while, let  me  refer  you  to  M.  GABRIEL  MOUREY'S  new  woA—Patst 
le  Detroit.  The  Ulysses  of  our  century,  he  has  gained  a  wide  know- 
ledge of  your  race,  having  been  a  fearless  traveller  in  V  Underground, 
and  seen  some  of  your  most  typical  fogs.  You  may  learn  much  from 
him.  He  is  read  eagerly  at  home,  where  the  thirst  for  books  of 
romantic  travel  and  exploration  grows  hourly.  I  wish  you  the  good 
day.  Yet.  

<j£A  TEETOTAL]  TIP. — How  to  Live  Long— Never  take  "  something 
short." 
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SCENE—;*  Restaurant  near  Leicester  Square. 

Jones.  "On — ER— GARSONG,  REGARDBZ  EECEE — ER — APPORTEZ-VOO  LE— LA " 

Waiter.  "  BEG  PARDON,  SIR.     I  DON'T  KNOW  FRENCH  I  " 

Jones.  "THBN,  FOR  GOODNESS'  SAKE,  SBND  ME  SOMEBODY  WHO  DOM! 


'ARRY  ON  DERBY  DAY. 

DEAR  CHARLIE, — Are  you  going  down?  What 

a  pooty  blarmed  world  this  'as  got, 
With  its  CHANTS,  and  its  Anti-Sport  Leagues, 

Local  Hoption,  and  other  dashed  rot. 
Wot  I*  Libberty  oomin'  to,  CHABLIB  ?    'Ere 's 

'ARRY  leg-lagged  to  his  stool, 
Beoanse  his  new  Gaffer's  aHawkeite.as  means 

a  old-fossilised  fool. 

The  young  'un  whose  crib  I  succeeded  to 

skinned  the  old  bloke's  petty  cash 
In  backing  of  wrong  'uns  last  year,  as  of 

course  was  most  reckless  and  rash. 
But  wy  should  /suffer  along  of  it  ?    Wy  must 

he  drop  upon  me 
Who  wanted  the  Derby  Day  off— for  cremating 

my  poor  uncle  G.  P 

Smelt  a  rat,  the  old  Smelfungus  did,  and  he 

lectured  me,  too,  like  old  boots, 
Saying,  Sport  wos  a  Toupass  tree,  CHARLIE, 

and  lying  wos  one  of  its  fruits. 
He 's  a  reglar  front-row  Anti-Gambler,  a  foe 

of  Mirth,  Music,  and  Malt, 
As  would  'ave  them  lay  Tattersall's  level,  and 

sow  Hepsom  race-course  with  salt. 

I'd  arranged  with  a  sporting   greengrocer, 

and  BOODLE  a  smart  local  Bung, 
To  tool  down  by  road  with  a  trotter.    Us  three 

would  'aye  gone  a  rare  splung, 
And  /ain't  missed  a  Derby  this  five  year. 

And  now  all  along  of  old  hunks 
Instead  of  sweepstaking  for  winners,  I  'm 

making  out  bills  for  hair-trunks. 

It's  beastly,  dear  boy,  and  no  bottles.    I 

landed  on  Ladas  last  year, 
And  I '  ve  got  such  a  cert,  for  to-day,  as  I 

couldn  t  go  wrong  on — no  fear  1 


Oh,  laylocks  and  lemonade,  CHARLIE  !  it  do 

give  yours  truly  the  'ump 
To  think  I  must  miss  such  a  treat,  all  along 

of  that  precious  old  pump. 

The  whizz  o'  the  wheels  makes  mad  music, 

old  man,  in  this  dingy  old  den, 
Where  only  the  tick  of  the  clock,  and  the 

scrape  of  my  spiky  steel  pen, 
Measure  hout  the  monotonous  'ours,  while 

friend  Bung  and  young  Greens  are  agog. 
'Midst  the  clatter  and  clink  of  the  course,  and 

the  yelp  of  the  old  Derby  Dog. 

I  can  smell  the  sweet  whiff  of  their  baccy,  can 

taste  the  cold  chickin"  an'  'am, 
And    see   the  tine  salmon-hued  sparkle  of 

Bung's  Jerryboam  of  Cham. 
I  know  Greens  will  do  it  to  rights  ;  I  am  sure 

a  safe  winner  I  'd  spot. 
And  my  anti-gambling  ola  Gaffer  'as  spiled 

the  whole  splurge  1    Ain't  it  rot  ? 

Them  plaguey  philanterpists,  CHARLIE,  are 

turning  the  world  upsidown  I 
A  cove  musn't  lap   arf-a-pint,  and  a  cove 

mustn't  lay  arl-a-crown ! 
It's  Weto  all  over  the  shop,  CHABLIE  I    But 

wot  /  always  remarks, — 
Philanterpy  seems  to  shine  mostly  in  We- 

toing  other  folks  larks  1 

Well,  I'm  off  down  the  road,  mate,  to  Clap- 
ham,  or  wot  not,  to  see  'em  return. 

My  cert,  'asn't  come  off,  I  'ear,  so  I '  ve  dropped 
arf  the  screw  as  I  earn 

By  my  six  days  of  nose-to-the-grinstone  of 
Gaffer.  He  'd  lari  if  he  knowed. 

But  if  it  ain't  his  bloomin'  fault  for  his  sport- 
'ating  'umbug,  I'm  blowed. 

Sport?  Sport's  in  the  blood  of  a  gentle- 
man !  Cocktails  ain't  fly  to  the  fun 


Of  landing  a  bit  off  a  pal.    Lor  I  a  bet,  on  a 

'orse  or  a  gun, 

Mykes  friendship  and  life    reglar    flavour- 
some!  'Ow  could  your  true  sportsman  care 
For  a  drive  through  green  lanes  to  the  Derby 

without  a  small  flutter  when  there  ? 
Too  late  for  the  flutter  to-night,  but  the 

Clapham  laburnums  are  out ; 
There  are  plenty  of  pubs  on  that  road,  to  the 

Wetoist's  'orror,  no  doubt. 
I  am  sure  to  meet  lots  of  old  pals,  full  of  tun 

and  good  stuff  as  they  '11  carry, 
And  if  we  don't  'ave  Derby  larks,   spite  o 

Gaffers  and  HAWKES,  I  ain't,    'AEKT. 

Derby  Dampers. 

HAVING  no  invitation  to  join  a  company  on 
a  drag.  Having  no  money  to  pay  for  a  rail- 
way ticket  to  the  course.  Having  no  friends 
rich  enough  or  rash  enough  to  advance  a 
trifle  on  account.  Having  no  notion  of  the 
betting  and  no  knowledge  of  the  horses  en- 
gagtd.  Having  no  time,  no  money,  and 
last,  but  not  least,  no  inclination. 

"ALL  NODDIN'."  — The  Western  Daily 
Mercury  records  that  the  New  Woman  has 
broken  out  in  a  new  place— as  A  Lady  Auc- 
tioneer. Woman  at  all  times  has  known  how 
to  go  it  hammer  and  tongs.  Advanced  Femi- 
ninity drops  the  tongs,  but  sticks  to  the 
hammer.  Formerly  man  was  often  gone  on 
fair  woman— rather  expected  of  him.  The 
lady  now  prefers  to  do  the  "Going,  going, 
gone,"  herself.  Awful  vistas  opened  up.  Will 
a  wink  be  as  good  as  a  nod  to  the  Lady  Auc- 
tioneer ?  Will  "  dinner  eyes  "  have  to  yield  to 
"  auction  winks  "  ?  A  for-bidding  prospect. 
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'A  DOUBTFUL   "STAYER." 

L-BBY.  "  YOU  AIN'T  GOT  MUCH  OF  A  MOUNT,  GUVNOR  !  " 

R-8-B-nr.  "  PR' APS  NOT,— BUT  I  'LL  RIDE  HIM  FOR  ALL  HE  'S,  WORTH  1  " 
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THE    SCARLET    PARASOL. 

SCKHK  II. — Drawing-room.     Windows  opening  on  to  Terr  act. 
Ladies  alone. 

Muriel  (to  VIOLA).  CLAUDE  MIGNON  has  been  saying  that  I  am  the 
onlv  woman  he  has  ever  loved ! 

J'itila.  Exactly  what  he  says  to  me ! 

Muriel.  Is  it  a  boast — or  a  confession  ? 

Viola  (quietly).  It  is  a  lie,  that 's  all.  But  what  did  A  LAN  Ror 
say  't  He  didn't  speak  to  me. 

Muriel.  He  says  you  have  a  far-away  look  in  your  eyes. 

Viola  (eagerly).  Yes  ?    I  did  my  best ! 

Muriel  (simply).  So  I  told  him  you  wanted  to  have  a  secret  in  your 
life— ^a  romance.  He  seemed  very  much  interested. 

Viola.  Oh,  MURIEL  !  How  could  you  P  How  silly  of  jyou !  I.'am 
very  angry  indeed. 

Muriel  (calmly).  Why,  VIOLA  ?    ALBERT  i»  getting 'accustomed  to 

his  being  grown-up,  and  CLAUDE  to  his  being 

so  young.   They  all  like  him  immensely.    But 

I  think  they  will  be  glad  when  he  goes  away. 

[Enter  gentlemen. 

Claude  (talking  to  ALAN).  Yea,  I  felt  1  had 
something  to  say — and  I  said  it— in  one 
volume. 

Alan.  There  is  no  mistake  so  fatal  as  to 
write  because  one  has  something  to  say. 

Claude.  How  about  Robinson  Crusoe,  Don 
Quixote 

Alan.  I  am  afraid  I  never  read  them.  I 
couldn't  read  till  I  was  ten— and  then  I  read 
dear  HERHEHT  SPKNCER. 

[He  tries  to  join  VIOLA  and  passes  Mrs. 
AvEaiDOE,  who  moves  to  leare  room 
for  him  on  the  sofa,  and  smiles. 

Alan  (standing  by  the  sofa).  Weren't  the 
flowers  quite  sweet  on  the  table  to-night, 
Mrs.  AVERIDGE  ? 

Mrs.  Aceridge  (trying  to  be  original).  I 
can't  bear  flowers. 

Alan.  What  do  you  like,  Mrs.  AVEHIDOE  P 

Mrs.  Areridge  (looking  out  of  the  window). 
Oh— trees,  I  think. 

Alan.  What !  on  the  table !  (He  escapes, 
and  jiiins  VIOLA.)  Is  that  the  moon  outside, 
MTS.TRAVERS!'  "  Bathing  her  head  m 

Viola  (gazing  at  it  intensely).  I  think  it  is. 

Alan,  bhall  we  go  and  see '(         [They  move  out  on  to  the  terrace. 

Mtiriel  (xitting  next  to  Mrs.  AVEEIDOE).  Isn't  ALAN  Ror  a  littledear  P 

Mrs.  Areridge  (spitefully).  So  your  sister  seems  to  think.  I  had 
no  idea  she  was  so  fond  of  children. 

Muriel.  He  has  such  pretty  ways !  That  new  shade  of  blue  is  very 
fashionable,  Mrs.  AVEBIDGK.  But  it's  a  little  trying  to  you,  do  you 
know  ¥  You  don't  mind  my  saying  so,  do  you  ?  [Antenitiet  continue. 

Mr.  Artridae.  It's  perfectly  amazing!  That  boy  knows  every- 
thirg.  He  talks  politics 

Claude.  He's  a  staunch  Tory ! 

Mr.  Areridge.  Literature 

Claude.  He  tells  me  he 's  not  a  Romanticist ;  he  cares  only  for  the 
Classics. 

Mr.  Areridge.  Art 

Claude  (resigned).  He  dismisses  Symbolism  with  a  word,  smiles  at 
Impressionism  as  old-fashioned,  but  speaks  most  kindly  both  of 
MTLLAIS  and  WHISTLES.  He  calls  them  "poor  dears."  I  think  that 
was  the  phrase.  I  won't  be  sure,  but  I  think  so. 

Mr.  Areridge.  Yes,  he 's  astounding.  [Ponders. 

Claude  (to  MUBIEL).  Aren't  we  going  to  have  some  music  P  How 
I  should  like  you  to  play  those  chants  to  me  again !  Won't  you, 
Miss  VANE  ?  1  love  sacred  music  so. 

Muriel.  Yes ;  with  pleasure.  VIOLA  has  had  my  organ  put  in 
the  billiard-room,  to  be  out  of  the  way.  [Hises. 

Claude  (as  he  and  MURLEL  go  into  the  billiard-room).  The  worst 
point  about  these  clever  boys  is  that  they  are  so  cynical !  No  senti- 
ment—no heart !  [ Continues  ad  lib. 

On  the  Terrace. 

Alan  (to  VIOLA).  You  have  very  wonderful  eyes,  Mrs.  TBAVEHS, 
haven't  you  ? 

Viola.  Have  I  ? 

Alan.  You  know  you  have.    Do  you  believe  in  palmistry  P 

Viola.  I  think  I  do.    Do  you  ? 

Alan.  I  don't  know  whether  I  believe  in  it,  I  like  it.  ...  Your 
line  of  life.  .  .  .  [Continues  ad  lib. 

In  the  Drawing-room. 

Albert.  That  boy  is  bewildering !  He  flits  over  evpry  subject  under 
the  sun !  Have  a  game  of  piquet,  AVBRIDOE  '(  [They  play  piquet. 


In  the  Billiard-room.     MUKIKI.  playing  the  organ.    CLAUDE  by  her 
tide  trying  to  look  like  DICKSKK'S-  picture,  "  Harmony." 

Claude.  Do  you  ever  have  that  curious  feeling  that  you  are  doing 
exactly  what  you  have  done  before,  hearing — seeing  something  for 
the  second  time '{ 

Muriel.  Oh,  yes !  continually !  I  felt  it  during  the  whole  of 
dinner  I 

Claude.  Dp  you  think  it  shows  we  knew  each  other  in  a  previous 
existence,  Miss  VANK  !' 

Muriel.  No.  I  am  afraid  it  only  shows  that  you  sometimes  rej>eat 
yourself.  [She  imilf*. 

Claude.  How  can  you  he  so  unkind .  and  yet  look  such  a  perfect  angel ! 
Muriel.  I  feel  exactly  like  St.  Cecilia  when  I  am  playing  the  organ. 
Claude.  And  /feel  like  St.  Anthony,  Miss  VANE. 

On  the  Terrace. 

Alan.  To  get  right  away  from  people,  to  take  a  drive  together, 
and  bathe  our  heads  in  the  golden  sunlight  1    In  secret !    Do — do 
let  us,  Mrs.  TII  A  M. F:S  ! 

Viola.  It  trould  be  nice !  AUIKKT  is  going 
to  town  for  the  day,  and  the  AVKBLDGKS  are 
going  for  an  excursion.  .  .  .  But  what  could 
we  drive  in  P 

Alan.  Oh,  7  will  arrange  that.  I  will  hire 
a  dog-cart  in  the  village ;  and  we  must  meet 
in  a  lane,  or  a  Meld,  or  something.  And  you 
must  say  you  have  been  to  teach  the  orphan 
boy  to  sew  or  something.  It  would  be  too 
sweet ! 

1'inla.  But— Master  Ror 

Alan.  Don't  call  me  Master  ROT.  Call  me 
ALAN — when  no  one  is  listening. 

I'iola.  ALAN — wouldn't  it  be  much  simpler, 
merely  to  say  we  were  going  for  a  drive,  and 
to  order  the  carriage  ? 
Alan.  Then  where ' s  your  mystery  ? 
Viola.  Very  well !    Then  mind  you  don't 
tell  anyone ! 

Alan.    Not  tell  anyone,  Mrs.  TBAVCBB! 
But  what 's  the  use  of  a  secret  if  one  doesn't 
tell  it  to  everyone '( 
Viola.  Oh! 

Alan. I  was  only  joking,  dear  Mrs.  TR.AVKBS. 
At  three,  then. . . .  Sh-sh !    (He  picks  up  her 
fan  with  the  air  of  a  conspirator.)    If  I  think 
the  golden  Bunhght."        ^  ^yi]liug  else;  j  'U  write  a  liule  note,  and 

put  it  under  the  clock  on  that  mantelpiece.     Shall  I '( 
Viola.  What  fun!    But  would  it  be  safe  P 

Alan.  Would  you  rather  we  corresponded  in  the  Times  about  it, 
Mr«.  TIUVERSP 

Viola.  You  're  making  fun  of  the  whole  thing. 
[She  pou's,  vVc.     He  shows  by  her  Line  of  Fate  that  all  will 

be  well. 

Mrs.  Areridge  (to  hertelf).  Well  of  all  the  dull  house*  I  ever 
stayed  at!  ...  Piquet  in  the  drawing-room,  chants  in  the  billiard- 
room,  palmistry  with  Infant  Phenomenons  on  the  Terrace !  .  .  .  It  '• 
guite  true,  too,  what  that  affected  little  VANB  girl  said— the  colour 
is  trying.  ...  I  '11  never  come  here  again ! 

[Retires  to  her  room  in  disgust. 


"  HECKLING."— At  a  meeting  of  the  supporters  of  Mr.  MURRAY, 
Master  of  Elibank,  the  Liberal  candidate  tor  West  Edinburgh,  the 
following  "  heckle  "  took  place  :— 

"Mr.  Guy.  Seeing  you  approve  of  Home  Rul«  all  round,  what  it  the 
smallest  number  of  Parliament*  the  United  Kingdom  would  require  ? 
(Laughter  and  a  troict :  '  Send  it  back  to  Parliament  Square.') 

The  Matter  of  Elibank.  I  think  that  U  a  question  which  can  be  settled  by 
an  ordinary  addition  sum.  (Cketri  and  laughter.)'' 

Which  shows  that  the  Master  is  a  real  Master  of  Arts  as  well  as  of 
Elibank,  and,  as  regards  platform  difficulties,  good  at  getting  out. 
But  whether  he  is  equally  good  at  "getting  in"  the  future  must 
decide.  A  slipnerv  customer,  evidently,  is  Mr.  MURRAY,  and  his  title 
ought  to  be  "  the  Master  of  Eely-bank. 


A  REAL  "  MAN  OF  THE  TiMKS." — Mr.  Punch  congratulates  Dr. 
W.  H.  KrssF.LL,  endeared  to  his  friends  and  companiuns-in-anns 
as  "BiLLr  RUSSELL,"  on  his  becoming  Sir  WILLIAM  HOWARD 
RUSSELL,  Knight  of  the  Pen.  Prosit ! 


SCOTCH  JUNKETING.— A  "Curd  Fair"  has  been  held,  as  usual,  at 
Eilmarnock,  and  the  number  of  excursionists  who  left  the  town,  both 
by  r»ad  and  rail,  is  said  to  have  been  very  large.  Well,  of  course  a 
Curd  Fair  naturally  leads  to  a  number  of  whey-farers ! 
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THE  LOSS  OF  RICHMOND  HILL. 
Am— "  The  I.at»  of  Richmond  Hill." 

FBOM  Richmond  Hill  there  is  a  view 

As  fair  as  Tempo's  morn  ; 
Its  charms  are  such  that  sure  by  few 

Their  loss  were  calmly  borne. 
This  view  so  sweet,  no  "  Jerry  "  street 

Must  intercept  or  kill ; 
We  all  decline  thus  to  resign. 

The  view  from  Richmond  Hill ! 

How  happy  would  that  builder  be 

Who  *d  call  that  plot  his  own ! 
His  heart  is  fixed  on  lease  and  fee, 

Ours  on  the  view  alone. 
This  view  so  sweet  must  rest  complete, 

For  not  with  our  good  will 
For  villas  fine  will  we  resign 

That  view  from  Richmond  Hill  I 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THB  DIART  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

ll/iuse.  of  Comment,  Monday,  May  20. — 
JAKES  GALLOWAY  WEIR  is  a  sore  man  the 
night.  Ross  and  Cromarty  hide  their  dimin- 
ished head — or  should  it  be  heads  ? — before 
the  illuminated  mountain  tops  of  Inverness- 
shire.  THE  MACGBEGOK  has  done  him  at 
last,  done  him  hopelessly.  Since  the  present 
Parliament  met,  he  and  THB  MACGREGOB 
have  run  pretty  evenly,  neck  and  neck  in  race 
to  show  what  Scotland  can  do  in  this  way 
when  it  concentrates  its  mighty  mind  on  the 
effort.  In  former  times  Ireland  had  mono- 
poly of  the  Crank  as  he  was  returned  to  Par- 
liament. Scotch  Members  preserved  tradi- 
tional reputation  of  their  country  as  the 
home  of  dour-headed  businesslike  men.  WEIR 
standing  alone  would  have  sufficed  to  tear 
this  fable  to  tatters.  THE  MACGREGOB  un- 
aided would  have  confounded  the  tradition. 
The  combination  of  talent  was  irresistible, 
overpowering  in  its  force  of  conviction. 

Between  these  eminent  men  there  has  been, 
from  the  first,  a  feeling  of  generous  rivalry. 
THE  MACGREGOR,  as  befitted  the  riper 
genius,  has  been  more  successful  in  conceal- 
ing it.  Whenever  he  has  put  a  question 
about  the  Crofters,  WEIB  has  managed  to 
drop  in  with  supplementary  inquiry.  His 
name  appearing  in  the  report,  watchful 
Scotia  would  take  note  that  THE  MACGREGOR 
was  not  the  only  one  of  her  sons  who,  in  a 
foreign  land,  cared  for  her  interests.  THE 
MACGREGOR,  on  the  contrary,  not  less  loftily 
because  without  apparent  design,  ignored 
WEIR.  There  is  reason  to  believe  he  did  not 
regard  with  fullest  measure  of  appreciation 
his  intellectual  capacity,  his  business  apti- 
tude, or  his  parliamentary  manner. 

"A  puir  creature!"  he  said,  cue  night, 
storing  straight  up  at  the  gaslit  roof.  There 
was  no  one  up  there  at  the  moment,  and  as 
this  happened  to  be  the  night  when  WEIH 
had  eleven  questions  on  the  paper,  by  way 
of  showing  nis  want  of  confidence  in  the 
Government,  and  was  approaching  the  ninth 
with  ever  deepening  chest  notes,  there  is  too 
much  reason  to  fear  that  at  that  moment  the 
Member  for  Inverness-shire  was  not  uncon- 
scious of  the  existence  of  the  Member  for 
Ross  and  Cromarty. 

JAMES  GALLOWAY'S  boot-issuing  and  blood- 
curdling tones:  his  tragic  reiteration  of  the 
phrase,  "  Is  the  right  hon.  gentleman  a 
Weir  ?  "  The  solemn  sweep  of  his  arm  as  he 
places  the  reluctant  pince-nez  on  his  dispu- 
tatious nose;  his  stare  of  haughty  surprise 
when  Ix>wlanders  opposite  titter  at  his  inquiry 
about  the  lost  handle  of  the  parish  pump  in 
outraged  Pitlochrie ;  his  habit  of  turning  up 
at  unexpected  places  on  either  side  of  the 
House  below  the  Gangway— these  things  are 


FELINE    AMENITIES. 

"ARK  YOU  GOING   TO  THE  BdOWNs'   DANCE?"  "  No.      I   HAVBN'T  BEEN  A8B«D." 

"OH— I  SUPPOSE  IT'S  QUITE  A  Yovso  PEOPLE'S  DANCE,  YOU  KNOW  I" 


unique  in  their  way.  In  the  aggregate  they 
would,  save  for  THE  MACGREGOB,  have  placed 
him  on  an  unapproachable  pinnacle.  After 
to-night  he  will  reign  alone.  The  other  King 
of  the  Bedlam  Brentford  has  abdicated.  But 
evermore  there  will  rest  over  JAMES  GALLOWAY  ; 
the  chill  shadow  of  the  mighty  triumph  with 
which  his  rival  closed  his  public  career. 

Nothing  in  the  parliamentary  life  of  THE 
MACGREGOR  became  him  so  well  as  its  quit- 
tance. The  artful  way  in  which  he  lea  the 
SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  up  to  confession  of  in- 
tent with  respect  to  the  Crofters  Bill ;  the 
SQUIRE'S  humble  plea  to  wait  till  Thursday  ; 
the  MACGREGOR' s  stern  response,  "  That  is 
not  good  enough  for  me ; "  then  his  swinging 
march  down  the  Gangway  (almost  you  could 
hear  the  pibroch  playing) ;  his  halt  before  the 
Mace ;  his  stately  bow  to  the  SPEAKER  ;  the 
march  resumed ;  the  fresh  halt  at  the  Bar  ; 


another  sweeping  obeisance  (again  fancy 
feigned  the  faint  sound  of  the  distant  pibroch), 
and  the  MACGREGOR  was  o'er  the  border, 
and  aw  a'. 

"  A  puir  daft  body,"  said  JAMES  GAI^ 
LOWAY  WEIB,  his  musing  tight,  by  strange 
coincidence,  also  fixed  on  the  ceiling. 

Satinets  (Inne.—liir.  MAcGREflOR  shakes 
the  dust  of  the  House  of  Commons  from  off 
his  feet.  In  disordered  state  of  things  that 
followed,  paralysed  Government  escaped 
defeat  in  Committee  on  Welsh  Disestablish- 
ment Bill  by  narrow  majority  of  nine. 

Tiietilay. — Surely  never  was  such  a  place 
'  in  the  world  as  House  of  Commons  for  bifur- 
cations.    Within  memory  of  man  there  was  a 
time  when,  of  two  sides  of  the  political  high- 
j  way,  Liberals  trod  one,  Conservatives  paced 
!  the  other.    Now  House  is  broken  up  into  half 
I  a  dozen  parties,   each  with  its  infinitude  of 


264 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  1,  1895. 


sections.  Most  depressing  and  disappointing-  development  of  this 
tendency  appears  to-night.  The  Eldest-Son  Party  is  just  bereft  of 
one  of  its  most  active  members  by  WOLMER'S  accession  to  Earldom. 
General  GEOBGE  CUKZON,  whose  forces,  on  full  muster,  counted  two, 


THE    M  A(  (IllKGOR   RETIRES    TO    HIS    CAVE. 

Mr.  W-r    "  Mon,  if  I  hadna  thocht  he  was  jokin',  I  wad  ha'  gone  mysel' 
— to  be  even  wi'  "im !  " 

is  now  reduced,  on  Queen's  Birthdays  and  other  State  occasions,  to 
reviewing  ST.  JOHN  BRODRICK,  seal.  Force  of  habit  still  strong, 
and,  when  speaking  to-night,  he  made  House  acquainted  with  the 
views  on  constitutional  question  which  "  1  and  my  friends  hold  " 

It  may  be  singular,  but  so  is  the  number  of  the  friends.  CRAN- 
BORNE,  in  one  of  his  fiery  speeches,  made  it  clear  just  now  that  the 
Eldest  Sons  are  divided  on  the  question  which  General  GEORGE 
CUBZON,  Quartermaster-General  ST.  JOHN  BHODRICK,  and  the  late 
Army  (now  gone  to  another  place)  made  their  own.  This  defection 
fr  >m  within  not  made  np  by  sustentation  from  without.  JOSEPH, 
having  got  a  little  mixed  between  what  he  said  on  Coleridge  peerage 
case,  and  the  exact  reverse  put  forward  by  him  with  equal  confidence 
on  the  Selbirne  case  judiciously  absented  himself  to-night.  COURT 
NET  also  absent.  PRINCE  ARTHUR  sat  ominously  silent  on  Front 
Bench,  whilst  DICK  WEBSTER  backed  up  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  in 
denouncing  position  assumed  by  General  GEORGE  and  Quartermaster- 
General  ST.  JOHN.  As  for  the  Army,  multitudinously  alluded  to  as 
"  the  Hon.  WILLIAM  WALDEGRAVE  PALMER,  commonly  called 
Viscount  WOLMER,  now  Earl  of  SELBORNE,"  it  was  withdrawn, 
interned  as  garrisons  are  at  particular  crises  of  civic  life.  House 
gladly  ordered  issue  of  new  writ  for  West  Edinburgh.  Constitution 
remains  unreformed,  and  WILLIAM  WALDEGRAVE — to  quote  with 
plight  variation  from  the  appropriate  source  of  tombstone  literature— 
Called  hence  by  early  doom, 
Livo^  but  to  show  how  sweet  an  Earl 
In  House  of  Lords  may  bloom. 

Business  done,— Clause  III.  added  to  Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill. 

Thursday  —The  Bashful  BAHTLEY,  temporarily  overcoming  a  con- 
stitutional weakness  that  is  the  despair  of  his  friends,  and  has  proved 
a  serious  block  in  the  way  of  his  public  advancement,  put  himself 
forward  just  now.  Is  disturbed  hv  dalliance  of  Lord  BHASSET,  some- 
»lme  ago  appointed  Governor  of  Victoria.  BARTLEY  has  conviction 
that  it,  m  good  time  coming,  his  party  should  acknowledge  faithful 
service  by  appointing  him  to  Governorship,  he  would  lose  no  time  in 
entering  upon  his  new  sphere  of  usefulness.  That  course  Lord  BRASSEY 


might  be  expected  to  follow.  "  Instead  of  which,  he  goes  about  the 
country — stealing  ducks,"  BARTLEY,  impelled  by  swing  of  the  quota- 
tion, was  about  to  add.  Pulling  himself  up  in  time,  he  added, 
"  making  party  political  speeches  in  favour  of  candidates  at  elections." 

SYDNEY  BUXTON,  in  his  most  Severe- Young-Man-manner,  in- 
formed the  not  quite  Blameless  BARTLEY  that  BRASSEY  not  yet  set 
out  to  undertake  Governorship  of  Victoria  because  he  is  not  yet 
Governor.  HOPETOUN'S  term  does  not  expire  till  September,  and 
unless  it  were  desired  to  run  the  risk  of  a  sort  of  colonial  Sox  and 
Cox  scene,  it  would  be  well  he  should  await  the  due  date  of  his 
succession. 

BARTLEY  blushed,  said  nothing— at  least,  not  aloud.  To  himself 
muttered,  "  They  may  say  what  they  like  ;  but,  after  all,  bashful- 
ness  is  the  best  policy." 

The  TIRESOME  TOMLINSON  so  affected  by  this  repulse  of  an 
esteemed  friend  and  neighbour  that  when,  later  in  sitting.  BARTLEY. 
forgetting  his  pious  resolve,  moved  amendment  to  Budget  Bill 
exempting  a  wife's  revenues  from  income-tax,  T.  T.,  nibbing  out  to 
support  him  in  division  lobby,  lost  the  way.  When  he  arrived  at 
lobby  door,  found  it  locked.  Rattled  at  handle ;  kicked  panel. 
For  only  reply  came  whisper  through  keyhole,  in  voice  he  recognised 
as  TOMMY  BOWLES'  :  "  Too  late.  Go  away,  you  foolish  virgin." 

"  Bad  enough,"  said  T.  T.,  "  to  lose  chance  of  voting  against  the 
Government.  But  whv  TOMMY  BOWLES  should  call  me  a  foolish 
virgin,  I  don't  know.  Do  I  look  like  one  ?  " 

Business  done. —  Scotch  Grand  Committee  set  up.  Opposition 
straightway  so  and  gather  sticks  wherewith  to  knock  it  down. 

Friday.— Came  across  little  group  in  lobby  just  now  steeped  in 
brackish  waters  of  tribulation.  Only  three  of  them,  but  they 
seemed  to  have  all  the  trouble  of  the  world  divided  amongst  them. 

"  What 's  the  matter  ?"  I  asked.  "Bten  listening  to  two  hours' 
debate  on  Budget  Bill  in  Committee  ?  " 

"  Worse  than  that,"  said  HART  DYKE.  "  Haven't  you  heard  ? 
CARMARTHEN,  riding  out  on  his  bicycle,  came  by  sudden  turn  on 
steam-roller.  Bicycle  shied ;  pitched  DOLLY  off." 

"  Poor  DOLLY!  "  said  JOHN  PENN,|moppingihis  eye  with  a  J  pen- 
wiper. "  He  fell  on  his  head." 


",NOT   FOR  Jo-ACHIM  !  " 

["The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHECICER  said  that  the  right  hon.  member 
for  St.  George's  had  referred  to  the  fact  that  this  was  leap  year,  and  they  nil 
knew  that  in  leap  year  proposals  could  be  made  that  would  be  considered 
rather  extraordinary  in  ordinary  times.  (Laughter.)  To  accept  the  rietit 
hon.  gentleman's  proposal  would  not  be  consistent  with  his  duty.'* —  Tiws.] 

HART  DYKE  and  MARK  LOCKWOOD  (together) — "  Oh,  then  he's  not 
hurt."  Sudden  brightening  of  faces  as  load  of  apprehension  removed 
from  mind  ;  walked  off  quite  cheerfullv. 

Gracious,  kind-hearted  comrades !  So  pleasant,  amid  turmoil  of 
political  warfare,  to  come  upon  idyllic  scene  like  this,  and  learn  how 
sweet  a  thing  is  friendship. 

Business  done. — Budget  Bill  through  Committee. 
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ROBERT    ON    THE   TEMS. 

MK  and  eum  of  the  Gents  of  the  Lundon  County  Counsel,  as  they 
call*  theirsnlves,  has  had  sum  considerable  differences  of  opinion 
lately,  but  I  don't  supposelas  it  will  cum  to  much.  It  seems  an  mim 
on  em  has  got  theireelvesTf  lec'ed  into  the  Terns  Con»erwancy  Gents, 

and  not  hi  nk  as  i  •  dun  quite  sattis- 
f v»  em  unless  they  has  the  best 
places  on  bord  the  crack  steamers 
as  takes  em  either  up  the  River 
or  Down  the  River,  as  the  tace 
may  be.  In  course  they  all 
wants  the  werry  best  heatables 
and  drinkables,  and  plenty  on 
em ;  but  if  the  water  appens  to 
be  jest  a  little  ruff,  the  one  thing 
as  they  all  scrambles  for  is  plenty 
to  heat  and  plenty  to  drink,  and 
a  nice  quiet  seat  in  the  Saloon  all  the  way  home. 

I  herd  tell  the  other  day  as  how  as  some  of  the  Terns  Conserwanoy 
Gtnts  had  a  reglar  quarrel  with  sum  of  the  County  Counsel  Gents, 
all  beopz  of  the  diffrence  that  sum  on  em  wants  to  make  in  the  way 
in  which  things  is  conducted  on  bord  when  agoing  on  their  way 
home.  It  most  suttenly  must  make  a  great  diffrence  weather  it  is  a 
nice,  brillyant,  sunny  day,  and  all  happv  on  bord.  or  weather  it  is  a 
dull,  dark,  rainy  day,  and  not  room  enuff  for  harf  the  oumpany. 

I  don't  find  as  how  as  the  too  party  s  in  the  Corporation  agrees  with 
one  another  more  than  thev  nsed  to  when  they  used  to  quarrel  so 
much  about  everythink.  In  fack  they  seems  jist  as  much  oppised  to 
each  other  as  ever,  and  I,  for  my  part,  most  truly  hopes  as  how  as  they 
will  continue  in  the  same  noble  spirit,  and  then  they  will  hate  eacn 
other  with  the  same  cordial  hatred  as  so  distinguished  them  in  days 
gone  by. 

I  don't  know  a  greater  treat  mvself  than  spending  a  nour  or  too 
with  the  County  Counsellors  at  Charing  Cross.  They  can  lay  the 
stingers  about  in  splendid  style,  and  both  sidesof  the  question,  much 
alike  in  force,  and  werry  much  alike  in  quolity.  But  the  werry  finht 
sight  of  all  I  shoud  think  wood  be  to  see  a  thorowly  good  set  to 
between  a  picked  set  of  the  Terns  Coneerwanoy  and  another  of  the 
County  Counsellors.  From  what  I  hears  of  the  former  I  shoud  think 
thtir  chance  would  be  grand  indeed,  and  from  what  I  have  herd  of 
their  reckless  perseverence  I  should  thirk  their  loss  almost  in- 
credible. The  Terns  is  the  river  for  me,  and  long  may  it  remain  TO  ! 

ROBERT. 

ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

TEHKIBLE  things  have  been  happening  in  Newcastle.  If  any  one 
doubts  this  statement,  let  him  read  the  following  extract  from  one  of 
the  local  papers.  "Though  it  is  a  good  while,  observes  a  leader- 
writer,  "since  it  could  be  said  with  Justice  that  the  trade  of  the  country 
was  advancing  by  leaps  and  bounds,  the  observation  may  with  abso- 
lute accuracy  be  made  with  respect  to  onr  Newcastle  rate*.  They 
have  stolen  along  with  woollen  feet,  and  are  now  about  to  strike 
with  iron  hands."  

I  BOW  to  the  ground  in  awe-struck  admiration  before  this  picture 
of  rates  stealing  along  on  woollen  feet  and  raising  iron  hards  for  a 
deadly  blow  at  the  unfortunate  ratepayers  of  Newcastle.  There  is 
something  fell  and  savage  in  the  mere  oontempMion  of  it.  Prose  is 
quite  inadequate  to  it ;  it  demands  rhyme,  and  must  have  it : — 

Consider  Newcastle,  its  pitiful  case. 
Where  the  rates  have  a  habit  of  stealing. 

'Tis  a  way  they  are  prone  to  in  many  a  place, 
And  they  do  it  without  any  feeling. 

Thev  move  without  noise,  and  they  thus  get  the  pull, 

Like  a  cab  with  a  new  rubber  tyre  on ; 
For  tlwir  feet,  it  is  said,  are  a  compound  of  wool, 

Though  the  hands  that  they  strike  with  are  iron. 

The  vision  appals  me,  one  glimpse  is  enough ; 

With  terror  my  bosom  is  hearing. 
Yet.  I  venture  the  hint— do  not  treat  it  as  stufl'— 

That  steel  were  more  suited  for  thieving. 


SOMETHING  always  appears  to  be  wrone  with  the  streets  of  Bristol. 
I  had  to  notice  the  melancholy  case  of  Christmas  Street  last  week. 
The  epidemic  has  now  extended  to  Old  Market  Street.  Here  the 
pitching  is  so  dangerous  that  Worses  fall  and  break  their  legs,  and 
ladies  die  from  falls  on  Eastf r  Mondays.  A  correspondent  who  calls 
attention  to  this  matter  says  that  "  it  is  quite  annoying  on  a  busy 
day  to  have  to  ask  customers  two,  thiee,  or  even  four  times  what 
they  require."  I  scarcely  eee  what  this  has  to  do  with  the  pavement, 
bnt  personally  I  have  alwajs  found  it  more  than  annoying  to  be 
asked  four  times  as  much  as  I  require,  even  when  my  requirements 


are  small,  as  they  usually  are.  It  is  gratifying  to  ftnd  that,  in  Old 
Market  Street,  at  any  rate,  the  shopkeeper  who  asks  has  an  equal 
chare  of  annoyance.  

THEN  again.  Conduit  Place,  I/>wer  Ashley  Road,  is  not  only  badjy 
lighted,  butitsname  is  practically  unknown.  "  Even  shopkeepers  in 
the  neighbourhood  and  policemen  on  the  beat  do  not  seem  *o  know  of 
it,  and  sometimes  lead  people  astray  in  consequence."  This,  how- 
ever, is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  as  "  another  difficulty  is  the  number- 
ing of  the  houses ;  although  only  about  thirty  in  the  road,  they  are 
divided  into  five  terraces  with  different  set*  of  numbers,  which  causes 
endless  confusion."  

INCREASE  not.  wanderer,  the  policeman's  load ; 

Ask  not  the  site  of  Lower  Ashley  Road, 

Inquire  not  eauorly  for  f'onduit  Place, 

Rut  start  unasking  on  thy  terraced  chase. 

These  places  to  policemen  are  unknown, 

So  shall  the  pride  of  finding  be  thine  own. 

Go  forth,  go  forth,  itinerary  pundit, 

And  find  the  place  that  takes  its  name  from  Conduit. 

Thy  journey,  after  manv  a  turn  and  tw_ist  '11 

Land  thee  at  Lower  Ashley  Road  in  Bristol. 

Then  pause,  and,  having  raised  a  thankful  voice, 

Take  'midst  five  terraces  thy  doubtful  choice ; 

And,  envied  by  policemen  on  their  beats, 

Return,  a  lexicon  of  Bristol  streets.    • 

BUT  the  badness  of  the  streets  and  the  ignorance  rf  policemen 
as  to  their  whereabout  is  nothing  to  the  annoyance  eauped  by  the 
Salvation  Army  bands  near  St.  Clement's  Church  in  Newfound- 
land Road.  "On  Ascension  Day,"  the  Vicar  writes,  "our  ser- 
vice was  completely  stopped  for  several  minutes,  as  the  preacher, 
who  had  a  bad  cold,  wainnable  to  shout  above  the  din  of  the  parsing 
drum."  I  shudder  to  imagine  what  wonld  have  been  the  plight  of  the 
congregation  if  the  preacher  had  been  free  from  cold,  and  capable  of 
shouting  down  a  drum.  

ROWING  and  cricket  are  more  closely  connected  than  many  people 
suppose.  In  an  account  of  the  Oxford  eight-oared  humping  races, 
I  read  that  "  New  College  started  at  a  tremendous  bat."  This  of 
course  accounts  for  the  bawling  on  the  bank  by  which  thes»  races 
are  always  accompanied.  Further  on  it  is  stated  that  "  New  College 
finished  at  40,  all  out  "—which  seems  rather  a  small  score. 

I  COMMEND  the  brevity  of  the  Mavor  "f  Cambridge,  Mr.  HTD* 
HILLS,  who,  being  obviously  above  Hyde  Park,  does  not  condescend 
to  the  verbosity  of  the  specters  who  or  Sundays  congregate  in  that 
locality.  The  other  day  Mr.  HYDE  HILLS  was  elected  to  be  an 
Alderman,  and  all  he  said  was,  "  I  thank  yon."  This  is  opttmt 
exempli,  especially  for  Aldermen. 

LATELY  I  came  across  the  following  touching  appeal  of  an  impe- 
cunious son  to  his  father : — 


Sir,—  I  have  piles  of  bills, 
Regular  miles  of  bills ; 

My  banking  account 's  in  a  huh. 
AH  on  the  debtor  side. 
Nought  on  the  better  side;    ["cash." 

The   balance    you  M    hardly   call 


'Ti»  terrible  when  you  're  r«- 
-duced  thut  to  penury, 

Even  if  that  '•  nothing  new. 
Hope !     Can  I  dream  of  it  ? 
Te«.  there  '§  a  gleam  of  it ; 

My  quarter's  allowance  u  due ! 


AT  the  Bigg  Market  in  Newcastle  was  recently  held  what  a  local 
paper  describes  as  "  a  demnostration  in  favour  of  temperance 
reform."  "  Demnostiation  "  is  a  delightful  word.  It  seems  to  ex- 
press  in  the  most  compact  form  enthusiasm  and  strong  language. 

A  QUEWION  OP  POLICE.— A  few  days  since  Liverpool  set  another 
lesson  to  London.  No  doubt  with  the  consent  of  the  Liverpudlians 
(inclusive  of  "the  dangerous  classes"),  the  local  polio*  force  had  a 
grand  field-day.  To  quote  onr  excellent  contemporary,  the 
Courier,  "those  who  witnessed  the  police's  steady  march  through 
the  streets  in  three  battalions,  and  their  t ff i  ctively-perf ormed 
manreuvres  in  Sefton  Park,  would  hardly  realise  what  the  turn-out 
meant  to  most  of  the  men.  They  were  on  duty  through  the  night, 
and  had  very  little  rest  before  they  had  to  parade  for  inspection 
(with  the  march-ont  and  review),  and  the  weather  being  warm,  the 
display  involved  fatigue,  so  that  the  refreshments  provided  were 
very  welcome."  Yes,  and  no  doubt  well  deserved.  _  But  why  should 
London  wait?  Why  should  not  we  hcve  something  of  the  same 
kind  ?  We  might  have  a  granH  Police  Rtview  in  Hyde  Paik.  All 
that  would  be  necesfary  we uld  be  to  arrange  that  the  metropolitan 
thieves  should  keep  the  ground ! 

PBOVEBBJAL  PAWJAMtKTABY  ECONOMY  OR  SBOBT  COMMONS  FOB 
UPPEB  HOUSE.-  Don't  spare  the  Black  Red,  end  then  jou  non  thave 
to  spoil  the  Upper-Housemaid. 


TOT,.    (TVTTT. 


A  A 
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HINTS    FOR   THE  £  PARK. 

DON'T  PUT  TOUR  HOKSK  orr  OF  TH»  WALK  UNLKM  YOU  CAM  RKALLY  RIDE. 


[ 

con 


NOTES  FROM  A  PATIENT'S  DIARY. 

"  Music  is  a  serious  therapeutic  agent,  which  exercises  a  genuine  and 
isidvrable  influence  oyer  bodily  functions." — Tht  Lancet.} 

Monday, — Feel  rather  out  of  sorts,  slight  touch  of  influenza,  I 
fancy.  Send  round  for  Doctor.  He  shakes  his  head  gravely,  and 
produces  stethoscope.  I  protest  that  there 's  nothing  wrong  with  my 
lungs,  and  this  is,  therefore,  unnecessary.  But  he  explains  that  he 
treats  all  his  patients  by  music  nowadays;  supposed  stethoscope 
turns  out  to  be  a  cornet,  on  which  he  performs  selections  from 
//  Troratnre  for  my  benefit.  Asks  me  if  I  feel  better,  and  in  order 
to  get  rid  of  him  I  pretend  that  I  do.  Later  on  in  the  day  a  small 
musical-box  arrives,  labelled  "to  be  taken  twice  a  day."  Find  it 
only  plays  one  tune  out  of  Rigoletto.  Pitch  it  out  of  window. 

Tuesday. — No  better.  Consult  another  doctor,  who 's  just  taken  his 
degree  (in  muric)  at  Oxford,  and  is  suppose  d  to  be  very  clever.  He  feels 
my  pulse,  and  looks  solemn.  Then  he  asks  if  I  'ye  been  giving  way 
to  Italian  opera  lately,  and  appears  coldly  sceptical  when  I  explain 
lhat  I  have  been  taking  it  by  medical  advice.  Prescribes  essence  of 
WAGNER,  to  be  taken  at  short  intervals.  Begin  by  attending  a 
RICHTER  conceit.  Dr.  RICHTER'S  practice  is  said  to  be  enormous, 
and  every  part  of  St.  James's  Hall  is  thronged  by  bis  patients. 

Wtdnetday. — Better.  Receive  a  large  number  of  patent  medicine 
circulars—  this  kind  of  thing :  "  Try  our  Indigesticn  Waltzes !  War- 
ranted to  cuie.  All  headache,  giddiness  and  faintness  removed  at 
firtt  time  of  hearing."  Here 's  another :  "  Dentists  superseded  I  All 
sufferers  from  Toothache  should  attend  Herr  BOSKOWSKI'S  course  of 
Dental  Piano  Recitals.  Worth  a  guinea  a  stall."  I  also  learn  that 
the  Hirsutine  Symphony  cures  baldness,  and  that  the  Pink  Bavarian 
Band  may  be  engaged  to  play  "  Slumber- Songs  "  to  sufferers  from 
insomnia. 

Thursday. — Am  aroused  by  five  barrel-organs  performing  simul- 
taneously under  my  next-door  neighbour's  window.  Sena  a  note 
round  suggesting  they  should  be  dispersed.  Answer  "  Sorry  to 
cause  annoyance,  but  our  youngest  child  is  suffering  from  chicken- 
pox,  and  has  been  ordered  street-music  every  three  hours."  Go  out 
to  buy  an  air-gun.  Later  in  the  day,  happening  to  take  up  the 


Lancet  at  the  Club,  I  find  in  it  a  long  article  on  "  The  treatment  of 
pleurisy  by  BKBTHOVEN'S  Fifth  Symphony  in  C  Minor." 

Friday.  —  Two  seedy  -  looking  men  suddenly  appear  in  the 
drawing-room  after  dinner  to-night.  Discover  that  they  are  "  The 
Brothers  TITTLEBAT"  from  the  Abracadabra  Music  Hall,  and  that  my 
wife  has  engaged  them,  by  her  doctor's  orders,  to  sing  comic  songs 
every  evening  for  a  fortnight,  in  order  to  cure  the  depression  of 
spirits  from  which  she  believes  herself  to  be  suffering.  "  The  Brothers 
TITTLEBAT"  teem  to  be  suffering  themselves  from  elevation  of  spirits 
—gin,  to  judge  by  the  smell:  kick  them  out,  and  decide  to  emigrate 
to-morrow. 


LA  DIVA  AT   DALY'S. 

OISMOKDA  is  poor  stuff.  The  selection  was  a  mistake.  Lucky  man 
SARDOU  to  have  SARA  for  heroine.  Great  is  SARDOU  and  SARA  is  his 
profit !  Splendid  as  ever,  but  genius  wasted  on  Gitmonda.  She  will 
be  seen  at  her  best  in  other  dramas.  Wonderful  artute ! 

Yes,  artiste  jusqu'au  bout  del  angles,  but  why  give  us  these 
real  good  tips,  painted  red  P  If  it  were  in  English,  SARA  might  make 
some  joke  about  her  fingers  being  "reddy  "  for  the  assassination  of 
the  villain.  This  explanation  does  not  exist  in  French.  Probably 
it  was  the  fashion  in  the  time  of  Gismonda. 

Will  any  dramatist  give  SARA  an  entirely  new  part  in  which  she 
will  not  be  compelled  to  purr,  swear  (like  a  cat,  not  a  trooper) ,  scratch, 
shriek,  tumble  on  settees,  clutch  curtains,  wrestle  with  cushions, 
and  so  forth  ? 

Why,  on  first  night,  revive  old  custom  of  handing  up  baskets  of 
flowers,  per  orchestra,  to  the  heroine  of  the  play  and  the  Star  of  the 
Night  r  Why  keep  the  audience  waiting  so  long  between  each  Act  ? 
WB  are  not  in  Paris,  and  when  we  have  too  much  "  song,"  or  play, 
we  can't  get  any  "  supper." 


NOTK  (by  our  City  Man).— Excellent  notion  for  a  hot  June—"  the 
Chili  Loan."  It  will  be  a  hot  favourite :  to  be  taken  up  warmly. 
Mem.  Invest  "  cool  thousand  "  in  the  Chili  Loan. 
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THE  SCARLET  PARASOL. 

SCENE  III.—  The  Hall.     A  quarter  to  Three  in  the  afternoon. 

Muriel  (to  ALAN,  who  is  fust  faking  his  hat).  Oh !  May  I  speak 
to  you  one  moment.  Master  ROT  ? 

Alan.  Pray  do,  dear  Miss  VANE.  I  am  just  going  for  a  stroll  by 
myself  —to— to  develope  an  idea  I  've  got. 

Muriel.  If  you  should  happen  to  be  going  for  a  secret  drive  along 
the  high  road  with  VIOLA,  in  a  dog-cart  from  JOHNSTONE'S.  would 
you  be  so  kind  as  to  give  her  this?  (Hands  scarlet  parasol.)  She 
forgot  it.  And  don't  let  her  leave  it  anywhere.  You  see  her  initials 
are  carved  round  it.  And  she  is  always  losing  things.  Please  be 
very  careful  I  [She  smiles. 

Alan.  What  on  earth  can  have  given  you  such  an  extraordinary 
idea.  Miss  VANE  ?  [  Takes  parasol. 

Muriel.  Well,  a  sort  of  coach-building,  livery-stable  person,  fram 
JOHNSTONE'S,  is  engaged  to  JANE,  the  housemaid.  He  came  to  see 
her  to-day.  .  .  .  She  has  been  ill,  poor  thing ! 

Alan.  How  very  distressing  I 

Muriel.  VIOLA  said  she  was  going  to  visit  cottages.    However,  in 
case  you  should  meet — one  never  knows— you'll 
give  her  the  sunshade. 

Alan.  You  may  depend  upon  it,  Miss  VANE. 

In  the  Dog-cart.     ALAN  is  driving  very  leisurely, 
and  VIOLA  trying  to  hide  under  her  parasol. 

Alan.  That 's  a  perfectly  delicious  hat  of  yours! 

_  Viola.  I  am  so  glad  yon  like  it !    This  is  a  very 

nice  dog- cart,  and  this  is  a  pretty  lane  to  drive  in, 

so  cool  and  green.  [A  pony-carriage  passes. 

Viola  (starting  violently).  Good  heavens !  There 
are  the  clergyman  and  his  wife. 

[She  bows,  blushing  crimson. 

Alan.  Why  are  you  agitated,  Mrs.  TRAVERS? 
They  look  very  gentle  and  harmless. 

Viola.  Gentle  and  harmless!  If  they  tell  ALBERT? 

Alan.  Does  he  disapprove  of  the  clergy  taking 
exercise  in  the  open  air  ? 

Viola  ( pettishly).  Of  course  not.    How  absurd  I 

[A  silence. 

Alan.  Shall  we  get  out  presently,  and  sit  in  one 
of  these  nice  fields,  and  make  daisy-chains  ?  There 
are  daisies  in  fields,  I  know— though  I  am  rather 
urban. 

Viola.  Oh,  yes ;  and  cowslips  I 

Alan.  You  ought  to  give  a  cowslip-ball,  Mrs. 
TBAVERS.  It  would  be  charming.  May  I  come  ? 

Viola.  If  you  're  old  enough  by  then ! 

A  Ian.  Oh,  I  "m  never  going  to  be  old  enough. 

Viola.  Really  not? 

Alan  (candidly).  It 's  a  great  thing  to  have 
settled  on  one's  pose,  Mrs.  THAVERS  ;  and  one 
can't  be  always  changing— it 's  so  much  trouble ! 

In  the  Field. 


Alan\(apologetically).  I  really  thought  yon  seemed  as  if  you  'dlike 
to  I  Come,  I  can't  allow  you  to  cry. 

[  Tries  to  dry  her  eyes.  She  moves  away.  He  drops  his  whip 
and  has  to  get  out  and  pick  it  up.  They  drive  back  very 
quickly  and  in  entire  silence,  save  for  a  few  groans  from 
VIOLA. 

Viola.  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  try  to  hobble  home.    Yes,  I  'm  a 

little  better.    Do  take  the  horrid  dog-cart  away!     It's  an  absurd 

one — brown  and  ridiculous.     Di>  I  look  as  if  I  'd  been  crying — much  ? 

Alan  (coldly  but  evasively).  You  look  perfectly  charming. 

Viola.  Oh !  take  that  buttercup  out  of  your  coat !     Someone  might 

suspect ! 

Muriel_  (meeting  VIOLA  at  the  garden  gate).  Oh,  VIOLA,  such  won- 
derful things  have  been  happening !  Quick — before  we  see  anyone 
else.  Dr.  ROBERTS  has  been  here.  Well,  he  proposed  to  me !  and  I 
accepted  him  like  a  girl  in  a  book  !  You  see,  you  were  out. 

Viola.  All  right.  Oh,  MURIEL,  I  am  so  ill,  and  so  anxious.  I 
have  such  a  toothache,  I  can  hardly  walk.  I  hurt  my  foot,  reading 
to  a  poor  woman  in  a  cottage. 

Muriel.  Some  tea  will  cure  you.  But,  VIOLA,  will  you  and 
ALBERT  be  nice  about  my  engagement  ? 

Viola.  The  truth  is  I  had  such  a  dull,  wretched, 
idiotic  drive  with  ALAN  ROY,  that  I  can't  be  nice 
about  anything. 

Muriel.  W&l  you  consult  VALENTINE  ?  Dr. 
ROBERTS,  you  know  ? 

Viola.  How  can  you  go  and  get  engaged  to 
people  called  VALENTINE  ! 

At    Dinner.      Everyone    very    cheery,   except 
CLAUDE  MIGNON,  w ho  looks  depressed,  and 
Mrs.  AVEHIDSE,  who  is  unnoticed. 
Albert  (sen-ing  soup).  What  is  that  ring  ? 
Viola.  Oh,  nothing. 

Servant.  Please,  Sir,  it's  only  JOHNSTONS  has 
sent  misses'*  parasol,  that  was  left  in  the  cart! 

Albert,  This  is  some  mistake  !  You  didn't 
drive  to-day,  VIOLA  ? 

Muriel  (apart  to  ALAN).  Shall  I  betray  you  ? 
(To  ALBERT.)  The  fact  is  Master  ROY  went  out 
alone,  to  develop  an  idea  ;  and  /lent  him  VIOLA'S 
parasol,  because  he  was  afraid  of  getting  sunburnt. 

[Everyone  laughs. 

Alan.  One  has  to  be  fo  careful,  freckles  run 
dreadfully  in  my  family.  I  had  them  once,  and  a 
relapse  is  most  dangerous ! 

After  Dinner. 

Viola.  Darling  MURIEL!  I  congratulate  you 
and  VALENTINE.  VALENTINE  is  such  a  pretty 


At  the  garden  gate. 


Viola  (trying  to  enjoy  herself).  This  is  lov.ly  !  So  oool!  and  the 
sky  so — so  blue ! 

Alan.  Yon  have  a  perfect  passion  for  scenery !  (He  picks  some 
flowers,  and  gives  them  to  her.)  I  have  so  many  things  I  want  to  tell 
you 

Viola.  A  bout  yourself  ? 

AJ?n-  No,  about  you.    Things  you  don't  know 

Viola  (starting).  Oh !    Is  that  someone  we  know  ? 

ti,  *  ?"lJ  *"•**  you, wouldn>t  ^ow  a  man  who  wears  such  a  hat  as 
that  in  the  country ! 

Viola,  .It 's  all  right-I  don't  know  him.  {Sit,  down. 

.  Alan  (trying  to  recover  the  thread).  About  yourself— your  eves  for 
instance.  Has  anyone  ever  told  you  how  annihilating  they  are  ?' 

Viola.  1  m  very  glad  you  like  them,  Master  ROT-  but  we  really 
wwrfgo  now,  Dr.  ROBERTS  will  be  there  to  tea,  and  they  will  think  ft 

Alan  (ironically).  Oh,  it  would  be  terrible  to  miss  Dr.  ROBERTS— 
quite  tern  ble  I 

(Follows  her,  thinking  the  expedition  rather  a  failure.     As  he 
sli  htl         tnt°  tht  d°9~cart'   she  knock>   her  ankle  very 

T?    m  il'  x  ZJV6  lfk?1}  mIuanHe  I    I  *an't  be  able  to  walk 
It  will  all  be  found  out !    Oh,  why  did  we  do  this ! 

Alan  (to  himself).  Why  indeed !  (To  VIOLA.)  [  ptrTar'chilf ' 
how  absolutely  dreadful !  But,  if  Dr.  ROBERTS  is  there  it  will  be  all 

Viola.  Set  it!  How  can  you  talk  in  that  heartless  way '  Whu 
did  you  make  me  come  for  this  drive  ?  y 


name !     How    sweet  yon  were !     I  shall  "never 
.  yv      have  another  secret ! 

'•>'-          Muriel.  And  shall  you  tell  ALBERT  all  about  it? 
Viola.  Perhaps — to-morrow  ! 
Claude  Mignon  (to  ALAN).  I  hate  a  house  where 
a  girl  is  engaged !    I  'm  going  away  to-morrow. 

Alan.  So  am  I. 
Mignon.   Rather   a   clumsy-looking    creature  —  the    old 


Claude 
Doctor? 

Alan.  Oh.no!    Very  distinguished ! 

Muriel  (to  ALAN,  in  a  low  voice).  I  told  you  not  to  leave  the 
parasol. 

Alan.  Yon  did,  dear  Miss  VANE.    It  was  dear  of  you. 

Muriel.  And  did  you  develope  your  idea  ? 

Alan.  Well — no.     Somehow,  it  didn't  quite  come  off. 

THE  END. 


BYE-BYE  TO  DAUDET. — We  could  not  stand  the  presence  of  two 
lions  in  London;  so,  when  NASRULLA  KHAN  appeared  on  the  scene, 
ALPHONSE  DAUDET  made  his  exit.  Our  "  Beau-bel  Poi;te"  sends  us 
his  jingle : — 

DAUDET  est parti! 
(iood-bye  my  hearty ! 
*'  Fortiter  in  re,  suaviter  in  motfo," 
Bon  soir  DAUDBT  !  "  allezfaire  Dodo  !  " 

AN  INTERREGNUM:  OF  BRUTALITY.  —  The  Times  last  week  an- 
nounced that 

"Applications  for  the  vacant  Chair  of  Humanity  in  the  University  of 
Edinburgh  should  be  lodged  not  later  than  Saturday,  June  29." 

Alas  1  Poor  Humanity  1  It  may  be  news  to  many  that  the  Chair  of 
Humanity  is  in  the  possession  of  the  Northern  University.  Of  course 
a  very  large  arm-chair,  with  arms  to  embrace  all  mankind.  And  a 
very  easy  chair.  Whoever  sits  in  it  is  only  a  Professor,  and  what  is 
mere  profession  without  practice  ? 
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OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Tuesday.— Madame  MELISA  as  Juliette.'  Bless  her  heart,  she 
must  have  had  a  very  large  one,  being  a  decidedly  fine  girl  for  her 
age,  which  I  believe  was  fifteen  ;  while  ]{<>me<i  was  about  nineteen, 
or  thereabouts.  Mons.  ALVABEZ,  it  is  needless  to 
add,  looked  quite  "  thereabouts."  Both  singing 
and  acting  in  first-rate  style.  Jupiter-Plan^on, 
converted,  appears  as  Frere  Laurent,  which, 
sounding  like  "  Law-wrong,"  is  a  name  rather 
descriptive  of  this  worthy  Friar's  somewhat 
underhand  proceedings  Friar  Law-wrong  - 
Plain-song  excellent.  Full  house  night  before 
the  Derby.  If  omens  go  for  anything,  the 
gentleman  who  was  making  a  book  in  the  lobby, 
and  who  overheard  some  one  speak  of  the  opera 
as  Kosebery  and  Juliette,  might  have  made  a 
small  fortune.  The  slip  was  a  tip. 

Some  people  say,  "Why  orchestra  in  'well' 
below  stage  r  "  But  Sir  DHURIOLANCS,  with  ex- 
perience of  general  advantage  to  sound  and  sight, 
says,  "  Shan't  touch 'em.  'Leave  well  alone'  is 
my  motto."  Exit  Sir  D.  merrily. 

Saturday.  -  Strange  case  of  Rigoletto  Hf  Co. — "  Co."  being  M  KI.HA 
at  Ler  best,  I'.AUKKM  MSTKK  and  clever  JULIA  RAVOGLT,  with  DK  LUCIA 
as  the  Gay  Dook,  ANCONA  as  the  Fool,  suggestive  of  the  Pagliacci 
mummer  with  a  court  appointment.  "  House  full."  MACHKL  is 
coming.  To  Falslajf  and  Don  Giovanni  he  will  give  a  "  high 
Maurei  tone."  

SPOBT,  SPECULATION,  AND  COUNSEL'S  OPINION. 

So  many  letters  have  reached  me  during  the  past  week  begging 
for  my  opinion  upon  the  legality  of  what  may  be  termed  sporting 
financial  speculation,  that  1  scarcely  apologise  for  asking  the  hospi- 
tality of  the  columns  of  the  leading  law  paper  to  give  my  response. 
No  doubt  the  inquiry  has  to  some  extent  been  fostered  by  the  report 
that  1  was  seen  taking  part  in  the  hippodromatie  revels  of  the 
Derby  Day.  It  is  true  that  I  certainly  visited  Epsom  on  the  occa- 
sion in  question ;  but  only  in  a  semi- official  capacity.  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  consulting  assessor  of  the  Diamond  Mine  Salting  Syndi- 
uate,  Limited,  and  in  that  desirable  position  have  frequently  attended 
the  meetings  of  the  directors  on  occasions,  so  to  speak,  outside  the 
Board-room.  It  is  true  that  my  experience  as  one  learned  in  the  law 
is  seldom  required  at  such  seasons,  still  the  directors,  as  fiduciaries, 
are  to  be  applauded  for  neglecting  no  opportunity  of  availing  them- 
selves of  my  sei  vices. 

Having  satisfactorily  explained  how  it  came  that  I  was  on  the 
Downs  when,  by  a  not  unnatural  coincidence,  the  Derby  was  de- 
cided, I  proceed  to  consider  the  question  that  has  been  propounded 
to  me.  Is  sporting  speculative  finance  illegal  ?  it  is  not  a  matter 
that  can  be  decided  off-hand.  One  must  be  careful  not  to  interfere 
with  the  policy  of  trade,  and  do  nothing  to  impede  the  development 
of  honest  industry.  I  am  asked  by  a  correspondent,  who  dates  '  From 
Sheffiejd,"  if  there  is  anything  undignified  in  his  appearing  as  a 
•'bookie  in  a  pink  velvet  coat,  a  yellow  slouch  hat,  with  blue 
feathers,  and  black  leather  knickerbockers.  I  can  see  no  objection  to 
a  tradesman  wearing  any  costume  he  determines  to  select.  It  would 
perhaps  be  as  well  not  to  attempt  to  disguise  his  features,  as  the 
operation  might  savour  of  secrecy,  the  chief  element  of  f  raud\  This 
limitation  ol  course  does  not  apply  to  an  auctioneer,  who,  having  his 
name  and  address  displayed  on  a  board  hanging  on  the  rostrum  he 
occupies,  can  legally  carry  on  his  business,  if  it  so  pleases  him,  in  a 
fdlte  nose,  a  comic  wig,  and  a  pair  of  green  spectacles. 

But  really,  a  consideration  ol  the  c  >stume  of  the  "  bookie  "  merely 
reiches  the  fringe  of  the  subject.  The  real  point  at  issue  is  this — Is 
betting  legal  or  illegal  ?  It  is  hard  to  say.  That  a  bet  made  on  the 
racecourse  is  recoverable  is  questionable.  Suppose  that  A  is  prepared 
to  give  odds  against  The  EarFi  Choice  (the  favourite,  quoted 
officially  at  2  to  1)  at  the  rate  of  five  shillings  against  one 
tru.usand  pounds  sterling.  Presume  that  B  agrees  to  the  wager  and 
The  Earl's  Choice  wins.  B  naturally  asks  for  the  immediate  pay- 
ment by  A  of  one  thousand  pounds  sterling.  A  declines.  Has  B  any 
remedy  against  A  ?  I  am  afraid  that  the  Court  (although  allowing 
costs  on  the  higher  scale)  would  not  assist  the  plaintiff  in  making 
K»td  his  claim.  However,  it  would  be  possible  for  B  to  represent  to 
i  he  other  side  that  the  conduct  of  A  was  of  a  character  warranting 
chronic  detention  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  If  this  suggestion  were 
adopted  with  the  necessary  discretion,  I  have  no  doubt  that  a  com- 
promise satisfactory  to  B  would  eventually  be  the  outcome  of  the 
negotiations. 

II  iwever,  although  I  am  a  litte  uncertain  about  other  bets,  I  have 
no  d  mbt  in  my  own  mind  that  coach  sweepstakes  under  certain  cir- 
cumstances should  be  discouraged.  I  do  not  wish  to  rely  upon  case 
law,  but  would  rather  appeal  to  that  honest,  manly  feeling  that  is  (so 


I  have  been  given  to  understand)  the  birthright  of  every  Englishman. 
When  all  Nature  is  smiling,  and  man  (smoking  a  three* shilling  cigar) 
is  at  rest,  why  trouble  about  mounts  and  starters  and  blanks  r 

I  have  in  my  mind  at  this  moment  the  drawing  of  a  certain  sweep- 
stakes. An  eminent  counsel  (I  will  not  mention  his  name),  was  pre- 
sent and  drew  a  blank.  On  his  behalf  I  appeal  for  a  reviiion,  a  re- 
versal of  judgment.  Do  not  let  there  be  a  mixture  of  the  glories  of 
Nature  with  the  tips  and  down  of  sporting  speculative  practice.  Let 
those  who  took  part  in  that  sweep—  winners  and  losers  alike — return 
their  stakes.  I  will  hold  them  on  the  general  behalf.  Then  when  I 
have  received  the  cash  as  trustee  I  will  find  out  that  eminent  counsel 
and  place  the  money  in  his  hands.  I  have  nothing  more  to  sdd, 
save  to  set  forth  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith  my  signature  warranted 

by  my  address.  A.  BRntruwu,  JUNIOR. 

Pump-handle  Court,  Jung  I,  1895. 


OH,  MY  PROPHETIC  SOUL,  MY  PUNCHIU8I 

[  "  Punch  made  a  great  hit "  (in  hii  lut  Cartoon  "  A  Doubtful  Stayer  "), 
"  and  will  probably  take  credit  to  himself  for  baring  been  one  of  the  Tery  few 
who  '  tipped '  Sir  Vitto  for  the  Derby."— Lttdt  Mercury.] 

THANKS,  Mercury,  thanks !    Acclaim  from  all  ranks 

Declares  Mr.  Punch  is  the  prophet  to  follow. 
The  Public  rejoices,  and  Mercury  voices 

The  popular  praise  due  to  Punchius  Apollo. 
The  oracular  god,  with  a  genial  nod, 

Admits  that  be  knew  it,  foresaw  it,  and  laid  it ! 
But  oh,  deary,  deary  1    His  pen  it  would  weary 

If  for  all  his  successful  straight  tips  he  "  took  credit." 
At  Delphi  of  old  they  sometimes  hit  the  gold  ; 

Punch's  oracles  nought  to  equivocal  mist  owe. 
No  riddle  or  rebus  contents  the  new  Phoebus, 

So  all  wise  men  twigged  when  he  tipped  'em  Sir  Viito  ! 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

THK  particular  Barpnitess  to  whom  the  Baron  handed  over  The 
Holy  Estate  (a  novel  in  three  volumes,  by  two  authors,  W.  H.  WEL- 
KINS and  FRANK  THATCHER,  published  by  HUTCH  INSOIC  &  Co.),  says 
that  in  explanation  it  is  called  by  its  authors  "  a  study  in  morals," 
but  where  the  morals  come  in  or  come  out 
it  would  be  difficult  to  say.  Apparently, 
in  the  majority  of  the  characters,  there  is  a 
singular  lack  of  any  virtuous  quality.  A 
young  innocent  girl  marries  a  gay  soldier 
and  goes  out  to  India.  Here  she  finds  her- 
self placed  in  a  land  where  principles  are  de- 
cidedly at  a  discount.  Her  husband  turns 
out,  to  put  it  mildly,  a  blackguard  (with  a 
big,  big  "B"),  and  his  friends  are  of  the 
same  fascinating  type.  In  a  typical,  melo- 
dramatic, "  Adelphi  villain,"  there  is  some- 
thing almost  wholesome  as  compared  with 
the  modern  bad  man  of  "  Yellow-Book" 
fiction,  who  is  simply  revolting.  [By  the 
way.  interpolates  the  Baron,  the  latest 
Yellow  Book  is  comparatively  quite  deco- 
rous and  without  an  Aubrey- Beardslev 
illustration!!]  Of  course,  the  hero  and 
heroine  of  The  Holy  Ettate  have  to  pass 
through  the  fiery  ordeal  of  Indian  Society  ; 
how  they  come  out  of  it  the  reader  may 
discover.  But  as  pessimism  is  the  artistic 
order  of  the  day.  they  are  not  allowed  to  finish  well  and  "  live  happy 
ever  afterwards.'  My  Baronitess  adds,  with  a  frown,  "  It  cannot  be 
called  pleasant  reading,  nor  is  there  in  it  any  sign  of  the  genius  of 
a  DAUDET  or  a  ZOLA  which  might  be  accepted  as,  in  some  sort,  a 
literary  excuse  for  its  being  brought  into  existence. 

(Signed)  TEE  BABON  DK  BOOK- WORMS. 


As  Broad  as  'Long. 

Ftrtt  Critic.     Shortness  now  rules  in  Novel  and  in  Song, 

Which,  like  men's  clothes,  are  cut  and  made  to 

Second  Critic.  It  may  be  Tale  and  Lay  are  now  less  long,        [order. 
But  they  make  up  for  it  by  growing  broader. 


SPORTING  PARADOX. — ROSKBBBY  was  more  of  a  "  favourite  "  when 
he  was  an  "  outsider."  Perhaps,  like  his  Sir  Kirto,_when  an  out- 
rider again — which  he  seems  likely  soon  to  be— he  will  be  safer  to 
b»ck  for  a  "  place,"  if  not  for  an  absolute  win. 

BEST  SOLUTION  OF  MINISTERIAL  DIFFICULTIES. — .Dissolution. 
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A    FORTIORI. 

ilamvma.  "Nor  ASLEEP  YET,  GEORGE?" 

George.  "No ;  I  CAN'T  GET  TO  SLEEP  BECAUSE  JACK  SATS  HI  's  GOT  CRUMBS  IN  HIS  BED. 

WAS  THB  WHOLE  LOAF  I" 


HE  COULDN'T  MAKE  MOKE  FUSS  IF  IT 


DAUDET ! 

(An  old  Comic  Song  re-sung  for  the  benefit  of  a  French  Gritic.) 

["  As  for  English  women,  their  looks  and  their  dress,  the  less  said  the 
better.  They  have,  in  M.  DACDET'S  opinion,  neither  beauty  nor  taste."— 
Tht  Tunet'  Corretpondtnt  m  farii.] 

Am-"I)oo-dah!" 
OH,  ALPHONSE  I    Gallantry  befits  your  race ! 

DAUDET  I  DAUDET  ! 
Can  you  look  hereaf ttr  in  an  Englishwoman's  face, 

DAUDET  ?  DAUDET-say  F 
You  must  have  snoozed  all  night, 
You  must  have  blinked  all  day  ; 
Have  been  blind — j>ro  tempore — to  Beauty's  light, 
DACDET!  DAUDET-say! 

Is  every  Englishwoman  then  a  Grundy  or  a  Gamp, 

DAUDET?  DACDET? 

Did  you  play  Diogenes— without  his  lamp— 
DAUDET  P  DAUDET-say  ? 
Have  you  joined  the  pessimist  churls 

Who  of  nothing  good  can  say, 
That  you  slight  our  women  and  insult  our  girls, 

DAUDET  ?  DAUDET-say  F 
Oh,  Dan  seems  empty  and  Beersheba  bare, 

DAUDET!  DAUDET! 
And  there's  nothing  tasteful,  and  there 's  no  one  fair, 

DAUDET!  DAUDET-say! 
To  the  saffron  skin  of  France 

English  rose-tints  must  give  way  ? 
At  our  British  Beauties  did  you  get  a  glance, 

DAUDET?  DAUDET-say? 
You  laud  male  Britons,  whilst  you  pour  dispraise— 

DAUDET!  DAUDET!— 
On  our  girls  and  matrons  !    'Tis  a  travellers'  craze, 

DAUDET  !  DAUDET-say ! 
The  Frank  abroad— is  frank,— 

From  the  belles  of  France  away. 

He  is  doubtless  home-sick,  but  he  need  not  turn  "  crank." 
DAUDET  I  DAUDEi-sayl 


The  less  said  the  better  ?    Well,  that  'a  true,  no  doult, 

DAUDET!  DAUDET! 
But  the  little  that  you  hare  said  is  all  sneer  and  flout, 

DAUDET  !  DAUDET- say  ! 
The  maids  of  France  are  fair  !— 

Are  the  men  fair  too  ?    Ah !  nay. 
Not  if  you  're  a  specimen,  my  debonair 

DAUDET!  DAUDET-say! 

Neither  taste  nor  beauty  ?    Oh !  yon  mutt  have  been  bad, 

DAUDET!  DAUDET! 
The  mul  de  mer  all  the  time  you  must  have  had, 

DAUDET  !  DAUDET-say  I 
The  jaundice  worked  its  will 

Upon  you  all  the  way  I 

Try  again— after  swallowing  a  big  blue  pill— 
DAUDET  I  DAUDET-sayl 


Sands  and  Sea. 
(By  a  Harrow  Soy  who  was  "  ploughed  "  at  Exam.) 

"  PLOUGHING  the  sands"  has  been  shown,  in  a  letter  to  the  Times, 
to  be,  in  some  cases,  a  productive  operation.  If  the  sands  are  well 
ploughed,  and  well  sown,  then  may  a  fine  crop  be  expected.  When 
"Ploughing  the  sands"  is  no  longer  remunerative,  then  let  all 
hands  be  summoned  aboard,  and  the  Government  vessel  in  search  of 
General  Election  Island  may  "Plough  the  sea,"  and  come  safely 
into  port.  What  is  successful  "ploughing"  to  them  will  be 
"  harrowing  "  to  the  Opposition. 

"  0  SUCH  A  DAT  WAS  NEVEB  SEEN  !  "—Mr.  Justice  DAI  is  always 
a  bright,  never  a  dull  DAT.  His  judicial  utterances  are  like  the 
sea  around  the  Isle  of  Man,  clear  and  profound.  Rarely  does_  he 


by  doctors  in  the  Army.  There  are  Captain-surgeons,  Colonel- 
surgeons,  and  I  am  not  sure  there  are  not  Generals.  (Laughter.)" 
"Not  sure."  Mr.  Justice!  Why  'tis  as  clear  as  Day!  There  is 
another  and  a  higher  grade,  viz.,  "  General-Practitioner." 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI.—  JON«  8,  1895. 
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HARCOUBT   THE   HEADSMAN. 
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'HOPE  YOU   BACKFD  THE  WlNNEB  t  ' 

'  MY  DEAR  FELLOW,  ONLY  TOO  DELIGHTED.    EOT  YOB  NEVER  TOLD  MI  I " 


A  REALLY  Bio  PURCHASE  BY  A  PRIVATE 
INDIVIDUAL,  AT  A  VEKY  MODERATE  FIGUBF.. 
—For  200  guineas  Mr.  W.  AGNEW  purchased 
"  Lambeth  Palace — in  the  distance."  It  is 
no  "  distance"  to  speak  of,  as  twopence  more 
will  take  the  purchaser  by  steam-boat  from 
almost  any  landing-stage  across  the  river  to 
Lambeth.  It  should  perhaps  be  added,  so  as 
not  to  frighten  the  Archbishop  of  CANTER- 
BURY, that  in  the  purchase  were  included 
"  Old  Westminster  Bridge  (a  new  of), 
with  State  Barges  and  Boats.  The  whole 
Thames-water-colour  having  been  painted  in 
oil  by  SCOTT.  This  lot,  by  Great  SCOTT,  went 
as  above-mentioned. 


MUSICAL  KXEHCISE  FOB  BICYCLISTS.— Try 
WAGNER'S  "  'CYCLE." 


"  WANTS  TO  KNOW."—"  Dear  Sir,— I  saw 
a  paragraph  in  the  Times  quite  recently 
headed  '  A  Confirmed  Pickpocket*  I  am  all 
for  the  religions  improvement  of  the  danger- 
ous classes,  and  what  I  want  to  know  is. 
Firstly,  Was  the  lad  a  pickpocket  before  he 
was  confirmed  ?  Secondly,  Or,  did  he  become 
a  pickpocket  after  confirmation  P  Thirdly, 
What  bishop  or  curate  was  responsible  for  his 
confirmation  'f  Other  questions  arise  out  of 
this  case,  but  these  are  enough  for  the  present. 
Yours,  A  FEKALE  SKVRCHKR." 


FROM  OUB  OWN  SMALL  SCHOLAR.— "That *s 
where  I  should  like  to  be,"  sighed  SAM  SCCKF.R 
minimus,  as  in  his  geography  lesson  he  read 
the  name  of  Orange  Free  State.  "Fancy, 
oranges  free !  1 " 


A  MODEL  REMODELLED. 

THE  "Revised  Edition  "—probably  to  style 
it  "  The  Revised  Version  "  would  savour  too 
much  of  the  Biblical  Committee  Room — of  An 
Artist's  Model  now  removed  to  the  Lyric  is 
occasionally  "  funny,"  though  not  absolutely 
"without  being"  occasionally  "vulgar."  IU 
weakest  point  is  its  story,  but  as  the  plot 
only  occasionally  obtrudes  itself  upon  the 
audience,  the  weakest  point  it,  therefore,  not 
worth  mentioning,  only  its  strong  points, 
which  consist  in  MARIE  TEMPEST'S  singing, 
but  not  in  what  she  has  to  ring,  and  in  Mis* 
LETTT  Linn  s  mild  warbling  and  charming 
dancing,  which  latter  thoroughly  deserves  the 
hearty  encores  she  obtains,  as  does  alto  Mr. 
FABKOA'S  capital  rendering  of  an  otherwise 
Lot  particularly  brilliant  French  laughing 
song.  Mr.  ERIC  LEWIS  and  Mr.  \V.  BLAKELKY 
attain  great  distinction  by  their  clever  render- 
ing of  nothing  in  particular. 

Mr.  HAYDEN  COFFIN  appears  depressed. 
But  comic  relief  to  his  sentimental  sadness  is 
given  by  both  LAWRANCE  D'OasAT,  with  as 
much  of  the  traditional  D'OasAY  courtliness 
that  is  left  of  it,  and  Mr.  FABBEN  SOUTAR, 
worthy  inheritor  of  a  double  talent.  Lyrics 
of  H.  GREENBANK  neat,  as  they  always  are ; 
hut  the  compositions  of  Mr.  SIDNEY  JOKES 
will  probably  "  keep  the  stage,"  as  it  is  im- 
possible, atone  hearing,  at  all  events,  to  carry 
any  of  it  away  with  you.  The  "  house,"  on 
this  occasion,  excellent ;  far  better  than  the 
piece.  

Joseph's  Coat. 

["There  is  a  Chinese  regiment  which  enjoys 
the  terrible  and  glorious  appellation  of  •  The 
Tiger- Braves.'  They  are  dressed  in  coats  covered 
with  »poU  to  resemble  the  skin  of  the  animal  from 
which  they  take  their  name.  .  .  .  The  Government 
are  a  regiment  of  Tiger- Braves." — Mr.  Chumber- 
lain  at  Birmingham.] 

JOE,  who  should  know  all  about  "beasts" 
and  "oaves," 

Now  calls  his  whilom  colleagues  "  Tiger- 
Braves."  [blots, 

Well,  his  own  coat  bears  strange  new  Party 

He  is  a  leopard  who  has  "changed  his  spots." 


DELIGHTFUL  PBOOBAMME. — We  see  that 
Mr.  CHABLES  RKDDIE  advertises  a  morning 
concert  for  Jane  11  at  Prince's  Hall.  The 
audience  will  be  there,  and  he  will  be  always 
"  Reddie,  aye  Reddie."  Exhausted  after  play- 
ing, he  will  re- appear  and  be  Reddie-nru*  ; 
and.  in  fact,  there  is  a  perfect  store  of  puna 
on  his  name  which  must  have  frequently 
occurred  to  himself  as  a  Reddie  -  wilted 
person.  That  he  is  to  be  assisted  by  M.  EMIL 
SAUKKT  on  the  violin  no  one  will  be  Sauret 
to  hear ;  and  that  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE 
gives  his  name  and  presence  on  this  occasion 
will  make  the  concert  ever  memorable.  Con- 
cert under  direction  of  ubiquitous  DANIEL 
MA YKR,  in  himself  Mayer  and  Corporation  of 
musical  world. 

CITY  INTELLIGINCB. — In  view  of  the  French 
President's  accepting  an  invitation  from  the 
LOBD  MAYOR,  the  Common  Councillors  are 
daily  practising  a  bacchanalian  chorus,  in 
harmony,  of  which  the  words  are : — 

"  Faure  .'  he  '•  a  jolly  good  fellow, 
And  so  say  all  of  us !" 

LTCEUM  ADVERTISEMENT. — "King  Arthur" 
— Sir  HENRY  IRVING.  Knightly  performance. 


MOTTO  FOR  EARL'S  COURT  EXHIBITION. — 
Open  for  "  Wheel  or  Woe  1 " 

COMBINED   DISPLAY   OF   ALT.   ABMS.  —  A 
soiree  dansante  during  the  season. 
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A  KNIGHT  OP* THE  WILLOW;' 

Or,  why  not  "  Sir  W.  0.  Gfraee  "  ? 

["Dr.  W.  G.  GRACE,  whose  name  has  been 
everywhere  of  late — except  where  it  might  well 
have  been,  on  the  Birthday  Honours  list." — Timei.] 

WHY  not  P    Great  Soott !    "  The  play 's  the 

thing," 
Before  the  footlights,  round  the  ring 

At  Lord's,  it  little  matters, — 
Easily  first  is  easily  first  I 
Just  fancy  what  a  glorious  burst 
From  throats  aglow  with  zeal — and  thirst — 

Would  hail  t£e  Knight  of  Batters  1 

They  've  shouted  for  him  many  a  time, 
Whose  mellow  age  is  still  his  prime, 

And  others'  yonth  surpasses ; 
But  how  they  'd  make  the  welkin  split 
If  honours  donors  had  the  wit 
To  knight  this  Hero  of  the  Hit. 

And  favourite  of  the  masses ! 

' '  The  play 's  the  thing."    Sir  HENRY  IRVING 
Sounds  well.    Who  '11  question  hit  deserving 

When  'midst  the  knights  they  place  it  P 
But  here 's  a  playeriust  as  great 
In  his  own  field.    Why  should  he  wait  ? 
However  high  be  knighthood's  state, 

The  name  of  GRACE  will  grace  it ! 

What  greater  joy  to  crowds  affords 

Than  the  announcement "  GRACE  at  Lord  s" ! 

What  lots  of  "  Lords"  and  "  Graces" 
Do  less  than  England's  W.  G. 
To  furnish  genuine  sport  and  glee 
To  thousands,  who  still  throng  to  see 

How  well  he  "  times  "  and  "  places." 

True,  "Thunderer,"  true!     He  stands  the 

test. 
Unmatched,  unchallengeable  Best 

At  our  best  game !     Requite  him ! 
For  thirty  years  to  hold  first  place, 
And  still,  unpassed,  keep  up  the  pace, 
Pleases  a  stout,  sport-loving  race. 
By  Jove,  "  Sir  WILLIAM  GILBERT  GRACE  " 

Sounds  splendid.    Punch  says—"  Knight 
him  f" 


"WHAT  MAKES  YOU  THINK  HE  CAKES  FOR  YOU?" 
"WHY,  MAMMA  TALKED  TO  HIM  FOR  MORE.. THAN  AN  HOUR  LAST  EVENING,  AND  HE 
REALLY  SEEMED  TO  ENJOY  IT  I  " 


"WATERS,  WATERS  EVERYWHERE!" 

OfE  of  the  reasons  for  the  popularity  of 
Apollinaris  Water  mentioned  the  other  day 
at  a  "  netting  of  the  waters  "  was,  that  men 
generally  soon  became  on  such  intimate  terms 
with  this  water-nymph  as  to  be  able  to  speak 
of  her  familiarly  as  "  Polly."  "  Whisky  and 
Polly  "  teemed  to  go  so  well  together  as  to  be 
suggestive  of  a  round  dance,  in  which  the 
admirer  of  "Polly"  was  whisky-in^  her 
round  the  ball-room.  The  gradual  nee  of 
Johannis  in  publicopinion,  delayed,  of  courte, 
in  the  first  place,  by  politeness  on  the  part 
of  "Johnnie,"  who  must  cede  the  pas  to 
"  Polly."  is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  aerated- 
water  drinkers  had  not  made  up  their  minds 
as  to  whether  Johannis  was  to  oe  addressed 
as  "Jo"  or  "Johnnie."  We  believe  that 
"Johnnie"  is  now  the  accepted  appellation. 
Whether  "  Johnnie"  and  "Polly"  are  on  the 
best  terms,  this  deponent  knoweth  not ;  nor 
is  he  aware  that  during  the  season  The 
Bishop  tf  Bath  and  Wells  or  The  Bishop  of 
Scdor-water-and-Man  will  bless  the  union  of 
"  Johnnie"  and  "  Polly,"  though  at  one  time 
th«re  was  a  report  to  that  effect.  To  alter  the 


|  title  of  the  old  semi-nautical  drama,  Poll  and 
Partner  Joe,  of  which  the  second  hero  was  a 

;  Water-man,  "  Poll  and  her  Partner  Johnnie" 
ought  to  get  on  well  together. 


AFTER  WHITSUNTIDE. 

Brown.  You  're  looking  extremely  well. 

Jones.  Never  titter  I 

Brown.  Took  a  run  to  Paris,  eh  ? 

Jones.  No.    Saw  French  play,  though. 

Brown.  Went  to  st aside  or  river,  eh? 

Jones.  No.  Can't  stand  expensive  discom 
fort.  I  had  some  decent  boating,  though. 

Brown.  Went  for  inland  scenery  P 

Jones.  No ;  although  I  sauntered  under 
noble  trees,  and  got  some  magnificent  views. 

Brown.  Switzerland?     Italy? 

Jones.  No  time  for  long  journeys.  I  enjoyed 
fine  air,  and  walked  twenty  miles  a  day ; 
studied  fine  Old  Masters,  and  enjoyed  a  stroll 
in  a  museum  which  has  no  equal. 

Brown.  Really !  1  Then,  in  the  name  of 
wonder,  where  have  you  been  staying  ? 

Jones.  In  London. 

[Farewells  exchanged,  and  exeunt. 


"IN  THE  NAME  OF  PROFir-TOCS!" 

IT  seems  that  the  uniform  of  the  SHAHZADA, 
worn  by  his  Highness  on  State  occasions  in 
England,  was  designed  by  a  Briton,  and  con- 
sequently is  not  included  in  the  official  garb 
of  the  Afghan  Army.  Presumably  the  same 
sartorial  artist  was  responsible  for  NASBTOLA'S 
"  get  up  "  at  the  Derby.  The  son  of  our  ally 
appeared  on  that  memorable  occasion  in  "a 
harmony  in  grey" — grey  frock-coat,  waist- 
coat and  trousers,  with  grey  fez  turban  to 
match.  No  doubt  the  head-dress  was  relieved 
with  a  diamond  worth  £1,000,000,  or  some- 
thing of  the  sort,  just  to  show  that  our  guest 
was  of  eastern  origin.  The  following  sui? ges- 
tion  for  complete  outfits  may  be  found 
useful :  — 

Yachting.—  Suit  of  blue  serge,  covered  with 
rubies  and  diamonds.  Straw  hat,  made  of 
golden  wire,  encrusted  with  emeralds.  Tan 
shoes,  studded  with  brilliants.  Shirt  of  silver 
tissue,  with  collar  and  cuffs  of  virgin  gold. 
Telescope  of  turquoise,  with  sling  of  linked 
Queen  Anne's  guineas. 

Shooting.—  Suit  of  ditto's  of  gold  tissue. 
Shoulder-guard  of  diamonds.  Deer-stalker 
of  birds  of  Paradise  breast- feathers.  Boots 
of  young  crocodile  leather,  embroidered  with 
lapis  lazuli. 

Private  Dinners.  —  Gold  coat  and  trousers. 
Silver  shirt  and  waistcoat.  Diamond  opera 
hat  and  overcoat  of  various  preoions  stones. 
Handkerchief  of  woven  brilliants.  Necktie  of 
antediluvian  aluminium  at  £520  10s. 
a  grain. 
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TARTARIN  8UR  LA  TAMI8E- 

M.  ALpnoNSE'DAr/DET  has  gone 
back  to  his  own  country.  He  is 
pleased  with  us  on  the  whole.  We 
have  learnt  his  language  and  read 
his  books. 

We  are  not  so  clever  or  intelli- 
gent as  the  French  ;  but  we  are 
more  stable  of  purpose  and  despise 
ridicule,  and  keep 'ourselves  well 
informed  about  other  countries. 
V 'enfant  dit  vrai,  pent-etre! 

Our  women,  however,  are  in- 
ferior to  French  women,  as  they 
lack  either  beauty  or  taste :  and 
the  less  said  about  their  looks  and 
dress  the  better.  Toufourt galant, 
"lepetit  Chose!"  Prcaire  !  TAB- 
TAHIN  has  surpassed  himself ;  and 
if  he  manages  to  persuade  his  fair 
compatriots  that  he  is  sincere  in 
this,  il  aura  lien  mfritf  de  la 
patrie ;  and  will  recover  all  his 
old  popularity.  Nothing  will  re- 
main for  him  but  to  prove  that 
we  lost  the  Battle  of  Waterloo, 
and  that  the  Lord  Mayor  is  a 
more  important  person  than  Queen 
VICTORIA.  After  that,  "  Aux 
grands  homines  de  la  France,  la 
Patrie  reconnaissante." 

Tax  Latest  Edition  of  "  The 
Chronicles  of  Solinshed,' '  written 
by  JOHN  "  of  that  ilk."  Honest 
JOHN  is  outspoken.  His  motto  is 
the  truth  and  nothing  but  the 
truth— as  far  as  he  can  recollect 
it.  His  memory  appears  to  be 
good.  JOBN  is  Frank. 


DBAMATIC  TRMPOBAKT  PBOVBRB 
(adavtedfor  Garrick  Theatre).— 
"  When  the  HA  BE  is  away  the 
WILLARD  will  play." 


INSULARITY. 

"  BY  THB  WAY,  RADDLBS,  A  RUSSIAN  FBI NOB  is  OOMINO  TO  DINE 

WITH   US  NBXT  WBBK  I  "  •    AH,    THBN,    SlB,    I    SUPPO8B   HB   AIN'T 

MUCH   ACCOUNT   IN   HIS  OWN  COONTBT  f  " 


REGRETS. 
"To  wish  it  folly,  to  regret  abntrd." 

THAT  I  went  out  in  my  new 
hat  and  light  rammer  clothes,  and 
did  not  take  my  umbrella  the  only 
day  within  the  last  fortnight  when 
there  was  an  hour's  rain. 

That  I  had  already  accepted  an 
invitation  when  one  to  a  party 
that  would  have  been  infinitely 
more  pleaxant  all  round  subse- 
quently arrived. 

That  I  took  that  champagne 
last  night,  and  some  other  things. 

That    ]     left   off    my    winter 

things"  before  summer  had 
set  in. 

That  I  returned  to  my  winter 

things  "  just  when  summer 
weather  did  set  in. 

That  I  went  out  to  supper  and 
supped  heartily. 

That  I  didn't  have  that  tooth 
out  when  it  first  pained  me. 

That  my  dentist  should  take  a 
four  days'  holiday  just  when  I 
wanted  him  badly. 

That  I  put  into  five  sweeps  and 
drew  blank. 

That  I  lent  a  man  half-a-sove- 
reJsrn. 

That  I  didn't  back  the  winner. 


COMMERCIAL  AND    NAUTICAL.— 

Two  City  men,  twin  brothers  and 
partners,  in  character  the  very  re- 
verse of  Cn  ABIES  DICK  ENS' B  kind 
ind  generous  Cheeryblei,  are 
mown  aa  "  The  Twin  Screws." 


WHITSUNTIDE.  —  "  Don't  stop 
in!  I'll  fake  you  out  if  you'll 
only  come,"  as  the  dentist  said  to 
tho  tooth. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTBD   PROM    THE    DlAKV     OF  TOBY,   M.P.J 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  May  27. — 
RITCHIE  back  to-day,  after  long  absence. 
Changed  address  from  Tower  Hamlets  to 
Croydon.  Waiting  to  be  called  to  table  by 
SPEAKER,  bad  opportunity  of  hearing  long 
debate  round  Bill  promoted  by  L  >ndon  County 
Council.  RITCHIE,  as  President  of  Local  Gov- 
ernment Board  in  last  Ministry,  made  London 
County  Council  possible.  Happy  thought  to 

Slay  him  in,  as  it  were,  with  County  Council 
ebate. 

"  Been  out  of  it  nearly  three  years  now, 
ToBr,"  said  RITCHIE,  when,  one  of  a  score  of 
old  members,  I  went  to  shake  hands  and  bid 
him  welcome;  "just  the  same  old  place; 
perhaps  a  little  duller  at  the  moment.  What 
they  want  is  new  blood,  or,  perhaps,  better 
still,  a  re-infusion  of  old  blood.  Can't  give 
them  a  new  County  Council  Bill;  must  try 
and  make  them  somehow  sit  up." 

These  thoughts  pressed  upon  him  as  he  stood 
at  table  signing  Roll  of  Parliament  after 
having  been  sworn  in.  Brought  his  hat  with 
mm,  as  new  Members  do,  bince,  as  yet,  they 
have  no  peg  to  hang  it  on.  Placed  it  on  table 
whilst  he  signed  the  Roll.  Passing  on  to  be 
introduced  to  SPKAKKH,  observed  with  a  start 
that  there  were  two  hats  on  the  table.  Odd. 
Was  sure  he  had  brought  only  one.  Blessed 
is  the  man  who  makes  two  blades  of  grass 
grow  where  formerly  only  one  peeped  forth. 
Possibly  analagous  benison  for  a  man  who, 
planting  one  hat  down  on  a  table,  looks  and 
behold  there  are  two.  Happy  omen ;  make 
the  most  of  it ;  wouldn't  do  to  go  (From  a  sketch 


Ritchie  Redivivus ! 


picked  up  near  the  Front  Opposition  Bench.) 


off  with  two  hats.  House  sure  to  remark  it. 
Besides,  how  could  he  shake  hand*  with  the 
SpBAKERjloldini?  a  hat  in  either  hand  P  Next 
best  thing  to  select  the  newest ;  did  so  with 
pretty  air  of  abstraction  ;  advanced  one  step 
between  table  and  Treasury  Bench  on  way  to 
SPEAKER'S  chair  when  he  felt  firm  grip  on  his 
elbow,  and  a  well  known  voice  in  his  ear. 

"  Give  me  neither  RITCHIBB  nor  poverty,  but 
di  leave  me  my  hat" 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD. 

"Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  How  d'ye  do  I"' 
said  RITCHIE,  hurriedly  returning  the  SQUIRE'S 
Sunday  hat,  and  taking  up  his  own,  which 
had  suffered  the  rigours  of  a  wet  and  windy 
nomination  day. 

House  cheered  and  laughed.  KNATCHBULL- 
HUOESSBN  gravely  shook  bis  head.  "  That 's 
all  very  well,"  said  he.  "  But  a  man  who 
would  pander  to  the  lowest  instincts  of  hu- 
manity by  clearing  the  way  for  parish  coun- 
cils, would  do  anything." 

Business  done. — Another  night's  talk  round 
Welsh  Disestablishment  BUI. 

Tuesday. — Prospect  of  hearing  JOHN  WIL- 
LIAM move  adjournment  of  House  over  Derby 
Dav,  and  JOHN  LENO  reply  on  other  side, 
sufficed  to  crowd  benches.  Such  encounter  of 
wits  rarely  delights  mankind  these  degenerate 
days.  Such  lightness  of  touch !  Such  gleam- 
ing attack  !  Such  brilliant  defence !  In  short, 
such  badinage !  Such  persiflage !  Old  Mem- 
bers recall  earlier  conflicts  in  same  field. 
Young  Members  look  back  on  clever  speech 
made  by  ELCHO  in  moving  adjournment  one 
year,  capped  by  equally  brilliant  speech  when, 
in  the  following  Session,  he  seconded  WILFRID 


LAWSON  on   the  negative  course. 
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This  and  all  else  would  be  excelled  when  JOHN  WILLIAM  began  to   and  Cap'en  TOMMY  BOWLES,   wearing  his  best  Sunday  ducks  in 
eft,  and  LKNO  made  light  reply.  honour  of  a  sultry  day  that  remirds  him  faintly  of  breathless  mo- 

TKU  was  natural  expecfation  from  reputation  of  these  famous  wits.  I  ments  spent  in  the  Forties  in  the  Bight  of  Benin. 
In  dreary  conversation  that  followed  there  was  one  solitary  flifker       SILOMIO  sat  down  and  mopped  the  shining  top  of  his  patriotic  bead 


of  humour;  it  was  dis- 
covered by  anxious 
searcher  in  the  cir- 
cumstance that  the 
whole  business  wag 
utterly,  hopelessly 
prosaic.  There  wasn't 
a  laugh  in  it  from 
beginning  to  end. 
House  begins  to  think 
it  has  had  enough  of 
this  elaborate  annual 
tourney  of  humour. 
Next  year,  if  motion 
for  adjournment  over 
Derby  Day  is  made,  it 
will  be  better  to  have 
question  put  forth- 
with, and  so  divide. 
Another  experience 
like  the  exceedingly 
bad  half-hour  endured 
this  afternoon  is  more 
than  should  fall  to  the 
lot  of  a  single  genera- 
tion. 

Business  done.  — 
House  agreed  bv 
221  votes  against  174 
that  it  could  not 
afford  to  take  a  holi- 


with  a  hardkerchief 
hemmed  in  Germany. 
The  Cap'en,  catching 
the  Chairman's  eye 
with  the  hook  that 
serves  in  place  of  the 
strong  right  hand  cut 
off  by  the  flashing 
olade  of  the  Moor 
whose  felucca  TOMMY 
was  boarding  under 
the  impression  it  was 
a  ferry-boat,  sprang  to 
his  feet.  "  Unthink- 
ing diatribes,"  he 
called  SILOMIO'S  noble 
speech  ;  lamented  the 
effect  upon  foreign 
powers  of  its  delivery 
"  by  a  responsible 
leader  of  the  party"  ; 
and  said  much  else 
that  would  have 
shocked  the  House 
had  Members  chanced 
to  be  present.  PRINCE 
AETHUB,  who  so 
acutely  felt,  and  so 
bitterly  resented, 
GKOEGE  RUSSELT.'S 
recent  sneer  at  the 


Cromwell.  "  Brother  JOSEPH,  Brother  JOSEPH,  for  a  Koundhead  I  find  thee  in  strange  company ! "  I 

day.     Straight  w  ay  "  But  what  a  pity  it  is  that  we  cannot  revive  Oliver  Cremwell  in  the  flesh,  and  not  only  in  marble."  Patriot   Knight,   was 
proceeded     to    waste  Mr-  Chamberlain's  Speech  at  Birmingham,  May  29.         spared  the  anguish  of 

r'mainder  of  sitting  in  vain  repetition  of  argument  round  clauses  of   1he  moment  by  that  carefu'ly  concerted  movement  which,  happily, 
Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill.  calls  SILOMIO'S  colleagues  off  the  Front  Bench  when  he  is  about  to 

Thursday. — Well  frr  PRINCE  ARTHUR  he  chanced  to  be  absent  discourse  on  Foreign  Affairs, 
to-night  when  Cap'en  TOMMV  BOWLES  hauled  alongside  SHOMIO  and  i     business  done.— Vote,  on  Account  agreed  to. 


raked  him  fore  and  aft.  KENYON,  who  knows 
more  than  you  think  when  you  hear  him  speak, 
tells  me  it  is  pretty  certain  when  the  mxt 
Government  is  formed  SILOMTO  will  have  his 
choice  of  succeeding  either  EDWARD  GREY  or 
SYDNEY  BCXTON.  Neither  office  is  of  Cabinet 
rank.  But  with  the  chief  in  the  Lords,  a  states- 
man of  SILOMIO'S  ability  and  sagacity  can  make 
and  keep  a  position  equal  in  importance  and 
influence  to  some  more  highly  placed.  No  one 
will  deny  that  the  promotion  will  have  been 
well  earned.  The  Sheffield  Knight  has,  perhaps, 
been  mere  prominently  associated  with  the  con- 
dp  ct  of  Colonial  affairs  than  with  those  nominally 
directed  by  Lord  KIMHERLEY  with  the  assistance 
of  EDWARD  GREY.  This  is  a  view  strengthened 
by  the  circumstance  of  the  honourable  title  con- 
ferred upon  him  by  the  emissaries  from  Swaziland. 
Actually,  SJLOM  joknows  quite  as  much  of  Foreign 
Affairs  as  he  dof  s  of  Colonial. 

_  To-night,  on  Vote  on  Account,  he  concentrated 
his  attention  on  the  action  of  the  Foreign  Office. 
Surveying  its  operations  from  China  to  Peru,  he 
was  constrained  unreservedly  to  condemn  them. 
Everywhere  the  British  Minister  had  truckled  to 
the  foreigner.  The  flag  of  England,  which  th« 
emigrants  in  the  Mayflower  proudly  carried 
with  them  even  in  their  exile,  was  dragged 
through  every  gutter  of  foreign  capitals. 

"  There  never  was  a  time,"  said  SILOMIO, 
"  when  this  country  was  so  isolated  among  the 
nations  of  Europe." 

This  grand  speech  echoed  throneh  nearly 
empty  House.  PRINCE  ARTHUR  and  his  col- 
leagues on  Front  Opposition  Bench,  as  usual, 
paid  their  distinguished  colleague  the  highest 
compliment.  They  knew  he  would  say  the  right  thing  in  the  right 
way,  at  the  right  time.  Whilst  he  kept  the  gate  no  traitor  could 


Friday. — House  met  to  wird  up  business 
previous  to  Whitsun  reres".  ALPHEUS  CLEO- 
PHAS,  always  considerate,  been  thinking  over 
wavs  of  enjoying  the  holiday.  Struck  him 
nothing  would  be  nicer  than  free  admission  for 
M.P.'s  and  their  friends  to  witness  process  of 
vivisection.  Pat  the  matter  before  HOME 
SECRETARY  in  his  genial  way.  ASQUITH  very 
sorry,  but  has  no  power  to  give  the  desired 
admission.  ALPHETJS  CLEOPHAS  a  little  de- 
pressed, but  went  off  with  the  consciousness 
that  he  had  at  least  done  his  best. 

"  Thtre  is  no  enterprise  in  thes,e  people, 
TOBY."  he  complained.  "We  in  London  are 
much  behind  the  age.  We  haven't  here  what  in 
Parii  is,  I  believe,  called  the  Mor  gew.:  a  nice, 
quiet  place  to  turn  into  when  you  are  out 
holiday-making.  I  have  my  own  resources. 
When  house  is  shut  and  I  can't  go  about  the 
basement  and  cellars  smelling  out  the  oil  lamps, 
I  sit  on  edge  of  fountain  in  Trafalgar  Square 
and  sniff  its  balmy  waters.  Everyone  not 
fqually  independent.  If  we  had  only  about  the 
parks  and  in  the  thoroughfares  places  open  to 
the  respectable  public  where  they  might  see 
vivisection  going  on,  we  should  be  a  happier 
nation." 

Business  done.  —  House  adjourned  for  the 
Whitsnn  recess.  Back  again  June  10. 


/ 


An  Authority  en  Heraldry ! 
(Mr.  Eg-rt-n  All-n.) 


Wail  of  the  Wire-puller. 
OH  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 

R-S-B-RY  doesn't  seem  h'arty. 
'Tis  very  well  winning  the  Derby  "  Blue  Ribbon," 

But  that  will  not  bind  up — our  Party ! 


^,                                    — «•-  - —  o *  v..u«*  NASKULLA  KHAN.— On  the  Sunday  immfdiately  following  his  un- 

iss    no  harm  betall  a  beloved  country.    So,  with  one  accord,  they  commonly  fatigring  first  day  in  town,  the  SHAHZADA  was  requested 

went  off,   leaving  CASABIANCA  SILOMIO  to  tread  alone  the  deck,  to  visit  the  Zoo.  Wire  from  Porcupine,  who,  on  account  of  his  splendid 

burning  with  his  eloquence.  set  of  quills,  acts  as  Secretary  to  the  Zoo  Society,  ran  thus :-"  Will 

i  the  benches  behind  sat  only  TOMLINSON,  who  sometimes  wishes  Khan  visit  Zoo?"    Exhausted  Receiver's  reply  brief  but  to  the 

NCE  ARTHUR  had  a  little  more  of  SILOMIO'S  go ;  KSATCHBULL-  i  point,  exhibiting  fine  mastery  of  English  language,  "  Khan  can't." 
HroEssEN  who  doesn't  think  the  Knight  is  quite  the  model  of  a 

country  gentleman,  but  likes  to  hear  him  shout  at  the  Government ;  CLASSIC  TITLE  FOB  DR.  GKACE.— "  The  Centurion." 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

Tit KRK  iit,  of  course,  to  be  an  Eisteddfod  in  1896  ;  and  it  appears 
that  the  Llandndno  Executive  Committee  have  been  making  somi 
revolutionary  proposals  with  reference  to  it.  They  have  resolvec 
that  they  "  respectfully  desire  that  the  Gorsedd  wifl  see  its  way  tc 

concur  in  the  subject  for  the  chai: 
being  in  any   metre,  and  not  re- 
stricted to  an  awdl.    The  Committee 
are  aware  that  the  awdl  has  anti- 
quity and  custom  in  its  favour,  but 
while  calculated  to  develop  skill  ii 
metrical  composition,  the  local  Com- 
mittee  feel   that  the   necessity   o 
composing  in  the  form  of  an  awd 
is  fettering  to  the  conception  am 
imagination."    I   cannot  cay  wha 
an  awdl  is   but  I  am  dead  agains 
fetters,  ana,  therefore,  I  my,  down 
with  the  dastardly,  fettering  awdl. 

SWIFT,  strike  off  the  fetters,  wher- 
ever they  're  found. 
Let  the  song-loving  Welshman  go 

free  and  unbound. 
To  the  awdl  too  long  has  he  bendec 

his  knee, 

But  its  fate  has  been  sealed,  and  the  Welshman  is  free  ; 
As  free  as  his  ocean,  as  free  as  his  breezes, 
He  shall  write  as  he  likes,  in  what  metre  he  pleases  ; 
And  he  faces  his  Gorsedd,  and  vows  he  won't  dawdle 
A  manacled  slave  in  the  train  of  the  awdl. 

AFTER  this  it  seems  somewhat  bald  and  prosaic  to  read  that 
On  the  recommendation  of  "  Hwfa  Mon  "  (the  Arohdruid),  "  Kifionjdd  " 
(the  registrar),  "Cadvan,"  "Pedrog,"  "Gwynedd"  and  "  Dyfed,"  of  the 
Uorsedd  Committee,  who  stated  that  the  subject  chosen  for  the  arwrgerdd 
(heroic  poem),  for  which  a  prize  of  £20  and  a  silver  crown  is  offered,  was  un- 
suitable for  an  arwrgerdd,  the  subject  was  changed,  "  Llewelyn  Fawr  "  being 
substituted  for  "  St.  Tudno." — Instead  of  the  galar-gan,  the  subject  of  which 
was  "Clwydfardd,"  for  which  £15  was  the  prize,  it  wa»  decided  to  offer  a 
prize  of  £15  and  a  gold  medal  for  the  best  awdl  on  "Clwydfardd,"  the 
Gorsedd  stating  that  an  awdl  would  be  much  more  appropriate,  as  the  late 
Archdruid  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  twenty-four  metres.  Instead  of  the  hir 
a  thoddaid  "Cestyll  Cymru"  (Castles  of  Wales)  it  was  decided  to  offer  a 
prize  of  £2  It.  for  the  best  hir  a  theddaid  "  Beddargraph  '  Elis  Wyn  o 
Wyrfai,  '"and  also  £2  'It.  for  the  best  hir  a  thoddaid  "Beddargraph '  Tudno.' " 

THE  Bishop  of  HEREFORD  has  requested  the  parishes  in  his  diocese 
to  send  up  petitions  respecting  the  Armenian  atrocities.  One  of  these 
parishes  is  WaLford-on-Wye,  and  I  propose  to  confer  immortality 
upon  the  reply  sent  by  its  Vicar  to  the  Bishop. 

"  I  regret  "  (says  this  truly  Christain  cleric)  "  having  been  unable  to  re- 
spond in  the  way  you  desired  to  your  appeal  respecting  the  persecution  of 
Christians  in  Armenia.  My  not  doing  so  was  owing  to  the  circumstance 
that  at  the  present  time  a  remonstrance  from  our  nation  can  have  no  moral 
weight  whatever.  We  have  now  in  office  a  Government  which  is  exercising 
all  its  ingenuity  in  plans  for  the  persecution  and  plunder  of  Christians  here, 
and  so  long  as  we  tolerate  the  continuance  of  such  a  Government  in  office  the 
Turk  would  be  justified  in  telling  us  to  reform  this  scandal  before  we  presume 
to  remonstrate  with  him." 

IN  other  words,  the  Vicar  of  Walford-on-Wye  disapproves  of  the 
Welsh  Church  Disestablishment  Bill,  and  refuses  on  that  account  to 
join  in  a  protest  against  the  torture  and  murder  of  his  Armenian 
fellow-creatures.  The  logic  of  the  Vicar  is  as  convincing  as  his 
Christian  sympathy  is  admirable.  Let  him  be  known  henceforth  as 
the  Vicar  of  Reason  Wye. 

WHAT  on  earth  is  a  "Rational  Sick  and  Burial  Association?" 
They  possess  one  at  Acton  Turville  :  and,  only  the  other  day,  it  held 
great  junketings.  I  may  possibly  have  been  rationally  sick,  but  I 
have  certainly  never  yet  been  rationally,  or  even  irrationally,  buried, 
nor,  I  take  it,  have  the  very  vigorous  members  of  the  Association. 
However,  they  had  a  procession,  which  started  from  the  club-room, 
headed  by  the  Malmesbury  band,  and  then  walked  to  Badminton, 
calling  at  the  Duke  of  BEABFOBT'S,  where  they  were  all  treated  with 
refreshments.  Imagine  his  sporting  Grace's  feelings  at  being  called 
upon  to  treat  with  refreshments  a  procession  of  the  rationally  sick 
and  buried.  They  then  dined.  The  menu  is  not  given,  but  no  doubt 
included  bread  made  from  mummy-wheat,  Dead-sea  fruit,  and 
copious  libations  of  bier  (spelling  again!). 

CLOSE  to  Bristol,  too,  there  ii  a  place  rejoicing  in  the  name  of 
Fishponds,  where,  at  the  Full  Moon  Hotel,  the  Loyal  Pride  of  Fish- 
ponds  Lodge  of  the  Bristol  Equalised  District  of  the  Order  of  Druids 
meets  for  its  various  celebrations.  The  members  sometimes  "  peram- 


bulate  the  village,  headed  by  the  band  of  the  Mangotafield  detach- 
ment of  the  Bristol  Rifles.'^ 

Now  strike  the  clashing  cymbals,  and  sound  the  big  bassoon, 

The  Loyal  Pride  of  Fishponds  Lodge  has  left  the  old  "  Full  Moon," 

Yet,  though  their  band  be  warlike,  they  mean  nor  war  nor  pillage, 

"Tis  charity  that  bids  them  thus  perambulate  the  village. 

No  member  of  the  Order  would  dare  to  come  too  late 

When  Fishponds  calls  her  Druids  out  to  celebrate  a  ffte. 

Then,  while  with  martial  music,  the  left  foot  on  the  beat, 

The  Lodge  awakes  the  echoes  loud  in  every  village  street, 

The  villagers  of  Fishponds  forsake  their  early  bed. 

And  each  one  at  his  window  displays  a  nightcapped  head, 

(Salutes  the  hoary  Druids,  nor  fails  to  greet  with  cheers, 

The  Mangotstield  detachment  of  Bristol  Volunteers. 


A  CORKF.SPONDKNT  writes  to  the  Scoltman,  protesting  against  the 
ission  of  the  grey  plover  from  the  list  of  birds  to  be  protected 
under  the  Wild  Birds  Protection  Act.  "  That  the  eggs,"  he  adds, 


,  , 

"are  gathered  by  keepers  and  others  for  sale,  should  certainly  be  no 
argument  ;  and  any  keeper  might  well  be  ashamed  to  watch  a  poor 
harmless  bird  all  day  through  binoculars  for  the  purpose  of  making 
a  few  shillings  by  the  sale  of  its  eggs,"  We  live  and  learn.  I  have 
been  eating  plover's  eggs  for  years  without  the  least  suspicion  that 
the  poor  harmless  mother-bird  had  been  shamefully  watched  through 
binoculars  by  a  keeper  in  search  of  shillings.  All  the  same.  I 
heartily  indorse  the  suggestion  that  the  plover  should.be  protected. 

Sn.  DONALD  CUBBIX  must  have  the  eye  of  an  eagle.  Speaking  at 
a  luncheon  held  in  Newcastle  the  other  day  in  connection  with  the 
Trinity  Presbyterian  Church,  he  declared  that  "  nothing  had  ever 
charmed  him  more  than  to  observe  at  the  luncheon  that  day  the 
marvellous  ability,  but  much  more  the  marvellous  unanimity  and 
Christian  fellowship  manifested  by  the  Nonconformist  bodies."  I 
doff  my  cap  to  the  man  who  can  infer  not  only  marvellous  unanimity 
and  Christian  fellowship,  but  also  marvellous  ability  from  his  ob- 
servation of  bodies  at  luncheon.  After  this  it  must  be  the  merest 
child's-play  to  navigate  the  Tantallon  Cattle  to  the  Baltic  Canal. 

AT  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Blaokrock  Town  Commissioners,  so  I 
rather  from  the  Freeman's  Journal,  Dr.  KoUGH,  the  Vice-Chairman, 
jbjected  to  the  adoption  of  a  petition  in  favour  of  the  Intoxicating 
Liquors  (Ireland)  Bill.  He  said  the  petition  had  been  carried  by  a 
side-wind.  Obviously,  in  the  Doctors  opinion,  the  only  thing  to  be 
done  waa  to  Rough-drop  it. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

["  Professor  DRUMMOND'S  '  Ascent  of  Han  '  was  discuMtd  in  the  Assembly 
of  the  Free  Church  and  very  severely  handled."—  Daily  Teleyrapk.] 

WHAT  ?    Sprung  f  rae  an  ape  wi'  a  danglin'  bit  tailie  P 

Evolved  by  a  process  o'  naiteral  law  ? 
What  ?    Me,  Sir  P    An  Elder  i'  Kirk  an'  a  Bailie  f> 

That  boast  o'  the  bluid  o'  the  Yellow  Macaw  P 

Ye  'd  gar  be  takin'  me  graunfeyther's  Bible 

An'  write  doun  "  Gorilla  "  the  sire  o'  us  a"  ? 
Na,  na  !    'Tisna  me  that  's  the  traitor  tae  libel 

The  family  tree  o'  the  Yellow  Macaw. 
We  gang  straught  awa'  through  the  son  o'  ta  PHAIKSHONS 

Tae  NOAH  an'  ADAM,  and  back  to  the  Fa', 
An'  nane  but  respectable  kirk-gangin'  pairsons 

Hae  place  i'  the  tree  o'  the  Yellow  Macaw. 

Baboons  ?—  Leave  the  Sansenach,  o'er  bis  Manilla, 

Tae  boast  as  he  will  o'  his  Puggie'-Papa  ! 
But  strike  me  teetotal  if  e'er  a  gorilla 

Shall  sit  i'  the  tree  o'  the  Yellow  Macaw  ! 

•  Anylut,  Monkey. 


AND  HKAT  ;  OB,  IN  A  CONCATENATION  ACCOKDINOLT.— 
Speaking  of  "  the  invisible  parts  of  the  solar  spectrum,"  Dr. 
ICGGIKS  tells  us  the  "  ultra-red  "  has  been  traced  to  a  distance  nearly 
•  ten  times  as  long  as  the  whole  range  of  the  visible  or  light-giving 
region  of  the  spectrum."  Nature,  indeed,  is  "all  of  a  piece?'  In 
xtlitics,  as  in  optics,  the  "Ultra- Red"  lies  bejond  the  "  light- 
;iving  region,"  though,  as  Science  says  of  its  "  gamut  of  invisible 
•ays,  they  are  perceived  "  by  their  heating  effecta."  The  8.  D.  F.'s 
and  other  wavers  of  the  Red  Flag,  should  study  up-to-date  opties. 


"  Sic    ITCH    AD    ASTKA.''— The    Balloon    Society    has    presented 

'  W.  G."  with  ita  gold  medal.    Therefore  has  he  pardonable  cause 

or  inflation.    It  is  to  be  hoped  that  this  will  not  have  the  effect  of 

making  him  hit  "  skyers."    In  spite  of  the  aeronaut  medal,  may  we 

never  see  "  e'er  a  naught "  tacked  on  to  W.  G.'s  name. 


VOL.  civlll. 
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'BOUND    FOR    THE    BALTIC    SEA!" 

[Mr.  GLADSTOKB  start*  for  a  trip  to  the  Baltic  in  the  Donald  Currie  Ship  lantaOon  Ca»tle,  Wednesday,  June  12.] 
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WHAT  A  CHARMING  SURPRISE  IT  is,  TO  A  MAN  WHO  HAS  LOOKKD  TO  HIS  BICYCLE  FOR  Two  HOURS'  PEACE  AMD  LIBERTY  A  DAT, 

TO  COMB  DOWN    ON    HIS    BIRTHDAY  AND    FIND  THAT  HIS   WlFE  AND  HIS   MOTHIR-IN-LAW   HAVE  TAKEN   LESSONS   IN  SECRET,    AND  WIIJU 
HENCEFORTH   GO  WITH    HIM  ALWAYS   AND   EVERYWHERE  I 


SUN  AND  SONG. 

Saturday. — Have  just  been  reading  in  Temple  Bar  an  article  on 
the  influence  of  sunshine  01  SHKLLKY,  BYRON,  KEATS,  MOOKK, 
SOUTHEY,  and  other  noets.  Never  thought  of  that  before.  There  is 
so  little  sunshine  in  London,  and  when  there  is  one  never  sits  out  in 
it.  That  is  why  all  the  magazines  reject  my  sonnets,  and  why  no 
one  will  publish  my  tragedy  in  blank  verse.  Sunshine !  "Right  on 
the  top  of  one's  bare  head.  That  is  the  cure.  The  reason* is  obvious 
—Phoebus  Apollo,  the  Divine  Afflatus,  and  all  that  sort!  of  thing. 
Must  go  somewhere  into  the  sunshine  at  onoe.  Brighton  is  near, 
Brighton  is  shadeless,  Brighton  under  the  June  sunshine  is  hot. 
The  very  place.  Shall  now  at  last  electrify  the  world.  Go  down  by 
an  evening  train.  Somewhat  crowded.  Whitsuntide,  of  course. 

Sunday. — Glorious  morning.  Blaze  of  sunshine.  Brighton  is  not 
an  inspiring  place  for  a  poet.  Walk  along  asphalted  parade.  Ex- 
tremely hot.  But  that  is  just  what  I  want.  Still  SHELLEY  and  the 
others  did  not  advocate  softened  asphalte,  to  which  one's  boots 
almost  stick.  The  beach  is  the  right  place.  Lie  down  on  the  dusty 
shingle  above  hiifh  water  mark,  take  off  my  hat,  and  abandon  myself 
to  the  Divine  Afflatus.  Wait  patiently  for  inspiration.  Can  only 
think  how  hot  it  is.  Wonder  if  the  Divine  Afflatus  could  get  through 
my  Jhat.  Put  on  my  hat.  Still  no  inspiration.  Take  my  hat  off 
again.  Begin  to  become  insensible  in  the  warmth.  Suddenly  feel 
on  the  back  of  my  head  a  sensation  as  of  something  striking  me. 
Can  it  be  the  inspiration  ?  No,  it  was  a  pebble.  Jump  up.  Boys 
behind,  aimlessly  throwing  stones,  have  hit  me.  Sudden  inspira- 
tion to  rush  after  them  with  uplifted  stick.  Sudden  flight  of  bays. 
Pursue  them  over  uneven  shingle.  Wonder  if  SHRLLEY  and  the 
others  ever  did  that.  At  last  stop,  breathless,  Jhotter  than  ever. 
Find,^  with  difficulty,  another  unoccupied  space  on  beach,  and  lie 
downtagain.  Become  quite  drowsy.  Suddenly  wake  up.  Mast  have 
beenjasleep  for  a  long  time.  Sun  going  down.  No  inspiration  yet, 
and  no  chance  of  Divine  Afflatus  to-day.  Mast  wait  till  to-morrow. 


Head  aching  very  much.  Wonder  if  SHELLEY  and  the  others  had 
headaches  when  the  1).  A.  was  coming  on.  Consult  Temple  Bar. 
Apparently  not.  Very  strange. 

Monday.  —  Again  blazing  sunshine.  Hotter  than  ever.  This  must 
j  brinr  on  the  D.  A.  if  anything  would.  Again  lie  on  beach.  r  More 
crowded  than  yesterday.  Some  of  the  people  seem  friendly,  and  to  be 
|  interested  in  my  experiment,  for  they  address  me  and  advise  me  to 
get  my  hair  out.  Could  this  possibly  be  advantageous  to  admit  the 
I  ).  A.  ?  No.  SHELLEY  and  the  others  wore  their  hair  like  mine,  not 
cropped  like  a  convict's.  Tell  this  to  my  new  friends.  They  laugh. 
I  become  angry.  Then  they  tell  me  to  keep  my  hair  on.  Curious 
instance  of  the  vacillation  of  popular  opinion.  They  go  away  sing- 
ing. Pain  in  my  head  and  sleepiness  still  worse.  Can  no  longer 
keep  awake.  Abandon  myself  to  D.  A.  Am  suddenly  aroused  Dy 
pomeone  shaking  my  arm.  Open  my  eyes.  Can  hardly  see  anything. 
Awful  pain  in  head.  Shut  my  eyes  again.  My  arm  again  shaken 
roughly.  A  voice  says,  "  Now  then,  get  up."  Endeavour  to  lift  my 


oug 
ead 


but  cannot.  Never  felt  so  ill  before.  Murmur  feebly,  "I 
can't.  It's  the  D.  A.  coming  on."  Voice  ^answers,  "  D.  T.  yer 
mean.  None  o'  your  gammon.  You  come  along  o'  me."  Begin  now 
to  understand  that  it  is  not  Phoabus  Apollo  who  is  standing  bv  me  in 
a  vision.  It  is  not  even  a  beautiful  woman,  as  in  SHELLEY  s  Alaitor. 
It  is  a  policeman.  Must  find  precedent  for  this.  Somehow  my  voice 
seems  changed  and  uncertain,  but  I  manage  to  murmur,  "  Temple 
Bar."  "  Oh  yes,"  says  the  policeman,  "  you  've  been  enough  in  the 
bar.  Now  yer  can  try  the  dock.  Come  along."  Ha  endeavours  to 
raise  me,  but  I  again  fall  insensible. 

Wednesday.  —  Remember  dimly  the  horrible  events  of  the  last 
thirty-six  hours.  I  wa<  taken  to  the  police-station,  and  brought 
before  the  magistrate.  He  would  not  even  look  at  Temple  Bar,  and 
fined  me  for  being  drunk  and  incapable.  I  drunk  and  incapable  ! 
Oh  heavens  !  To-day  I  am  back  in  London.  The  sky  is  cloudy.  No 
chance  of  the  D.  A.  now.  Shall  give  up  poetry  for  ever,  and  for  the 
future  write  words  for  songs. 
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AT   A    YEOMANRY    REVIEW. 

SCENE— An  open  space  near  Baymouth,  the  watering-place  at  which 
the  County  Yeomanry  hare  been  going  through  their  annual 
training  Along  one  side  of  the  ground  is  a  row  of  drags  and 
other  carriagts,  occupied  by  the  local  magnates  ;  along  another 
the  less  distinguished  spectator!  stand  in  a  thin  line  or  occasional 
aroups,  waiting  for  the  review  to  begin.  In  the  centre,  the  in- 
specting officer  if  fudging  the  best  turned-out  troop,  while  the 
remainder  of  the  regiment  are  doing  nothing  in  particular. 

Yeomanry  Non-Com.  (who  is  leading  an  officer's  horse  and  talk- 
ing to  a  female  friend  of  his  and  her  brother  with  the  sense  of  con- 
ferring a  distinction  upon  them).  Ah  'tis  not  all  play  this  yere 
trainin',  I  do  assure  ye.  I've  been  so  'ard-worked  all  the  week, 
with  all  the  writin'  I  've  had  to  do  at  the  orderly  room  and  thet,  I  ve 
'ardly  'ad  time  to  live  !  But  I  like  it,  mind  ye,  I  like  it  more  every 
year  I  come  out  and  so  does  my  old  'errse,  a'  b  heve.  And  there  a 
this  about  it  too— the  girls  don't 
come  errf ter  a  feller ! 

The  Young  Lady.  Well,  I  'm 
sure !  Now  I  should  have  thought 
when  you're  in  the  Yeomanry,  it 
was  just  what 

The  Y.  N.-C.  Tain't  so— not  in 
my  case— that's  all  I  can  tell  ye. 

The  Y.  L.  (with  coquettish  in- 
credulity). Oh,  I  daresay.  With 
that  uniform,  too !  Why,  I  expect, 
if  the  truth  was  told,  you  know 
more  than  one  young  lady  who's 
glad  enough  to  be  seen  about  with 
you. 

The  Y.  N.-C.  (complacently). 
More  than  one !  Why,  theer  wurr 
eight  I  took  out  in  a  boat  for  a 
moonlight  row  on'y  lawst  night 
— nawn  o'  my  seekin',  but  they 
wouldn't  take  no  denial.  I  didn't 
want  to  be  bothered  with  'en.  I  've 
got  other  things  to  do  besides 
equirin'  a  passel  o'  wimmin  folk 
about,  I  hev. 

The  Y.  L.  You  conceited  thing, 
von!  If  that's  the  way  you  goon, 
I  shan't  talk  to  you  any  more ! 

The  Y.  N.-C.  Well,  you  won't 
hev  th'  opportunity,  for  theer 's  the 
Captain  calling  me  up.  So  long — 
and  take  care  o'  yerselves ! 

[He  trots  off,  feeling  that  he  has 
sufficiently  impressed  them. 

The  Y.  L.  (to  her  brother,  with 
the  superiority  that  comes  of  a 
finishing  school  with  all  the  extras). 
Distinctly  "  country,"  isn't  he ? 

Her  Brother.  Well,  he  can't 
help  that.  And  he  rides  as  straight 
as  any  chap  I  know. 

The  Y.  L.  Oh,  he's  a  real  (food 
fellow,  I  know  that;  still  he  is 
just  a  little I  did  hope  I'd 


a  military  acquaintance.)  Oh,  Captain  CLINKEK,  do  come  and  tell 
me  what  they're  supposed  to  be  doing  out  there,  and  whether 
they  've  begun  yet. 

Capt.  Clinker  (R.A.).  Nothin'  much  goin'  on  at  present.  Ah, 
they  seem  to  be  wakin'  up  now  a  bit.  (As  the  band  strikes  up.) 
There's  the  general  salute  ;  now  they're  goin'  to  make  a  start. 

Mrs.  Pratt.  Who  is  that  little  man  in  the  baggy  black  frock, 
rather  like  a  dressing-gown,  and  the  cocked  hat ;  and  why  is  he 
galloping  out  here  ? 

Capt.  C.  He 's  the  inspectin'  officer ;  takin'  up  his  position  for'^the 
march  past,  don't  you  know. 

Mrs.  Pratt.  Oh ;  and  they  're  all  going  to  march  past  him.  How 
nice !  But  there 's  another  officer  in  a  cocked  hat ;  is  he  inspecting, 
too? 

Capt.  C.  Only  their  tongues ;  he's  the  regimental  Pill — the  doctor, 
you  know. 

Mrs.  Pratt,  (disenchanted).  I  quite  thought  he  must  be  a  general 

I  mi  of  T^aov    ma       +Viai*A  'a     f\n  t±     man     vn     o     vaA      ftnot     ttr\A      «  *  Vii^l  mot" 


at  leant. 


'Twas  onfortnate  fur  Garge,  him  bein*  th'  only  man  as  fell  arf." 


Dear  me,  there's  one  man  in  a  red  coat  and  a,  helmet. 
What  is  he  doing  here  ? 

Capt.  C.  That's  the  adjutant.! 

Mrs.  Pratt.  Oh;  and  the  adju- 
tant always  wears  a  helmet.  I  see. 
They've  hung  red  silk  round  the 
kettledrums  ;  (pleased)  that 's  real 
soldiering,  isn't  it  ? 

Officers  (as  the  regiment  marches 
past  by  squadrons).  Right  whe-eel! 
Eyes  right !  For- ward !  Dress  up 
to  your  leaders  there ! 

Capt.  C.  (with  languid  approba- 
tion). The  dressin's  not  half  bad. 

Mrs.  Pratt.  No,  they  're  dressed 
very  like  Hussars — or  is  it  Artillery 
I  mean  ?  I  always  had  an  idea  the 
Yeomanry  wore  comic  uniforms — 
with  shirt-collars,  you  know,  and 
old-fashioned  milk-pail  hats  with 
feathers  and  things.  But  (dis- 
appointedly) there's  nothing  ridi- 
culous about  these.  What  a  frisky 
animal  that  trumpeter  is  riding ; 
look  at  him  caracoling  about  I 

Capt.  C.  Trumpeters  andserjeant- 
majors  always  the  best  mounted. 

Mrs.  Pratt.  Are  they ?  I  wonder 
why  that  is.  (As  the  regiment 
ranks  by  in  single  file.)  But  they  've 
nil  got  beautiful  horses. 

Capt.  C.  (critically).  H'm. 
they  're  a  f  air-lookin"  lot.  Fall  off 
a  bit  behind,  some  of  'em. 

Mrs.  Pratt.  Do  they  ?  Then  they 
can't  be  very  gocd  riders,  can  they  ? 

Capt.  C.  These  fellows?  They 
ought  to  be ;  most  of  'em,  you  see, 
hunt  their  horses  regularly. 

Mrs.  Pratt,  (with  a  mental  vision 
of  dismounted  troopers  chasingtheir 
chargers  about  the  ground).  What 
fun  I  I  should  like  to  see  them 
do  that.  (As  the  regiment  trott 
past  in  sections.)  But  they  don't 


er  Admirer  (and  GEORGE  s  rival).  Cawn't  Bay  as  I ' ve  tried,  par-  Mrs.  Pratt.  No ;  and  they  haven't  tried  to  gallop  yet,  have  they  ? 
er.  But  there's  one  there  in  the  rear  rank  that  hes  a  look  of  Some  of  the  horses  are  cantering  now,  though ;  it  looks  so  much 
:  that  one  f  ettin'  all  humped  up  nohow  on  his  'errse.  ,  nicer  than  if  they  all  trotted,  /  think. 

he  Adored  One.  Oh,  of  course,  if  you're  going  to  make  out  as       Capt.  C.  Don't  fancy  their  Colonel  would  agree  with  you  there. 


polished  him  up  a  little  while  we  were  at  the  farm  last  summer ;    seem  to  come  off  over  the  trotting. 

but  there,  I  suppose  you  can't  put  refinement  into  some  people  I  Capt.  C.  Not  quite ;  the  leaders  don't  keep  their  distance,  so  the 

Another  Young  Lady  (to  her  Admirer).  I  can't  make  GEOBGE  out  I  men  can't  keep  up.    Still,  considering  how  short  a  time  they  've  been 
yet  among  them  all— can  you  t  out,  you  can't  expect 

Her  Admirer  (and  GEORGE'S  rival).  Cawn't  Bay  as  I  've  tried,  par- 

him  ;  1 

The 
GEOBOE  can't  sit  on  a  horse  I 

Her  Admirer  (sulkily).   Well,   I'd  back  myself  to  ride  'cross 
country  agen  GABGE  any  day. 

The  Adored  One.  Then  why  don'tyow  join  the  Yeomanry,  like  he  has? 

Her  Admirer  (who  would  if  he  could  afford  it)*  Why  Tt    'Cause 
taint  worth  my  while,  if  you  want  to  know ! 

The  Adored  One.  I  'm  sure  it 's  a  smart  enough  uniform— at  least 
GEORGE  looks  quite  'andsome  in  it. 

Her  Admirer.  He  didn't  look  very  'andsome  when  I  see  him  on 
pare  de  this  marnin' ;  the  sun  had  peeled  his  nose  a  treat ! 


Mrs.  Pratt.  What  a  shame  to  keep  those  poor  soldiers  out  there 
all  by  themselves  ;  they  don't  have  any  fun,  and  they  only  get  in 
the  way  of  the  others  when  they  turn  round.  Oh,  look  at  them 
now— they  're  all  coming  straight  at  us,  and  waving  their  swords ! 

Capt.  C.  Pursuin'  practice  at  the  gallop ;  doin'  it  rather  decently, 
too. 

Mrs,  Pratt.  But  do  you  think  we're  safe  just  here?  Suppose 
they  can't  stop  themselves  in  time ! 


Capt.  C.  No  danger  of  that:  too  heavily  bitted  to  get  out  of  hand. 

""/"  •""""»»  .mo  <niu  uou  yceitu  nig  nose  a  treat :  ...  There,  you  see,  they  're  all  wheelin'  round.   That  '11  be  the  wind 

Adored  One.  It  s  well  there  are  some  who  are  willing  to  make   up.     Yes.  they're  drawn  up  in  line;  officers  called  to  the  front, 
sacrifices  tor  their  country !  v.,,,,  +u,,  .nnnAA^i*.»  /.n;^,..  ;Q  Moir.**'  n  -fan.  »,....n*.Vt:   >m  +  fi.»'i»i'  '*>m  mi 


AMOHG  THE  CARRIAGES. 


em  up 


Now  the  inspecting  officer  is  makin'  a  few  remarks, 
all  round,  you  know.    It  'sail  over. 
Mrs.  Pratt.  Really  ?    It  'a  been  a  great  success,  hasn't  it  ? 


Tlf  jj  .  *,-  J     f  \  JJ-t-l   O»        J.     I  1*1  l>*       J.11.  ttAJ  J      1  J.V      W       WWU       *»      gl  ^M>U        DUWVUaUf       ki 

rattlettm.  Yes,  so  sad  for  him,  poor  dear ;  but  of  course,  I  enjoy  a  review  so  much  better  when  they  don't  have  any  horrid 
sialherdies,  he'll  be  quite  comfortable.    (Reuniting  j  firing.    Don't  you  ?  [Captain  CLLNXEK  assents,  to  save  trouble. 
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ON  THE-WAY  HOME. 

T  George's  Rtral  (reflerttrely).  "Twas  on  for  to  ate  fnr'GABGK,'  him 
beiu'  th'  only  roan  as  fell  arf,  so  twaa. 

The  Adored  One.  He  didn't  fall  off— he  only  fell  0111*  Didn't'you 
hear  him  tellin'  me  the  buckle  of  his  stirrup  broke  ? 
f   George's  Riral.  Buckle  or  nawn,  he  come  arf;  that's  •11"' "m 
sayin'.    An'  showed  his  sense,  too,  by  keepin"  out  o'  th'  rest  on  it. 
But  GABOE  was  allays  a  keerful  sart  o'  chap. 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

[ "  At  the  Ludlow  County  Police  Court,  on  May  27,  Sir  CHARLES  ROUSE 
BOUOHTON,  Baronet,  of  Downton  Hall,  a  Justice  of  the  Peace,  applied  for  a 

Jrotection  order  against  Mr.  JOHN  BADDELBY  WOOD,  of  Henley  Hall,  a 
ustice  of  the  Peace.  The  parties  had  a  dispute  over  a  waterway,  and  on 
leaving  Middleton  Church  on  Sunday,  Mr.  WOOD,  it  was  alleged,  used 
coarse  language  to  Sir  CHARLES,  and  called  him  a  liar  three  time*.  Sir 
CHARLES  said  he  was  in  bodily  fear  of  Mr.  WOOD,  and  thought  if  sureties 
to  keep  the  peace  were  applied  for  he  should  be  safer.  The  Bench  granted 
the  summons." — The  Sheffield  and  Sother/iam  Itukpendmt.] 
SURE,  WOOD  and  BOUGHTON  might  And  now  within  their  bosoms 

full  well 

By  closest  ties  be  knit ; 
But  water 's  caused  them  both  to 


swell, 
And  brought  about  a  split. 


now 
housed 

Blind  anger  courses  madly. 
Sir  CHARLES'S  temper  has  been 
Boused,  [  deley. 

And  WOOD  has  lost  his,  Bad- 


MK.  T.  DOLLING  BOLTON,  M.P.  for  N.E.  division  of  Derbyshire, 
has  been  explaining  to  his  constituents  at  Eckington  the  reason  for 
his  voting  against  the  Government  on  Mr.  LLOYD-GEORGE'S  amend- 
ment to  the  Welsh  Church  Bill.  He  was  under  no  obligation  to  party 
leaders  or  party  as  a  party.  There  was  no  subsidy  by  the  party,  no 
assistance  given  by  party  speakers,  and  he  had  to  rely  upon  the 
electors  alone.  These  elementary  political  principles  endorsed  by 
unanimous  vote  of  continued  confidence  in  esteemed  member.  Vote 
moved  in  eloquent  speech  by  Mr.  BODEN.  No  party  assistance,  no 
party  voting,  manly  independence  the  thing  for  BODEN.  Leaders  sav 
ft  ought  to  be  a  thing  "  verboten,"  and  Mr.  T.  E.  ELLIS  filled  with 
foreboding  by  latest  revolt.  BOLTON  voting  blue  bad  enough,  but  the 
enthusiastic  approval  of  his  constituency  quite  a  bolt  from  the  blue. 

TO  A  LADY-JOURNALIST. 

(Written  by  Eequat.) 

GKEAT  Jieav'ns !     Here,  where 's  my  paper,  pen,  and  ink  I 
How  is  it  all  this  while  I  have  omitted  you  ? 
FIT  her  I  've  rhymed,  and  Her,  and  HEU  ;  don't  think, 
I  beg  then,  that  1  '11  from  my  duty  shrink, 
A  duty  to  a  lady  smart  and  witty  due. 

I  'm  really  sorry  for  this  painful 

lapse 
Of  etiquette—  'twas  careless,  now  you 

mention  it. 

I  thought— let 's  see,  what  did  I 
think?— perhaps  [scraps; 

You'd  hardly  time  to  read  poetic 
Your  leisure 's  precious,  and  I  dared 
not  trench  on  it  I 

Then  ladies  of  the  Press  bar  com- 
pliments [nermit  any !). 
(At  least  /  seldom   find   they  will 
So    I'm   impelled   to  write   plain 
common  sense,  [pretence 
As  near  as    may  be,   ana  on   no 
Aspire  to  high-nown  ode  or  "  lover's 
litany*' ! 

But  still  you  've  asked  me,  and  I  'd 
much  regret  [a  way ; 

Not  to  oblige  you  promptly,  if  I  know 

The  more  so,  as  you '  ve  just  dropped 
into  get 


Coming  for  au  Interview. 


A  cup  of  tea  and  smoke  a  o-g-r- 
(By  Jove,  I  hope  I  haven't  giv'n  tl 


tte. 
the  show  away  I) 


Well,  I  've  not  said  much,  but  I  've  thought  the  more : 
If  I  were  fulsome  in  your  praise,  why,  "  Drat  it  I "  you  'd 
Most  probably  remark,  or  "  What  a  bore !  " 
So,  therefore,  please  between  the  lines  explore — 
LTwas  you  who  bade  me  thus  descend  to  platitude ! 


'ARRY  says  he  was  "  much  interested  in  'earing  of  a  nartiokle  in 
the  St.  James's  Gazette  last  week,  'eaded  The  'Aunt  of  the  Otter. 
He  'opes  the  writer  will  next  give  us  The  Uncle  of  the  Coolie." 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Saturday.—  Production  of  Jfarofd.t  New 
Opera;  ; music  by  COWEN,  book  byiSir  E. 
MA  LET.  British  Representative;  man  in  ser- 
vice 01  :  Foreign  Office,  writing  words  for 
diplomatic,  and  words  .for  musical  notes. 
However  good-tempered  |a  composer  may  be, 
yet  when  he  wants  to  write  an  opera  he 
cannot  get  on  without  "  having  words." 
No  time  left  to  give  full  criticism  on  Harold, 
which  achieved  sufficient  success  to  satisfy 
composer  and  librettist ;  it  may  be  as  well  to 
state  that  there  is' nothing  "old"  in  it,  ex- 
cept in  last  syllable  of  name.  Years  ago 
favourite  subject  with  artists  was  "the  find- 
ing of  the  body  of  HAROLD."  Sir  EDWARD 
has  found  body ;  Co  WEN  clothed  it.  ALB AN i 
is  its  life  and  soul.  Composer  conducted,  o. 
May  probably  be  heard  again  this  season  ;  so  ™ 
no  more  at  present. 


OUR  BOOKENG-OFFICK 

My  Baronite,  constitutionally  credulous,  on  reading  the  earlier 
works  of  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBIIHS,  accepted  the  masculinity,  oi  the 
author  as  put  forward  on  the  title  page.  On  reading  The  Gods, 
Some  Mortals,  and  Lord  Wickenham  (HENRY  &  Co.),  he  begins  to 
doubt.  No  man,  not  the  weakest-minded  amongst  us,  habitually 
uses  italics  in  writing  a  book.  Moreover,  none  but  a  woman  could 
draw  such  a  creature  as  Mrs.  Anne  Warre.  The  more  generous 
masculine  nature  could  not  imagine  anything  so  unrelievedly  unde- 
sirable. Doubtless  she  is  made  so  bad  the  more  strikingly  to  compare 
with  Allegra,  "  whose  charm  was  the  charm  of  springtime  and  love, 
all  the  kind  promises  of  the  sunshine,  the  life,  the  tenderness,  the 
warmth,  the graciousness of  nature."  The  book,  the  most  ambitious, 
and,  in  point  of  length,  the  most  important,  that  has  come  from  the 
pen  of  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES,  is  marked  by  her  gift  of  keen  observa- 
tion, that  sees  everything  and  sees  through  most  people.  Dialogue 
and  narrative  sparkle  with  felicitous  turns,  bubble  over  with  epigram. 
There  are  boundless  possibilities  in  JOHN  OLIVER  HOBBES  ;  but  she 
should  turn  her  face  more  persistently  to  the  sunlight.  Dr.  Warre 
and  Allegro  are  so  good  and  so  pleasant,  that  the  average  reader 
would  like  a  little  more  of  them,  and  a  little  leu  of  the  almost  im- 
possible Mrs.  Warre. 

The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man,  and  there  could  not  be  an 
apter  tutor  than  Mr.  SMALLEY.  His  Studies  of  Men  (MACMILLAN), 
have,  as  he  tolls  us  in  a  preface,  appeared  for  the  most  nart  in  the 
New  York  Tribune.  Everyone  conversant  with  newspaper  work 
will  know  that  for  many  years  Mr.  SMALLKY'H  Letter  from  London  to 
what,  take  it  all  in  all.  is  the  principal,  certainly  the  weightiest, 
journal  in  the  United  States,  has  been  its  most  prominent  feature. 
A  selection  of  these  contributions  have,  happily,  been  rescued  from 
the  files  of  the  newspaper,  and  are  here  presented.  The  Studies  cover 
a  wide  range,  but  the  subjects  are  all,  in  diverse  fashion,  interesting. 
One  is  struck  with  the  extreme  fairness  of  judgment  displayed  in 
dealing  with  men  who  stand  so  far  apart  as,  for  example,  Mr.  ARTHUR 
BALFOCR,  Mr.  PARK  ELL,  Mr.  SPUHOBON,  TENNYSON,  Lord  ROSEBEKY. 
Sir  WILLIAU  HARCOURT,  Mr.  FROUDB,  Mr.  JOHN  WALTER,  and 
Lord  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL.  During  his  long  retidence  in  England 
Mr.  SMAILEY  has  known  these  and  others,  personally  and  in  their 
public  aspect.  He  has  stored  a  picture  gallery  in  which  posterity 
may  see  them  as  they  lived,  nothing  extenuated  nor  anything 
set  down  in  malice.  By  way  of  redressing  afresh  the  balance 
between  the  Old  World  and  the  New.  Mr.  SMALLEI  has  turned  his 
back  on  London,  and,  having  all  these  years  written  about 
Europeans,  for  the  edification  of  Transatlantic  readers,  is  about  to 
tell  Europe,  in  the  columns  of  the  Times,  something  of  the  under- 
current of  public  affairs  in  the  United  States.  He  will  find  in 


publi 
himself  a  most  damaging  rival. 


THE  BARON  D«  B.-W. 


A  HOME-CURED  TONGUE.— At  a  meeting  of  the  "  Gaelic  League  " 
in  Dublin  the  other  day,  "the  proceedings  were  conducted  exclu- 
sively in  Irish."  Dr.  DOUGLAS  HYDE,  the  President,  said  that  the 
movement  was  advancing  in  favour  every  day,  and  that,  "  if  this 

Srogress  continued,  the  future  of  the  Irish  language  was  assured." 
nt  how  about  the  future  of  those  who  have  to  listen  to  it?  He 
subsequently  read  a  poem  called  "  An  Bhainriughan  Aluinn,"  and. 
after  that  had  the  hardihood  to  remark  that  "  both  young  and  old 
take  a  delight "  in  speaking  the  language.  As  Mr.  Pickwick  would 
have  said  to  Dr.  Peter  Magnus  Hyde,—"  It  is  calculated  to  cause 
them  the  highest  gratification." __ 

~MKM.  BY  AN  UNLUCKY  AMATEUR  DABBLER  IN  THE  COY.— To  go 
in  for  "  Specs"  is  short-sighted  policy. 
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THE    NEW    WOMAN. 

"  YOU  'MS  NOT  LEAVING  US,   JACK  !      TEA  WILL  BE  HERE  DIRECTLY  I " 

"  OH,  I  'M  OOINO  FOB  A  CUP  OF  TEA  IN  THE  SERVANTS'  HALL.     I  CAN'T  GET  ON  WITHOUT  FEMALE  SOCIETY,  YOU  KNOW  1 


THE  SHAHZADA  ON  THE  THAMES. 

"  You  will  assist,"  quoth  Mr.  Punch  to  TOBY,  "  in  giving  the 
SHAHZADA  a  cheery  welcome  on  board  the  P.  and  O.'s  Caledonia. 
And  these"  continued  Mr.  P.,  handing  TOBY  a  packet  and  a  purse 
containing  untold  gold  "  are  your  secret  instructions." 

"  They  shall  he  faithfully  obeyed,"  replied  the  ever-faithful  TOBY  ; 
adding,  " 2  bon  SHAH,  ban  hur-rah.'" 

****** 

Day  lovely;  voyage  perfect.  Father  Thames  at  his  best.  Sir 
THOMAS  SUTHERLAND,  M.P.  and  0.,  and  all  the  goodly  company, 
drank  the  SHAHZADA'S  health  most  heartily.  Then  capital  short 
speech  from  Right  Honourable  FOWLER  about  India.  SHAHZADA 
satisfied  with  dinner,  gratified  by  reception.  On  deck  the  SHAH- 
ZADA called  TOBY  aside.  Interpreter  intervened.  "Detnaw  ton.' 
Tuoteg!"  said  the  SHAHZADA,  quietly,  but  authoritatively. 

The  interpreter  retired,  muttering  to  himself  "Bow-strings  for 
one."  "  Look  here,"  said  the  SHAHZADA  to  TOBY  .  ,  .  and  they  dis- 
cussed affairs  (ToBY  acting  as  Mr.  P.'s  representative)  of  such 
importance  that  they  cannot  be  even  hinted  at  in  this  or  any  other 
place.  "  And  now,"  said  the  SHAHZADA,  still  speaking  in  his 
native  language,  of  which  this  is  a  translation,  "is  it  not  true  that 
one  of  your  national  institutions  at  Greenwich  is " 

"The  Fair?" 

"  Bah !  "  laughed  the  SHAHZADA,  "  that  has  long  since  vanished ; 
so  have  the  Pensioners  at  the  Hospital.  But " 

"There is  still  hospitality,"  murmured  TOBY,  salaaming  his  very 
best. 

"  There  is,"  returned  the  SHAHZADA,  "  and  you  shall  show  it." 

"  What  can  I  do  for  yon,  your  Royal  Highness  ?  "  asked  TOBY. 

The  SHAHZADA  drew  him  yet  further  apart  from  the  envious 
crowd,  and  whispered  in  his  ear. 

"Your  Royal  Highness,"  answered  TOBY,  "it  shall  be  done. 
Command  that  the  boat  be  stopped  at  Greenwich." 

So  the  boat  was  stopped  at  Greenwich,  and  the  SHAHZADA,  with 

TOBY,  debarked.    Great  cheering. 

****** 

8  P.M. —  Telegraphic  Message  from  Toby  to  Mr.  Punch,  Fleet  Street. 

Cannot  come  to  dinner.  Shahzada  and  self  enjoying  tea  and 
shrimps.  All  gone— except  the  shrimps.  No  money  returned.  Did 
it  for  one-and-ten,  shall  pocket  difference.  Shahzada  sat/s  best 
entertainment  ever  had.  See  you  later.  Larks.  TOBY. 


THE  WAES  OP  THE  ROSES. 

(A  Sheffield  Cricket  Song,  by  a  True  "  Tyke.") 

["The  fifty-fifth  contest  on  the  cricket  field  between  the  rival  counties  of 
Yorkshire  and  Lancashire  ended  yesterday  (June  5)  in  a  victory  for  the 
representatives  of  the  Red  Rose  by  145  runs,  and  the  record  now  reads  - 
Yorkshire  won  23,  Lancashire  won  23,  and  9  drawn."—  The  Leeds  Mercury.} 

RED  rose  and  white !    A  pleasant  summer  sight. 

As  a  Midsummer  Dream  may  well  imagine  it  1 
How  different  far  from  the  wild  wordy  fight 

'Twixt  furious  SOMERSET  and  fierce  PLANTAGANET  I 
Bramhall  Lane  Ground  presents  a  peacefuller  scene 

Than  that  once  witnessed  in  the  Temple  Garden. 
Here 's  war  of  wickets,  on  a  sward  as  green 

And  as  unreddened  as  the  glades  of  Arden. 
WARD,  not  hot  SUFFOLK,  fights  for  the  Red  Rose, 

JACKSON,  not  VERNON,  battles  for  the  White  One, 
True  York  t\  Lancashire  are  still  the  foes, 

Nor  is  the  issue  now  at  stake  a  slight  one  ; 
But  whether  JACKSON  be  twice  bowled  by  MOLD, 

Or  twice  PEEL  give  young  ALBERT  his  quietus, 
The  battle  is  as  friendly  asTtis  bold. 

PAUL,  with  his  eighty-seven,  helps  defeat  us, 
But  brave  Lord  HAWKE,  our  Captain,  makes  his  pile, 

And  there  is  comfort  in  the  score  of  WAINWRIGHT. 
If.  SUGG  and  BAKER  make  the  Red  Rose  smile, 

HIRST  his  true  "  Yorkers"  down  the  pitch  will  rain  right. 
Some  holiday-makers  seek  the  grassy  down, 

And  some  will  baek  by  seashore,  or  on  sunny  cliff, 
Give  me  to  watch  the  fine  straight  bat  of  BBOWN, 

The  ball  of  MELLIGAN,  the  catch  of  TUNNICLIPFB, 
Dead  level  now  are  Lancashire  and  York, 

The  Red  Rose  and  the  White  bear  equal  blossoms. 
Now  comes  the  tug  of  war !    Now  must  we  work, 

Active  as  catamounts,  and  sly  as  'possums. 
But,  this  we  know— that  at  our  noble  game, 

With  HAWKE  the  hearty,  and  with  stout  MCLAREN, 
The  White  Rose  shall  not  have  to  blush  with  shame, 

Nor  the  Red  Rose,  through  funk,  blanch  and  grow  barren  I 


His  NEW  TITLB.— Dr.  GRACE,  C.B.  (" Companion  of  the  Bat"). 
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[Sagged  Uichin  (who  has  just  picked  up  very  thort  and  dirty  end  of  a  Cigatette).   "Hi,  BILLY  I 
LOOK  'EBB  I    SEK  WHAT  YOU  '  VE  MISSID  I " 


'AERY  AND  THE  BATTERSEA 
PARK  LADY  CYCLISTS. 

DEAR  CHARLIE, — You  know  I  'm  a  "  biker." 

I  told  yer  a  good  bit  ago 
'Ow  I  learnt  to  cavort  on  the  cycle ;  and  now, 

from  Land's  End  to  Soho, 
There    isn't    a    toorehinger    Scorcher   than 

'A UKV ,  when  fair  on  the  spin. 
Some  might  do  me  for  pace,  but  for  style, 

and  for  skylark,  I  'd  jest  about  win. 

LIL  JOHNSON— you  know  little  LIL  with  the 

copper-wire  fringe  and  rum  lisp  I 
'Er  as  flower-mounts  Clerkenwell  way,  an' 

wos  donah  to  young  IKY  CRISP  I 
She 's  blue  sancho  on  learnin'  to  "  bike,"  BO  I 

took  'er  to  Battersea  Park, 
As  I  'd  'eard  wos  the  pitch  for  a  spry  lydy 

cyclist  as  longed  for  a  lark. 

Larks,    CHARLIE!     It's     spruce,    and    no 

pickles !    You  know  I  fly  cool  without 

tidge, 
But  I  wosn't  prepared  for  the  toppers  as 

trcddle  it  nigh  Chelsea  Bridge. 
No  slow  Surrey-aiders,  my  pippin,  but  smart 

bits  o'  frock  from  Mayiair ; 
It  took  me  aback  for  a  jiff,  tho'  of  course 

I  wos  speedy  all  there. 

"  Lor,  'AWWEB !  "  lisped  LIL,  "  thith  ith 
thplendid  I  But  'adn't  we  better  sthand 
byP 


Thee  'ow  thpiffing  they  thpinth,  thoth  sthwell 

lydith!     No,  'Awwwt,  I  don't  like  ter 

twy. 
Fanthy  me  in  my  cotton  pwint   wobbling 

among  thuch  A-wonnerth  ath  thoth  I 
Look  at  'er  in  the  knickerth  and  gaiterth,  and 

thpot  t'otherth  Balbriggan  both  I  " 

Poor  LIL  I    She 's  no  clarsc,  not  comparative. 

Ain't  got  no  savvy,  yer  see ; 
And  oara't  'old  V r  own  among  quolity,  not 

with  a  flyer  like  me. 
Don't  like  to  be  done,  /don't  CHARLTJC  ;  and 

so  I  sez  "  Jest  as  yer  like. 
Ony,  if  /  meant  biking,  in  Battersea,  dash  it 

old  girl,  /should  &*«.'" 

"Oh.  'AWWEE,"  sez  she,  "  you're  a  'ot  'unl 

But  let  uth  look  on,  dear,  thith  go : 
Yer  thee  I  carn't  balanth,  or  pedal.     I  don't 

want  ter  myke  you  no  show." 
"  All  right,"  I  s«z,  'orty  an'  airy.    But  ontry 

noo,  CHARLIE,  old  pal, 
When  I  stocked  up  them  beauties  on  bikes,  I 

wos  most  arf  at hymed  o'  my  gal. 

One  young  piece  in  grey  knicks  and  cream 

cloth,  and  a  sort  of  soft  tile  called  a  take, 
Took  my  fancy  perdigious,  dear  boy.    Ij'd 

ha'  blued  arf-a-bull  to  'ave  spoke,! 
But  a  stiff- bristled  swell  in  a  dog-cart 'adfgot 

a  sharp  eye  upon  'er ; 
And  /  couldn't  ha'  done  the  perlite  without 

raising  a  bit  of  a  stir. 


If  I  could  ha'  got  rid  o'  LIL,  I  'd  ha'  mounted 

my  wheel,  and  wired  in, 
Balloon-tyred  smart  safety,  old  man!     /'d 

ha'  showed  Miss  OKKT  KNICKS 'ow  to  spin. 
One  tasty  young  thing  wos  in  tears,  "cos  the 

bike  she  'd  bespoke  wosn't  there. 
I  hoffered  'er  mine,  but  the  arnser  I  got  wo« 

a  freeze-me-stiff  stare. 

"  Thtuck-upcat,  my  dear  'AWWER  ! "  sez  Lit. 

"  Well,1'  sez  I,  "  she  may  be  a  Princess, 
As  a  lot  o'  them  hexercise  here.    Lydy  B. 

and  a  young  Marcherness 
Do    paternise    .Battersea   Park  on    a    bike ; 

leastways  so  I ' ve  bin  told : 
And  the  breakfasts  and  ttve-o  clock  teas  give 

by  docks  is  a  sight  to  behold." 

"Qarn.   'AWWKE,"   snigs    Ltt,    "you're  a 

kiddin'.     But,  thithorth!  it  ith  a   rum 

thing. 
To  thee  Batterthea  Park,  ath  wath  onth  all 

kid-owicket  and  kith-in-the  ring, 
Now  the  pet-pitch  of  thwell  lydy  thyclists!" 

"It  shows  yer,"  I  sez,  '"ow  things  move. 
From  hansoms  and  bus-tops  to  bikes !    Oh, 

the  lydies  must  keep  on  the  shove. 

"They  borrow  their  barnies from  hits,  arterall, 

LIL.    Toffs  want  a  new  lark. 
So  they  straddle  the  bike  ah  lah  Brixton,  and 

tumble  to  Battersea  Park. 
'Divideds'   and   'Knickers,'   my  dysy,   are 

sniffed  at  out  H  Islington  way, 
But  when  countesses  mount  'em  at  Chelsea, 

they  're  trotty  and  puffeck  OK!' 

World  shifts  it,  old  man,  that's  a  moral! 

We'll  soon  'ave  some  duchess,  on  wheels, 
A-cuttin'   all  records,   and  showing    young 

XIMM  v  a  clean  pair  of  'eels. 
Hadvanoed  Women  t  Jimminy- Whizz !  With 

the  spars  and  the  sails  they  now  carry 
They  '11  race  us  all  round,  pooty  soon,  and 

romp  in  heasy  winners      Yours, 

'Am. 


RATHER  A  HANDFUL! 

THERE  seems  to  be  a  feeling  among  lady 
writers  that  they  also  should  have  been 
remembered  in  the  Birthday-honour  distri- 
bution. That  is  all  very  well,  but  quite  a  new 
demand  has  been  started  by  the  Cork  Con- 
stitution, which  remarks, — 

"  It  would  not  of  course  be  regular  to  bestow  a 
knighthood  upon  a  lady  ;  but  the  rule  in  the 
cage  of  Mrs.  DIHKAKLI  might  be  observed,  ind 
a  Baroneu  be  conferred  upon  the  author  of  Lady 
Audley't  Secret." 

What  would  Miss  BKADION  do  with  a  Ba- 
roness when  she  got  her  ?  Work  her  up  into 
her  next  plot  ?  Peeresses  must  be  "  cheap 
to-day,"  if  they  can  be  given  away  in  this 
generous  style. 


A  LAMENT. 
(CRBAPSIDE,  JCNB  6,  1895  ) 
OH.  princely  guest  from  Afghan  clime, 

The  poet's  lot  is  hard !    Ah ! 
When  he  would  find  the  proper  rhyme, 
To  balance  with  Shah-zada.' 

I  see  the  guardsman  ride  erect, 

The  bugle  sour  ds !    Aha ! 
My  part  should  be,  in  verse  correct, 

To  greet  the  Shahza-rfa .' 

Thy  quantities  have  kill'd  my  song ! 

Despair  I    I'm  off  to  Mada- 
gascar, or  an>  where !     I  long 

To  hare  it  right.    8hah-^f<2i  f 


A  FAIR  Correspondent  adds  the  letters 
"  L.  C.  C."  after  her  signature.  She  is  not  a 
member  of  the  London  County  Council,  but  of 
the  "  Lady  Cyclists  Club." 
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A  KIND  INQUIRY. 

DEARMR.  PUNCH,  —A  touch- 
ing epitaph  has  lately  come 
under  my  notice.  It  runs  as 
follows: — 

"HIC  JACET  ANONYMA. 
She  dwelt  among  the  untrodden 
ways. 

Where  vellow  asters  throve, 
A  maid  whom  there  were  few  to 
praise 

And  fewe-  still  to  lore 

She  lived  unknown,  so  none  can 
know 

The  hour  the  ceased  to  be. 
Enough  to  know  she  has,  and  oh ! 

Pray,  all  men,  R.  I.  P." 

Is  it  possible  that  our  old 
friend,  the  New  Woman,  that 
quite  "impossible  she."  has 
left  us  for  "  another  place"  P 
It  seems  almost  too  good  to 
be  true. 

Yours  unfeelingly, 

A.    MreONEOOYNIHT. 

P.8.— You  will  observe  that 
she  died  a  spinster,  of  uncer- 
tain age. 

A  SPORTSMAN,  not  particu- 
larly literary,  but  very  fond  of 
theatricals,  says  that  he  hears 
there  i»  a  play  going  on  called 
Don  Quickshot.  He  thinks  the 
first  syllable  may  have  been 
accidentally  omitted,  but  feels 
certain  that  the  London  Quick- 
shot  ought  to  make  a  hit. 

SCORING  FOR  DR.  GRACE.— 
"  A  Running  Commentary." 


HOW   THINGS    WILL    OUT. 

(The  Judge  is  not  at  home,  and  Brown,  Q.C.,  asks  permission  to  vtriie 
him  a  Note.) 

Mary  Elizabeth  Jane.    " WOULD  YOU  LIKE  THIS  BOOK,   SIR?     MASTER 

ALWAYS  US*8   IT  WHBN   HE  WRITES    LF.TTKRs  |  " 

[Heavens  !  it  'i  an  English  Dictionary  > 


TOWN  AND  GOWN. 
THE  Standard,  giving  its 
account  of  "  Speeches,"  at 
Eton,  on  Fourth  of  June,  said 
"  The  speakers  were  attirec 
in  Court  dress,  the  Oppidani 
wearing  their  black  schoo 
gowns."  Since  when  have 
Oppidans  worn  "  gowns,' 
black  or  otherwise?  Those 
who  used  to  wear  gowns 
were  the  Collegers.  Surely 
the  custom,  sanctioned  by 
some  centuries,  has  not  been 
changed.  The  "Oppidans,' 
or  Town  Boys,  could  no1 
possibly  be  metamorphosed 
into  Gown  Boys— at  least  so 
writes  to  us 

THE  Tuo  OF  WABRE. 


GOOD  EVANS!— The  Daily 
Telegraph  reported  "The 
Heroism  of  a  Lady."  The  act 
and  deed  was  that  of  Miss 
Evuis,  of  Hythe,  near  South- 
ampton, who,  after  rescuing  a 
man  ana  a  woman  from  drown- 
ing, plunged  in  again,  dived, 
and  rescued  a  girl,  who  waa 
sinking  for  the  third  and  last 
tim  ^.  The  girl  saved  will  ever 
gratefully  remember  Miss 
EVANS  as  the  lady  who 
"  brought  her  up  by  hand," 
and  in  finishing  her  education 
she  will  not  neglect  the  extra- 
accomplishment  of  swimming. 
Honour  to  Miss  EVANS,  who  is 
a  real  female  champion,  not 
of  the  Salvation  Army,  but  of 
a  Nautical  Salvage  Corp* ! 


A  NOCTURNE  IN  NOODLEDOM. 

( What  the"Heart  of  the  Young  Masher  said  to 
the  Music-hall  Singer. ) 

(A  LONG  WAY  AFTER  LONGFELLOW.) 
An—"  The  Day  is  Done." 

THE  day  is  done,  and  the  darkness 

Falls  from  the  brow  of  night, 
Like  a  crape-mask  drifting  downward 

From  a  burglar  in  his  flight. 

I  see  the  lights  of  "  the  village  " 
Gleam  through  the  evening  mist, 

And  a  feeling  of  dryness  comes  o'er  me, 
And  a  tiddiey  I  can't  resist. 

A  feeling  of  blueness,  and  longing 
For  a  spree,  and  another  drain  ; 

It  resembles  sorrow  only 
As  gooseberry  does  champagne. 

Come,  tip  me  some  snappy  poem, 

Some  iky  and  rorty  lay, 
That  ohall  banish  this  chippy  feeling, 

And  drive  dull  care  away. 

Not  from  the  slow  old  stodges, 

Not  from  the  smugs  sublime, 
Who  hadn't  a  notion  of  patter, 

And  were  slaves  to  tune  and  time : 

For.  like  chunks  of  WAGNER'S  music, 
They  worrying  thoughts  suggest, 

Dull  duty,  and  dry  endeavour, 
And  to-night  I  long  for  rest. 

Tipa  stave  from  some  Lion  C>mique, 
Whose  songs  are  snide  and  smart, 
^?.,J*no  ma^68  vou  foar,  like  ROBERTS, 
Till  tears  from  your  optics  start. 


Who,  without  thought  or  labour, 
And  "  on  his  own,"  with  ease. 

Can  whack  out  the  ripping  chorus 
Of  music- hall  melodies. 

Such  songs  have  power  to  quicken 
The  poise  that  beats  low  with  care  ; 

And  come  like  the  "  Benedictine" 
That  follows  the  bill-of-fare. 

So  pick  from  the  cad,  or  the  coster, 
Some  patter — slang  for  choice  ; 

And  lend  to  the  rhymes  of  the  Comique 
The  tones  of  a  stentor  voice. 

And  our  feet  shall  thump  tune  to  the  music, 
And  the  bills  that  I  cannot  pay 

Shall  be  folded  up,  like  my  brolly, 
And  as  carefully  put  away. 


THE  GOOSE  AND  THE  EAGLE. 
(A  Fable.) 

A  GOOSE  that  had  miss-spent  a  long  life, 
and,  in  addition  to  being  old  and  ugly,  was  of 
a  sour,  ill-natured  disposition,  in  despair  of 
rendering  herself  any  longer  agreeable  to  her 
male  acquaintances,  conceived  the  desperate 
design  of  emancipating  her  female  friends. 

"It  is  intolerable,"  she  declared  to  a  large 
assemblage  of  the  latter  who  flocked  together 
directly  the  news  of  her  design  was  noised 
abroad,  "  it  is  intolerable  that,  whilst  all  the 
good  things  of  this  life  are  reserved  for  the 
Bxclusive  use  and  enjoyment  of  our  male 
tyrants,  we  poor  female  creatures  should  be 
put  off  with  feeble  bodies  and  dowdy,  un- 
ittractive  plumage.  I  will  go  immediately 
to  the  King  of  Birds  and  demand  the  instant 
redress  of  these  grievances  under  pain  of  my 
serious  displeasure." 


Scarcely  had  the  Goose  received  the  thanks 
of  her  audience  for  this  valiant  speech,  when 
an  Eagle,  which  chanced  to  be  soaring  at  that 
moment  in  the  heavens  above  them,  and  was 
attracted  by  the  clamour  that  reached  him, 
dropped  suddenly  to  the  earth  in  order  to  dis- 
cover the  cause  of  it ;  to  whom  the  Goose,  to 
soon  as  she  was  sufficiently  recovered  of  her 
fears,  humbly  addressed  her  complaint. 

"Foolish  bird!"  exclaimed  the  Eagle, 
when  the  Goose  had  made  an  end  of  her  com- 
plainings, "  know  you  not  that  what  is  fixed 
by  Nature  cannot  possibly  be  altered  by  birds  • 
and  that  if  your  sex  have  weaker  bodies  ana 
a  less  attractive  plumage  than  belong  to  ui  of 
the  male  gender,  it  is  because  Nature  wills  it 
so,  and  must  be  obeyed  P  Learn  to  be  content 
with  what  yon  have,  and  cease  envyiny  those 
to  whom  Nature  has  been  more  prodigal  of 
certain  favours  than  she  has  been  to  you. 
Remember,  also,  foolish  bird !  that  strength 
of  mind  is  not  the  same  thing  with  strength 
of  body,  and  that  though  you  may  possess  the 
one  and  pretend  to  despise  the  other,  yet  is 
Might  the  foundation  of  nearly  all  Right  in 
the  animal  world,  and  must  remain  so  because 
Nature  will  have  it  so  and  must  be  obeyed." 


SHAKSPEABIANCHARACTERSATMANCHWTKB 
—Last  Friday  H.  R.  H.  the  Prince  of  WALK'S 
horse  Fhrizel  II  took  the  cake,  or,  rather, 
the  Manchester  Cup.  Florizel  II.  is  now 
florizel  I.  In  this  new  illustration  to  a 
Summer's  not  A  Winter's  Tale,  Perdita 
should  represent  the  race  from  the  point  of 
view  of  those  who  didn't  win. 


ANOTHER   TITLE  I  !     SUPPLEMENTAL   GA- 
ZETTE OF  BlBTHDAT    HoNOUKS.— Dr.    W.   G. 

GRACE  to  be  Crioket-Field-Marshal. 
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'  JDST  LOOK  AT  MB.  JONXS  OVBR  THERE,  FLIRTING  WITH  THAT  GIRL  I    I  ALWAYS  THOUGHT  HB  WAS  A  WOMAN-HATKR  ! " 
'  So  HE  is  :  BUT  SHB  's  NOT  HEBE  TO-NIGHT  I " 


"AS     SIMPLE     AS     ITALIAN." 

(A  Dramatic  fragment  from  Drwry  Lane.) 

SCENE — The  Auditorium  of  the  National  Theatre.  Present  the 
customary  throng.  A  performance  on  the  stage  is  occupying  the 
spectators'  wrapt  attention.  Newly-married  couple  in  stalls 
holding  a  discussion  in  undertones. 

Angelina.  I  am  so  glad,  dear,  you  did  not  get  a  book  of  the  words. 
It  will  be  s-ach  a  capital  exercise  for  my  Italian.  I  find  that  I  can 
understand  every  word. 

Edwin  (happy  to  have  saved  the  expense  rf  purchasing  a  trans- 
lated libretto).  Quite  so,  dear.  You  can  tell  me  what  they  are  doing. 

Ang.  Certainly,  dear.  Look,  they  are  now  having  supper.  Yon 
see,  the  heroine  called  for  candles,  and  the  waiter  put  them  on  the 
table.  And  now  they  are  talking  about  things  in  general.  And 
that  is  Armande.  And  don't  you  see  Marguerite  is  ill. 

Edwin.  Yes ;  she  is  fainting  in  front  of  a  window. 

Ang  Exactly.  Italian  is  so  easy — almost  like  English.  She  gives 
him  a  flower,  and  he  goes  away.  He  says  adieu,  and  then  the  curtain 
falls. 

Edwin.  Was  that  in  Italian  too  ? 

Ang.  Don't  be  absurd.  (They  discuss  things  in  general,  until  the 
curtain  rises  on  the  Second  Act.)  Look,  it  is  the  same  scene.  You 
see,  they  are  engaged.  She  is  making  love  to  him. 

Edwin.  Is  that  why  he  is  sitting  in  a  chair  with  his  back  to  the 
audience  while  Marguerite  strokes  his  hair  ? 

Ang.  Yes.  While  she  is  stroking  his  hair  she  is  saying  how  fond 
she  is  of  him.  And  now  he  is  telling  her  how  fond  he  is  of  her. 

Edwin  (after  a  quarter  of  an  hour).  What  are  they  saying  ? 

Ang.  Oh,  just  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again.  The  Italian 
language  is  BO  beautiful.  "  Oh,  Armande '. "  She  calls  him  by  his 
Christian  name.  She  is  so  attached  to  him. 

Edwin.  But  what  was  the  meaning  of  that  ? 
Ana.  (at  the  end  of  the  Act).  Oh,  don't  you  see,  he  said  something 
that  pleased  her.  Then  she  kissed  him.  Really,  I  had  no  idea  how 
easy  Italian  was.  Of  course,  one  understand.8  it  from  knowing 
French.  (Entr' acte  passes  as  before,  and  curtain  rises  on  Act  Three?) 
Ah,  here  we  are  at  Auteuil.  Yes,  and  here  comes  Marguerite  with 
some  flowers.  Isn't  it  interesting ? 


Edwin.  Isn't  this  piece  rather  like  the  Traviata? 

Ang.  I  don't  know.  But  I  never  saw  the  Opera.  And  there, 
that  old  gentleman  has  come  to  call  upon  Marguerite. 

Edwin.  Why,  of  course,  like  the  old  chap  with  the  baritone  song. 
Now  I  begin  to  understand  Italian  myself. 

Ang.  Do  you,  dear?  Well,  vou  see,  he  was  goinff  to  be  rude,  and 
then  they  made  it  up,  and  she  gave  him  a  chair.  And  there,  do  you 
pee  ?  she  leaves  a  letter  for  Armande.  It  is  for  him  to  read.  And 
now  she  leaves  him.  And  he  is  reading  the  letter. 

Edwin.  And  doesn't  seem  to  like  it.  And  there 's  the  old  chap 
(without  the  Eong),  and  he  is  consoling  him. 

Ang.  (after  a  glance  at  her  playbill).  Yes,  because  they  are  father 
and  son.  (The  Fourth  Act  passes,  and  she  explains  to  her  husband 
that  Marguerite  has  been  playing  at  cards,  and  that  Armande  is 
very  angry  with  her.)  That 's  why  he  throws  money  at  her. 

Edwin.  Rather  a  cad — Armande. 

Ang.  Oh.no.  You  know  we  must  not  judge  foreigners  by  an 
English  standard.  (The  last  Act  commences.)  You  see,  she  is 
very  ill.  That  cradle  covered  with  rugs  is  her  bed. 

Edwin.  Indeed! 

Ang.  Yes.  And  that  I  suppose  must  be  the  doctor.  I  wonder 
what  they  are  siying !  This  Act  they  all  seem  to  be  talking  faster 
than  they  did  in  the  othera.  That  old  woman  was  her  friend.  I 
wonder  whv  che  has  left  her  like  that ! 

Edwin.  Didn't  nhe  say  something  like  "  What  a  rum  go?"  It  is 
the  only  line  I  have  understood  since  the  commencement  of  the 
performance.  What  is  she  saying  now  ? 

Ang.  (hesitating).  Well,  I  am  not  quite  sure.  But  you  see  she  is 
very  ill.  She  scarcely  recognises  Armande. 

Edtvin.  What  is  he  saying  ?    What  has  he  done  with  his  father  ? 

Ang.  (perplexed).  I  can't  quite  follow  this  Act — they  talk  so  fast. 

Edwin.  And,  I  say,  why  on  earth  have  these  two  turned  up  ?  A 
lady  in  complete  bridal  costume  —wreath,  veil,  and  all — and  a  chap 
in  evening  dress.  What  on  earth  have  they  got  to  do  with  the 
story? 

Ang.  Don't  you  think,  dear,  we  had  better  get  a  book  ? 

Edwin  (ignoring  the  suggestion).    There 's  the  poor  thing  dead! 

Ang.  Ah,  I  understood  the  last  bit  quite  well.  The  Italian  lan- 
guasre  is  so  much  more  expressive  than  our  own,  isn't  it,  dear  ? 

Edwin.  Darling,  it  is!  [Cigarettes,  cabs,  and  Curtain. 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

IT  has  been  noticed  by  philosophers  that  a  mere  name  will  often 
lead  a  man  to  his  ruin.  Why,  for  example,  was  JOHN  I  >  \  I.I.M  fined 
twenty  shillings  and  costs  at  the  Tynemouth  Petty  Sessions?  He 
met  a  boiler-smith,  RICIIAKD  ROTIIWKLL,  riding  on  a  bicycle. 

Thereupon,  without  any  apparent 
reason,  he  used  abusive  language, 
bashed  the  unoffending  boiler- 
smith  on  the  nose,  brandished  a 
knife,  and  shouted  out,  "  Come 
on!— I'm  JOHNNI  DAKLKT,  from 
Byker."  There  you  have  it.  l!e- 
siding,  as  he  did,  in  a  perpetual 
comparative,  he  naturally  despised 
and  loathed  the  positive  "  byke." 
Hence  his  violent  assault  on  its 
rider.  

I  OBSERVE,  with  deep  rejrret,  that 
Professor  Lioro,  of  Southport,  has  been  fined  for  trespassing;  on  a 
railway  bridge  at  Preston.  The  Professor  did  not  want  to  stay  there. 
All  he  wished  to  do,  and  all  that  he  actually  did,  was  to  dive  off  into 
the  water  below.  He  is  an  aquatic  Professor,  and  informed  the 
Bench  that  he  was  obliged  to  do  these  things  to  keep  up  his  reputa- 
tion.   

I  'LL  tell  you  a  tale  of  Professor  LLOYD, 

Who  dived  off  a  bridge  at  Preston — 
An  act  that  the  magistrates  much  annoyed, 

Though  he  kept  both  his  coat  and  vest  on. 
They  said  "  You  mustn't  repeat  this  joke, 

Professor,  or  else  you  "11  rue  it." 
But  LLOTD,  the  Professor,  he  up  and  spoke, 

And  said,  "  I  'm  obliged  to  do  it. 
Up  on  the  bridge  I  stand  for  awhile, 

I  stand  till  I  fairly  shiver. 
Then  down  I  go-^-it  seems  like  a  mile — 

And  I  plunge  in  the  bubbling  river. 
I  hope  your  worships  won't  "  queer  my  pitch," 

For  I  'm  sorry  to  give  you  trouble 
In  maintaining  a  reputation  which 

Is  so  closely  combined  with  bubble." 

I  WISH  I  had  been  in  Hawick  lately.  Ever  since  I  first  learnt  the 
rudiments  of  the  English  language  I  have  been  haunted  by  a  desire 
to  know  how  a  man  looked  and  acted  when  he  "  bagged  the 
Standard."  They've  done  that  at  Hawick  "in  connection,"  as  I 
read,  "  with  the  celebration  of  the  ancient  custom  of  the  Common 
Riding."  Later  on  "  the  local  slogan  '  Teribus'  was  sung  with  great 
vigour."  There  is  something  crushing,  scattering,  and  bat  tie- herald- 
ing about  the  mere  sound  of  that  fearful  word. 


J.  B.,  who  describes  himself  as  "  A  Residenter  in  Oswald  Road," 
writes  to  The  Scotsman  to  complain  of  the  ilinisy  material  used  in  tin- 
construction  of  the  lamp-posts  near  his  dwelling.  The  other  day  a 
milk-van  ran  away— at  least,  the  horse  drawing  it  did.  "  One  would 
think,"  says  J.  B.,  "the progress  of  such  a  small  vehicle  would  have 
been  arrested  by  coming  into  collision  with  one  lanvp-pogt,  but  four 
posts  were  destroyed  by  the  van.  On  examination  it  is  found  that 
the  foundation  of  a  street  lamp-post  only  goes  three  inches  into  the 
stone  below  it.  With  guch  a  short  hold  the  lamp-post  is  easily 
toppled  over."  Of  course  it  is.  To  fix  lamp-posts  go  inade- 
quately gives  a  direct  encouragement  to  milk-vans  to  rnn  away  and 
attempt  their  destruction.  L«t  the  Lord  Provost  of  Edinburgh  look 
to  it.  

THE  Master  and  the  Matron  of  the  workhouse  at  Stratford-on- 
Avon  have  resigned,  and  the  guardians  have  been  "considerably 
discussing  "  the  appointment  of  their  successors.  Eventually  it  waa 
resolved,  not  only  to  reduce  the  salaries,  but  also -hear  this,  ye 
licensed  victuallers! — to  cut  off  the  beer- money  hitherto  paid. 
What  dignity  can  possibly  attach  to  a  workhouse  officer  who  has  to 
pay  for  his  own  beer  ?  It  is  by  such  insidious  attacks  as  this  that 
the  foundations  of  public  confidence  are  shaken,  and  the  whole  fabric 
of  the  Constitution  is  endangered.  My  mind  misgives  me  when  I 
attempt  to  forecast  the  future  of  Stratford. 

AT  Tetbury  there  is  a  lodge  of  the  recently-established  Conser- 
vative Working  Men's  Benefit  Society.  It  is  called — abiit  omen — 
the  Trouble  House  Lodge,  and  quite  recently  it  held  a  fele  and 
dinner.  "lis  always /tVe-day  somewhere  in  the  world.  Indeed,  the 
amount  of  fetes  that  take  place  on  any  given  day  in  provincial 
England  is  astounding.  Without  frequent  fetet  no  district  can  be 
considered  respectable. 

VOL.  cvm.  i 


IN  the  world  that  we  live  in  our  troubles  are  great 
To  add  to  their  number  is  scarcely  the  game. 

Nav,  how  can  these  lodgers  delight  in  their  fft», 
With  perpetual  trouble  attached  to  their  name '' 

AT  Owens  College,  Manchester,  go  I  gather  from  the  letter  of 
"An  Old  Student"  in  The  Mancheiter  Guardian,  gome  of  the 
students  are  beginning  to  feel,  that  "  while  its  teaching  of  specific 
subjects  is  admirable,  in  fact,  unsurpassed,  its  general  education — 
that  education  which  consists  in  the  development  of  men— has  not 
yet  reached  the  same  level."  They  therefore  wish  to  develop 
athletics,  and  by  making  the  modest  subscription  of  10*.  6d.  com- 
pulsory on  all,  "to  decoy  the  unathletic  man  into  taking  exercise 
almost  without  knowing  it."  At  present  only  150  ont  of  800  students 
pay  up.  I  heartily  commend  this  proposal,  though  I  confess  I  should 
like  to  know  what  sort  of  exercise  it  is  that  a  man  can  take  almost 
without  knowing  it.  Let  the  unathletio  man  be  decoyed  by  all 
means,  bat  let  him  thoroughly  understand  that  he  is  to  take  exercise, 
and  take  it,  if  possible,  with  reasonable  violence. 

MR.  N.  F.  DRUCK,  of  Cambridge,  is,  as  I  write,  at  the  head  of  the 
batting  averages  of  this  year,  and  next  to  him  comes  the  marvel- 
lous W.  0. 

Ye  batsmen  attend,  of  my  hint*  make  •  me, 

And  consider  the  greatness  of  GRACE  and  of  DRCCK. 

If  you  wish  to  make  hundreds  your  name«,  you  '11 

Must  be  monosyllabic  and  end  with  c,  e. 


ASCOT. 

To  Monsieur  Punch. 

CHER  MONSIEUR, — Last  year  I  am  gone  to  your  races  of  Ascot.  It 
is  beautiful,  it  is  ravishing,  but  how  it  is  dear!  Thousand 
thunders,  how  it  is  dear !  I  go  to  the  Grand  Prix,  I  pay  twenty 
francs,  that  is  also  dear,  but  it  is  all,  it  is  finished.  Eh  well,  I  desire 
to  see  one  time  your  Gold  Cup,  and  I  go  of  good  hour  by  railway. 
Arrived  there  I  pay  one  pound,  that  what  you  call  one  sov.,  and  I 
enter.  I  suppose  I  can  go  by  all — partout,  how  say  you?  Ah,  but 
no !  I  gee  by  all  some  affichet  "  One  Pound." 

I  can  to  write  your  language  enough  well,  but  I  speak  with 
much  of  difficulty.  Therefore  I  read  the  affixes  without  nothing 
to  ask.  Thus  when  I  read  "  One  Pound  "  I  go  no  more  far.  I  walk 
myself  in  the  charming  garden  and  I  see  the  beautiful  misses.  Ah 
how  they  are  adorable !  DAUDET  hag  wrong,  UAL-DKT  is  imbecile, 
they  are  adorable.  It  is  not  the  pain  to  pay  again  gome  pounds  for  to 
see  to  run  the  horses,  when  I  can  to  see  the  muses  who  walk  them- 
selves here,  without  to  pay  of  more. 

But  in  fine  I  am  fatigued.  Also  I  have  great  hunger,  for  it  is  the 
hour  of  the  dejeuner.  But  without  doubt  one  is  obliged  to  pay  one 
pound  before  to  enter  the  bar.  My  word,  I  will  not  I  shall  not  pay 
one  sov.,  and  more,  for  a  squashed  lemon  and  a  bun  of  Bath.  I  go  to 
smoke  at  place  of  that,  and  I  walk  myself  at  the  shade  all  near  of  an 
arch. 

All  of  a  blow  all  the  world  lifts  himself  and  comes  very  quick 
towards  me.  I  cannot  escape,  I  am  carried  away  by  the  crowd,  I 
arrive  to  the  arch.  I  think  Du  courage,  Avausrx  men  cher  !  Soil 

calme  !    S'il  y  a  encore  tine  lirre  d  payer "    But  there  is  no 

sov.,  and  I  past).  Thousand  thunders  I  What  is,  then,  this  noise  ? 
Is  he  a  revolution,  a  riot  of  Anarchists  ?  Ah,  no!  It  are  Ihe  book- 
makers. The  bookmakers  in  the  midst  of  the  ladies !  Hold,  it  is 
droll !  And  I  pay  one  sov.  to  stand  with  those  men  there !  It  is  too 
strong !  I  go  more  far,  I  pats  the  barrier,  I  am  alone  on  the  grass. 
I  go  to  left.  I  see  some  men,  in  a  cage  of  iron,  who  cry  also. 
It  is— how  say  you?  — "  Tatersal."  Then,  ah  heaven,  I  arrive 
at  the  true  Petage!  Not  of  burgesses,  not  of  villain  beasts 
of  bookmakers,  not  even  of  "Tatersalg."  But  partout  the  ladies 
the  most  beautiful,  the  most  charming,  the  most  adorable  I  It  is 
there  I  go !  Even  if  I  pay  one  sov.,  two  BOVS.,  three  sovs.,  I  go ! 

I  essay  to  enter.  The  policeman  stops  me.  I  say,  "  One  pound  P" 
and  I  offer  to  him  one  sov.  He  looks  all  around,  and  then  he  sayp, 
quite  low,  "  No  good,  Sir— the  inspector 's  looking."  I  gay,  "  She  is 
good,  that  pound  there,  I  assure  you  of  it.  Is  there  two  to  pay  ? ' 
And  I  hold  one  other.  Then  the  inspector  comes  and  says  I  bribe 
the  policeman.  I  gay  that  no.  He  says  that  yes.  I  am  furious. 
I  say  I  pay  the  entrance.  He  says,  "  Get  off  the  course."  I  refuse. 
He  pushes  me.  I  resist.  Other  policemen  push  me.  Just  heaven, 
they  force  me  to  go !  I  cannot  resist.  Then  all  the  people  in  face 
cry  furiously.  They  shout  "  Welshman  !  "  How  they  are  stupid ! 
Can  they  think  that  I  am  a  Welshman— me,  AUGCSTB  ?  Ah,  that  it 
is  droll  f  Then  the  policemen  run,  and  I  run  also.  I  wish  not  to 
run,  but  I  am  forcea.  And,  in  fine,  we  are  at  the  railway  station, 
and  they  put  me  in  a  train,  and  I  arrive  to  London  at  three  o'clock. 
See  there  all  that  I  have  seen  of  your  races  of  Ascot,  and  I  have 
paid  one  gov.  It  costs  very  dear. 

Sincere  friendships, 
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"HONEY,    MY    HONEY!" 

Chinaman.      ifucH  OBLIGED  TO  YOU  FOB  THIS  LITTLE  ADVANCE  ;  BUT  I  'M  AFRAID  I  SHALL  WAKT  SOME  MOBB  SOON." 
Bear  (aside]     'So  SHALL  I  I    A  GOOD  DEAL  MOKE— FBOM  FOP."  [Hums  "  Oh,  honey,  ur honey .'" 
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HOIMI    SOIT   QUI    MAL   Y    PENSE. 

Auntie.    "ARCHIE,    BUN   UP  TO  THE  HOUSE,    AND  FETCH  MY  RACKET.      THERE'S  A  DEAR  I" 

Archie  (preparing  to  depart).  "An,  EIGHT.     EOT  I  SAY,  AUNTIE,  DON'T  LET  ANYBODY  TAKE  MY  SEAT,  WILL  YOU!' 


THE  MAN  AND  THE  MAID. 

(Up-to-date  "Biking"  Persian.) 

"  WHERE  are  you  going,  young 

Man  P"  cried  the  Maid. 
"  I'm  going  a  cycling,  Miss !  " 

he  said. 
"  May  I  come  with  you,  young 

Man  P"  asked  the  Maid. 
"  Why,  ve-e-es,  if  yon  feel  like 

it.  Mitt !  "  he  said. 
"But— why  do  I  find  you  like 

Man  arrayed  ?  " 
"  Oh,  knickers  are  cnmfy,  young 

Man !  "  she  said. 
But  the  boys  will  chewy  you, 

Mies,  I'm  afraid!" 
'  What  does  that  matter,  young 

Man?  "she  said. 
"  Are  you   a  Scorcher,    yeung 

Man  P"  asked  the  Maid. 
"  Nothing  so  vulgar,  fair  Miss ! " 

he  said. 
"  Then  I  don't  think  much  of 

you  I  "  mocked  the  Maid. 
"Neither  does    'ABET,    sweet 

Miss !  "  he  said. 

'  What  is  your  ideal,  young  Man  ?  "  said  the  Maid. 
A  womanly  Woman,  fair  Miis  "  he  said. 
Then  /  can't  marry  you,  Sir !  "  cried  the  Maid. 
"  Thank  heaven  for  that,  manly  Miss  1 "  he  said. 


A  HULK  OF  CONDUCT. 

You  say  to  a  man  what  you  couldn't  write  to  him ;  and  yon 
write  to  a  man  what  you  wouldn't  say  to  him.— JAMES  THE  TBAN- 
QCTILL  PENMAN,  J.P. 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

A  FAMOUS  old  mill  has  been  burned  to  the  ground.  None  other 
than  that  situate  upon  the  river  Dee,  where  a  certain  jolly  miller 
sang  songs  and  earned  the  envy  of  "bluff  King  HAL"  in  days  cf 
old,  wearing  the  white  flour  of  a  blameless  life.  He  also  wore  a 
white  bat,  for  the  purpose,  it  is  said,  of  keeping  his  head  warm. 
The  modern  miller  wears  one  in  summer  to  keep  his  heed  cool.  No 
doubt  he  found  it  useful  at  the  tire.  Great  thing  to  keep  a  cool 
head  on  such  occasions.  The  mill  has  now  b.-tn  destroyed  by  fire 
four  times.  There  was  an  ancient  prophecy,  according  to  a  local 
paper,  that  it  was  doomed  to  be  burned  down  three  times.  This 
Delphic  oracle  would,  of  course,  have  inspire d  the  simple  gentlemen 
of  old  Greece  to  give  up  insuring  after  the  Ihird  fire.  Probably  the 
modern  "miller  of  the  Dee"  ha?  committed  a  paradox,  and  profited 
by  a  lofty  disregard  for  his  prophet. 


ALL  Saints  Church,  Old  Swan,  is  the  first  Liverpool  church  which 
has  adopted  the  innovation  of  lady  choristers  wearing  the  new 
surplices  and  caps,  which  have  been  specially  designed  for  their 
use.  The  surplices  are  quite  unlike  those  used  by  the  clergy;  they 
are  more  like  dolmans.  The  caps  are  of  the  shape  worn  by  a  D.C.L., 
and  are  made  of  violet  velvet.  One  of  the  most  cogent  reasons  for 
their  adoption  is  expressed  by  the  Rev.  Canon  WILKINSON,  who, 
as  appears  from  the  Sheffield  and  Rotherham  Independent,  writes 
thus : — "  Since  these  garments  have  been  introduced,  the  offer- 
tories in  the  church  have  been  increased  by  at  least  one-third." 


INTERNATIONAL  DISCOURTESY.—  The  French  law,  it  seems,  requires 
the  owner  of  a  yacht,  in  which  he  is  himself  sailing,  to  supply  stores 
of  victual  and  drink  for  his  crew.  A  French  yacht  put  in  at 
Dartmouth,  says  the  Field,  and  the  Dartmouth  Custom-house 
officials  darted  down  on  her,  and  made  tie  owner  pay  for  what  he 
used  of  his  own.  "They  manage  the?e  things  better  in  France." 
This  would  have  been  indeed,  "  a  'Custom'  more  honoured  in 
the  breach  than  in  the  observance." 
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RUS    IN    URBE 

A  SKETCH  IN  REGENT'S  PARK. 

Scums  -  A  railed-in  corner  of  the  Park.  Tniis-about  7  P.M. 
Inside  the  inclosure  three  thepherds  are  engaged  in  shearing  the 
park  sheep.  The  first  shepherd  has  just  thrown  his  patient  on 
its  back,  gripped  its  shoulders  between  his  knees,  and  tucked  its 
head  as  a  tiresome  and  obstructive  excrescence,  neatly  away 
under  one  of  his  arms,  while  he  reaches  for  the  shears.  1/ie 
second  is  straddled  across  his  animal,  which  is  lying  wi'h  its 
hind  legs  hobbled  on  a  low  stage  under  an  elm,  in  a  state  oj 
ttoical  resignation,  as  its  fleece  is  deftly  snipped  rom  under  i 
chin.  The  third  opera- 
tor has  almost  finished 
hit  sheep,  which,  as  its 
dark  gray  fleece  slips 
away  from  its  pink- 
and-wtiite  neck  and 
shoulders,  suggests  a 
r other  deoolletee  dowa- 
ger in  the  act  of  re- 
moving her  theatre- 
cloak  in  the  stalls. 
Sheep,  already  shorn, 
lie  and  pant  in  shamed 
and  shivering  bewilder- 
ment, one  or  two  nibble 
the  blades  of  grass,  as 
if  to  assure  themselves 
that  that  resource  is 
still  open  to  them. 
Sheep  whose  turn  is 
still  to  come  are  penned 
vp  at  the  back,  and 
look  on,  scandalised, 
but  with  an  air  which 
seems  to  express  that 
their  own  superior  re- 
spectability is  a  suffi- 
cient protection  against 
similar  outrage.  The 
shearers  appear  to  take 
a  humorous  view  of 
their  task,  and  are 
watched  by  a  crowd 
which  has  collected 
roundthe  railings,  with 
an  agreeable  assurance 
that  they  are  not  ex- 
pected to  contribute  to- 
wards the  entertain- 
ment. 

First  Work-Girl  (edging 
up).  Whatever 's  goin'  on 
ini-ide  'ere  ?  (After  look- 
ing— disappointed.)  Why, 
they  ain  t  on'y  a  lot  o' 
cheep!  I  thought  it  was 
Reciters,  or  somethink  o' 
that. 

Second  Work- Girl  (with 
irony).  They  look  like  Re- 
citers, don't  they!  It  do 
seem  a  shime  cut  tin'  them 
poor  things  as  close  as  eon- 
yioks,  that  it  do ! 
First  W.  O.  They  don't 


George.  You  are,  my  dear.  But  I  'm  not  nearly  so  bad  as  I  was. 
Think  of  all  the  things  I  used  to  compare  you  to  before  we  were 
married  1 

Sarah  Jane  (to  her  Trooper).  I  could  stand  an'  look  on  at  'em 
hours,  I  could.  I  was  born  and  bred  in  the  country,  and  it  do  seem 
to  bring  back  my  old  'ome  that  plain. 

Her  Trooper.  I  'm  country  bred,  too,  though  yer  mightn't  think 
it.  But  there  ain't  much  in  sheep  shearin'  to  my  mind.  If  it  was 
pig  killin',  now ! 

Sarah  Jane.  Ah,  that's  along  o'  your  bein'  in  the  milingtary,  I 
expect. 

Her  Trooper.  No,  it  ain't  that.  It 's  the  reckerlections  it  'ud  call 
up.  I  'ad  a  'ole  uncle  a  pork-butcher,  d'ye  see,  and  (with  sentiment) 

many  and  many  a  'appy 
hour    I  've    spent    as    a 

boy 

[He  indulges  in  tender 

reminiscences. 
A  Young  Clerk  (who  be- 
longs to  a  Literary  Society, 
to  'his  Fiancee).  It  has  a 
wonderfully  rural  look — 
quite  like  a  scene  in'Ardy, 
isn't  it? 

His  Fiancee  (who  has 
"  no  time  for  reading  rub- 
bish"). I  daresay;  though 
I  've  never  been  there  my- 
self. 

The  Clerk.  Never  been  ? 
Oh,  I  see.  You  thought  I 
said  Arden— the  Forest  of 
Arden,  in  SHAKSPEABE, 
didn't  you  ? 

His  Fiancee.  Isn't  that 
where  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
lives,  and  goes  cutting 
down  the  trees  in  ? 

The  Clerk.  No ;  at  least 
it 's  spelt  different.  But  it 
was  'ABDT  I  meant.  Far 
from  the  Madding  Croiod, 
you  know. 

His  Fiancee  (icith  a  vague 
view  to  the  next  Sank  Holi- 
day). What  do  you  rtwB 
"far"— farther  than  „-'  ;  • 
gate  ? 
[Her  companion  has  •)  fr.nse 

of  discouragement. 
An  Artisan  (to  a  nriqn- 
bour  in  broadcloth  and  a 
white  choker).  It's  wonder- 
ful 'ow  they  can  go  so 
close  without  'urtin'  of 
'em,  ain't  it? 

Hiit  Neighbour  (with 
unction).  Ah,  my  friend,  it 
on'y  shows  'ow  true  it  is 
that  'eving  tempers  the 
shears  for  the  shorn 
lambs ! 

A  Governess  (instinc- 
tively, to  her  charge). 
Don't  you  think  you  ought 
to  be  very  grateful  to  that 
poor  sheep,  ETHEL,  for 
giving  up  her  nice  warm 


"  They  ain't  on'y  a  lot  o'  sheep !    I  thought  it  was  Reciters,  or  somethink  o'  that." 

mind  it  partickler ;  you'd  'ear  'em  'oiler  fast  enough  if  they  did.         fleece  on  purpose  to  make  a  frock  for  you 

Second  W.  G.  I  expeck  they  feel  so  ridic'lus,  they  'aven't  the  'art ;  Ethel  (doubtfully).  Y— yes,  Miss  MAVOB.  But  hath  a  fear 
to  'oiler.  ;  that  some  reciprocity  may  be  expected  of  her)  she 's  too  big  for  any  oi 

Lucilla  (to  GEOBGE).  Do  look  at  that  one  going  up  and  sniffing  at  my  best  frocks,  isn't  she  ?  f 

the  bundles  of  fleeces,  trying  to  find  out  which  is  his.    Isrvt  it      First  Urchii  (perched  on  the  railings).  Ain't  that  'un  a-kickin 
pathetic  P  'E  don't  like  'aving  'is  'air  cut,  'e  don't,  no  more  shouldn't  I  if  it  wt 

George.  H'm— -puts  one  in  mind  of  a  shy  man  in  a  cloak-room  me.  ...  'E 's  bin  an'  upset  'is  bloke  on  the  grorss,  now  I  Look  at 
after  a  party,  saying  feebly,  "  I  rather  think  that 's  my  coat,  and  the  bloke  layin'  there  larfin'.  ...  'E 's  ketched  'im  agin  now.  See 
there's  a  crush-hat  of  mine  somewhere  about,"  eh  ?  'im  landin'  "im  a  smack  on  the  'ed ;  that  '11  learn  'im  to  stay  quiet, 

Lucilla  (who  is  always  wishing  that  GEOBOE  would  talk  more  eh?    'E's  strong,  ain't 'e? 

sensibly).  Considering  that  sheep  don't  wear  crush-hats,  I  hardly  see       Second  Urchin.  Rams  is  the  wust,  though,  'cause  they  got  orns 
how rams  'ave. 

George.  My  dear,  I  bow  to  your  superior  knowledge  of  natural       First  Urch.  What,  same  as  goats  ? 

history.    Now  you  mention  it,  I  believe  it  is  unusual.    But  I  merely  |     Second   Urch.   (emphatically).    Yus3 1    Big  crooked  'uns.     An< 
meant  to  suggest  a  general  resemblance.  I  runs  at  yer,  they  do. 

Lucilla  (reprovingly).  I  know.    And  you've  got  into  such  a  silly1     First  Urch.  I  wish  they  was  rania  in  'ere.     See  all  them  sheep 
habit  of  seeing  resemblances  in  things  that  are  perfectly  different,   waitin'  to  be  done.    I  wonder  what  they  're  finkin'  of. 
I  m  sure  I  'm  always  telling  yon  of  it.  Second  Urch.  Ga-arn !     They  don't  fink,  sheep  don't. 
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First  Urch.  Not  o'  anyfink  ? 

Second  Urch.  Na-ow!  They  aintgot  nuttink  to  fink  abouf,  sheep 
ain't. 

Fir  it  Urch.  I  lav  they  do  fink,  orf  an'  on. 

Second  Urch.  Well,  I  lay  you  never  see  'em  doin'  of  it ! 
[Am!  xi>  on.  The  first  Shepherd  disrobes  his  sheep,  anddismisie* 
it  with  a  disrespectful  tpank.  After  which  he  proceeds 
to  refresh  himself  from  a  brown  jar,  and  hands  it  to  hi*  com- 
rades. The  spectators  look  on  with  deeper  interest,  and 
discuss  the  chance*  oftht  liquid  being  beer,  cider,  or  cold  tea, 
as  the  scene  closes. 

OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Tuesday. — Grand  night.  Memorable  for  rentree  of  ADELIICA 
PATTI.  She  has  been  absent  from  C.  G.  Opera  many  years.  Wel- 
come little  stranger !  Absence  makes  hearts  fonder,  and  so  Big 
Heart  of  Big  House,  crowded  right  up  to  tipmost  topmost,  goes  out  to 

A DKLIJTA  PATTI  re- 
appearing as  radiant 
J'ioletta,  the  Con- 
sumptive Cocotte 
and  neroine  of  La 
Trariata.  Quite  in 
best  Tra-la-la-viata 
form  is  our  PATTI 
to-night.  The  know- 
ing ones  observe 
high  keys  politely 
transposed  to  suit 
ADELINA.  But  what 
manager  could  re- 
fuse to  nut  down  the 
notes  when  A  DK  1.1  N  A 
agrees  to  sing  P 
All  come  in  early. 
Upper  part*  of 
House  at  Lowest 
prices  either  break- 
fasted or  lunched  on 
doorstep,  waiting  for 
Warbler  to  com- 
mence. Warbler 
begins  8.30  sharp. 
"8.30  sharp  "may- 
be, but  Warbler  nei- 
ther sharp  nor  flat ; 
in  perfect  tune.  DK  LUCIA  first  rate  as  poor,  spoony  little  Alfredo  : 
and  ANCONA  admirable  as  Old  Original  G.  G.,  i.e.,  Georgy  German t. 
"  Pura  itccome,"  and  "  Parigi  o  cara,"  old  friends  all,  come  out  as 
freth  as  ever,  or  fresher.  Get  story  rather  mixed  up  with  that  of 
Muiion,  which  in  some  respects  it  resembles :  Violetta  evidently 
Manorf s  niece,  or  first  cousin.  Touchingly  sympathetic  acting  on 
part  of  Mile.  BAUERMEISTRB  as  the  nurse  (draught,  &c.,  every  hour, 
prescriptions  carefully  made  up)  attending  the  suffering  soprano. 
Annina  deeply  touched  by  sad  meeting  between  Alfred,  "  such  a 
Daisy," — or,  such  a  "  Lack-a- Daisy,"— and  his  sweet  J'iolef. 


Fatti  commence  la  Patti-se'rie. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

"  WHO  won  the  battle  of  Tel-el-Kebir  P  "  "  I,  said  Cook  HAMLET, 
I  won  Tel-el-Kebir  with  my  Highland  Brigade."  Mr.  INNBS  SHARD'S 
life  of  General  Sir  E.  B.  HAMLET  (BLACKWOOD)  is  obviously  pub- 
lished with  chief  intent  of  placing  in  permanent  form  HAMLET'S 
claim  in  respect  of  this  engagement.  It  is  not  a  new  story.  It  was 
published  to  the  world  soon  after  the  event  in  the  pages  of  a 
monthly  magazine.  The  article,  a  model  of  terse,  lucid,  yet  pic- 
turesque writing,  is  reproduced  in  these  volumes.  Whether  accurate 
in  detailed  assertion  and  induction,  or  coloured  by  strong  feeling,  it 
is  a  melancholy  story.  Either  HAMLET  was  deliberately  ignored  in 
the  Commander-in-chief's  despatches  after  Tel-el-Kebir,  or  he  was 
under  a  remarkable  hallucination.  The  affair  is  all  the  more  curious 
since  Sir  GAKNET  WOLSELET,  as  soon  as  he  was  appointed  to  the 
Egyptian  command,  sought  out  HAMLET  and  offered  him  the  command 
of  one  of  the  divisions  of  the  expeditionary  force.  The  secret  of  the 
estrangement  which  soon  developed  between  the  two  soldiers  is,  my 
Baronite  suspects,  to  be  found  in  the  characteristic  fact  that  the  very 
day  the  ship  conveying  Sir  GARNET  WOLSELET  arrived  at  Alexandria, 
HAMLET  went  on  board  and  proposed  to  show  his  chief  how  the  enemy 
should  be  attacked.  ' '  He  did  not  seem  to  wish  to  pursue  the  subject," 
HAMLET  writes  in  his  diary,  "  and  I  soon  after  took  leave."  Other 
incidents,  which  HAMLET  hotly  resented,  culminated  in  the  despatch 
to  the  War  Office  reporting  the  fight  at  Tel-el-Kebir,  and  ignoring 
the  Highland  Brigade,  which,  in  the  view  of  its  commander,  had  borne 
the  brunt  of  the  battle.  Some  day  Lord  WOLSELET  may  give  his 


version  of  the  affair.  Meantime  it  gloomily  stands  forth  in  this 
record  of  a  strenuous  but,  on  the  whole,  a  disappointed  life.  It  is 
pleasant  to  learn  that  HAMLET  gratefully  recognised  in  one  of 
Mr.  Punch's  Cartoons  a  powerful  incentive  to  the  course  of  public 
feeling  which  postponed  his  being  shelved  under  the  operation  of  the 
scheme  of  compulsory  retirement  by  reason  of  age.  The  most 
charming  passages  in  the  book  are  the  correspondence  with  the  late 
Mr.  BLACKWOOD,  who  opened  to  General  HAMLET  the  avenue  to 
literary  fame. 

One  of  my  Baronites  of  Irish  extraction  writes  thnsly : — "  A  Tale 
of  the  Thames  is  the  title  of  the  Summer  Number  of  The  Graphic. 
It  is  written  l>v  J.  ASHBT-STEBHT,  and  illustrated  by  WILLIAM 
HATHERELL.  The  course  of  the  story — or,  rather,  the  watercourse  of 
the  story — covers  a  good  deal  of  ground,  embracing  as  it  does,  on 
both  sides,  most  places  of  interest  between  the  Source  in  Trewsbury 
Mead,  Gloucestershire,  and  Hampton  Court."  Quoth  the  Baron,  "I 
am  all  anxiety  to  see  this  tale  of  the  Thames  uncoil  itself." 

The  Baron  welcomes  a  comparatively  "handy"  volume  ("handy  " 
relative  term,  depending  on  size  of  hand)  of  reference,  entitled.  Men 
and  Women  of  the  Time,  new  edition,  brought  out  by  Messrs. 
GEORGE  ROUTLEDOE,  edited  by  Mr.  PLARB  of  Oxford ;  and  the  plat 
that  is  set  before  the  public  and  the  Baron  appears  to  be  a  thoroughly 
satisfying  one.  "The  first  name  for  which  I  naturally  looked," 
quoth  the  Baron,  "was  that  of  ROUTLEDOB  himself,  but  searching 
from  Rossi,  through  Roumania,  to  ROWBOTHAM,  nowhere  did  I  light 
upon  the  name  of  ROUTLEDOE.  Master  MILLAIS  is  here,  also  MILLER, 
likewise  MILLS  ;  but  I  do  not  see  the  name  of  the  author  of  the 
'Arry  Paper*,  the  inventor  of  'ABRT  in  these  columns,  of  immortal 
fame.  "Name  himl"  In  every  other  respect  the  compilers  and 
publishers  are  to  be  congratulated,  and  do  hereby  stand  congratu- 
lated, on  their  work  by  the  ever-appreciative  BABON  DE  B.-W. 


THE  TWO  GRACES. 

["There  wus  something  pathetic  in  teeing  o'd  W.  0.  and  young  \V.  0. 
at  the  wicket  together.  It  is  not  often  we  «ee  father  and  son  together  at 
the  wicket  in  first-claw  cricket."— The  Star  on  the  M.  C.  C.  V.  Kent  match 
at  Lords.] 

AIR-"  The  Two  Obadiaht." 

SATS  the  old  W.  G.  to  the  young  W.  G., 

"  Pat  your  wicket,  dear  son  WILLIAM,  pat  your  wicket ! 
In  the  pitch  there  are  bad  patches,  that  may  lead  to  bowls  or  catches  ; 

And  yon  're  now  in  first-class  cricket,  first-class  cricket. 
I  've  already  topped  my  fame ;  you 

have  got  to  make  your  name. 
I  should  like  to  see  ns  both  make  a 

'  century '  this  time  I  " 
Says  the  young  W.  G.  to  the  old 

W.  G.. 

"'Twonld  be   prime,   Father 
WILLIAM,  'twould  be  prime  1 " 

Says  the  young  W.  G.  to  the  old 

W.  G., 
"How  I  wish  that  I  could  time 

and  place  like  you ! 
I  should  like  to  hear  them  clap  me,  but 

my  gig-lamps  handicap  me ; 

Still  I  '11  do  my  little  best  to  pile  a  _,      „ 

few  ii  Tom  Bowling. 

Savs  the  old  W.  G.,  "  Run  for  all  you  're  worth,  like  me  ! 

You  must  always  '  play  the  game.'    You  must  ever '  look  alive.' " 
Groans  the  young  W.  G.  to  the  old  W.  G., 

"  Caught— forFive !  Father  WILLIAM,  only  Five ! " 

Says  the  old  W.  G.  to  the  younsr  W.  G., 

'  Bother  HKARNE,  dear  son  WILLIAM,  JONES  and  HIARHK! 
But  don't  you  get  in  a  pucker !     Caught  and  bowled  for  Fives 's  a 
But  be  patient,  and  you  're  sure  to  get  your  turn.  [mucker, 

/  am  going  to  have  a  shy  for  another  Cen-t u-ry. 

You  must  help  me  by-and-by  to  keep  up  the  family  name !  " 
Says  the  young  W.  G.  to  the  old  W.  G.. 

Right  yon  are,  dad !    Wish  you  luck,  and  a  good  game !  " 

"  THREE  WHICH'S  ?  "— Will  SABA  B.,  ELEAICOBA  DUSK,  and  Miss 
ADA  KKIIAN  be  playing  individually  and  separately  at  different 
theatres  all  at  the  same  time  ?  Were  this  concatenation  to  occur, 
the  playgoer,  at  the  height  of  the  season,  would  be  as  puzzled  as  was 
the  "  anxious  cit,"  who  "each  invitation  views,  And  ponders  which 
to  take  and  which  refuse."  The  "stayer"  will  win.  Fly  away, 
SABA,  fly  away,  NORA— and  to  from  three  take  two,  and  only  ADA 
RERAN  remains,  which  is  a  simple  sum  in  subtraction,  though  Miss 
RERAN  herself  is  always  a  most  welcome  Ada-itipn  to  the  English- 
as-she-is-spoken  Drama  in  London.  The  Augustinians  of  Trafalgar 
Square  return  to  their  Daly  avocations  on  the  25th. 
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UNDESIGNED    COINCIDENCE. 

Curate  (to  Parish  Chair,  -pracLisinj  the  Anthem).  "Now  wi  'LL  BEGIN  AGAIN  AT  THE  'HALLBLUJAH,'  AND  PLEASE  LINGKK  LONGER 

ON  THB  ' Lv' !" 


THE  GRACEFUL  TRIBUTE. 

SIR,— Btin?  "  stumped,"  alas  I  can  only  send  Dr.  GHICE  my  best 
wishes,  and  a  round  0,  which  is  good  for  naught. 

Yours,      BUN  Otrr. 

SIR, — To  encourage  "Our  Boys"  in  the  National  Game,  I  am 
heartily  glad  to  sea  the  daily  (Telegraph)  increasing  list  of  sub- 
scribers to  the  testimonial.  Had  paor  H.  J.  BYRON  bten  alive— the 
mention  of  "Our  Boys"  of  course  recalls  him  to  our  minds — he 
would  no  doubt  have  sent  a  coin,  and  further  subscribed  himself 

PERKYN  MIDDLEWICK-ET. 

SIR, — The  present  enthusiasm  for  cricket  and  its  distinguished 
Professor  will  Reread  to  France.  There  le  cricquet  has  already  been 
introduced,  and,  when  no  misadventure  occurs,  the  batsman,  return- 
ing triumphant  and  grateful,  records  his  "  actions  de  Grace." 

Yours,       HOMME  D'UNE  CBAUVE-SOURIS. 

P.S. — Jefais  le  cricquet,  autrement  -e  m'enoRAisss.     (See?) 

SIB, — I  miss  one  important  name  from  the  Telegraph  list  of 
subscriptions  to  Grace  Testimonial.  What  is  GRACE  the  Batsman 
without  T.  G.  BOWLES  ? 

Yours,  BATTEB  PUDDING,  M.P. 

SIB,— Here  's  something  original.  Lay  out  some  of 
the  coin  subscribed  in  purchasing  for  Dr.  W.  G.,  the 
champion  "  Willow-wielder,"  a  set  of  "  Willow-pattern 
plates."  OLD  CHINA. 

P.S.— I  happen  to  have  by  me  a  rare,  almost  invaluable 
set,  which  I  can  dispose  of  at  a  certain  figure. 

SIB,— Dr.  GRACE  is  mw  getting  on  for  fifty.  In  an- 
other four  years  he  will  complete  his  half  century. 
Therefore  he  is  no  chicken.  JErga,  he  may  one  day 
have  a  duck's  egg.  I  withhold  my  subscription,  to 
accumulate  with  interest,  till  that  occurs. 

AN  ARDENT  ADMIRER. 

SIR,— Ah  me  I  and  well-a-day !  it  is  the  grand  sorrow 
of  my  life!  I  cannot  subscribe  to  this  fund  for  Dr. 
GRACE.  I  dare  not,  except  you  allow  me  to  send  it  con- 
iidentiaUy  through  you,  Sir,  ever  the  Ladies'  friend. 
Ah  BIT  I  long  ago  my  heart  "  went  out"— to  whom?  no  A  Wicket  Girl. 


matter.  It  was  a  cricketer.  I  never  told  my  love!  I  long- 
stopped  I  But  never,  never,  shall  I  forget  that  memorable  day  when 
he  was  there,  and  when  someone,  Dr.  G.  will  remember  who  it  was, 
bowled  a  maiden  over  !  I  am  not  a  heroine,  but  I  may  siga  this  (as 
I  address  it  ftrvently  to)  "  GRACE  DAELING  ! ' 

The  Lighthouse,  A  Little  off— the  Coast. 

SlB,-I  belong  to  an  "Impi"  tribe— with  "cunious"  adde3. 
Otherwise  would  I  contribute  what  I  did  to  the  first  cricket-match 
I  ever  played,  when,  as  the  ball  was  thrown  at  me,  to  save  my  head 
I  gave  a  bob.  I  cannot  even  do  that  now.  But  as  a  lover  of  the 
srame  I  hope  that  fiere  are  many  youthful  Britons  eager  to  follow 
"  Exemplum  Gratia.'"  Yours,  STUMP  ORATOR. 

DBAR  SIR,— I  think  vou  are  quite  right  to  encourage  cricket,  as  it 
ii  a  noble  game.    The  Duke  of  WELLINGTON  ones  said  that  Trafalgar 
wai  won  on  the  Eton  Playing-fields.     I  don't  think  he  was  quite 
right  there,  as  I  have  always  been  told  that  the  battle  was  fought 
abroad.    I  am  last  in  my  class,  but  I  'm  in  the  second  Eleven.    1  'm 
often  "not  out,"  and  to-day  I've  had  to  "stay  in"  all  the  time 
during  the  match,  because  1  had  a  saying-lesson  to  write  out  and 
translate.     The  other  day  I  made  27,  including  three 
fourers,  against  the  United  Thingummies. 

I  remain,  yours  enthusiastically, 
The  Only  College.  TOMMY. 

P.S. — I  will  send  my  shilling  as  soon  as  I  can  get  it 
from  BAILEY  mi.  He  owes  it  me  for  birds'  eggs. 

SIR. — I  am  only  too  happy  to  contribute  my  mite,  for 
though  it's  some  while— alas!  how  time  flies — since  I 
handled  the  willow,  I  well  remember  playing  in  the  early 
forties  against  ALFRED  PITCHER  and  JOHN  TOSSER.  Ah, 
they  were  heroei  in  those  days.  I  myself  was  no  mean 
performer.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  many 's  the  time  I  have  made 
double  figures  against  the  underhand  bowling  of  JIMMY 
TRUNDLER,  and  he  could  bowl,  too !  before  the  round- 
arm  stvle  came  in.  I  never  took  kindly  to  that,  but 
these  fifty  years  I  have  been  an  ardent  looker-on,  and  I 
must  tell  you,  &c.  &c.*  JNO.  WARDLE. 

(Late  Member  of  All- Muggleton  C.  C.) 

•  "  No  you  mustn't."    Caught  out  by  Editor. 
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"  Perfect:  Lidy"  (who  hasjuit  been  ejected).  "WsLL,  KBXT  TIM*  I  GOES  INTO  A  PCBLICKOUS*, 

I  'LL  00  SOMEWHEKK  WHKHE   I  'LL   BB  RXSPXCTgn  !  " 


PROVERBS  BY  AN  ILLUSTRIOUS 
FOREIGNER  ON  TOUR. 

THE  time  of  special  trains  was  made 
for  slaves,  not  Asiatic  Princes. 

You  may  take  an  Eastern  M agnate  to 
a  manufactory,  but  you  can  only  with 
difficulty  get  nun  to  lunch  with  the  local 
Mayor. 

There  is  many  a  slip  between  the 
Prince  and  the  lift. 

A  view  of  machinery  in  motion  in 
hand  is  worth  two  invitations  to  recep- 
tions in  prospective. 

Cocked-hats  of  a  feather  flock  together. 

You  cannot  make  pleasure  oat  of  the 
address  of  a  corporation. 

All  roads  lead  to  turtle  soup. 

It  is  an  ill  wind  that  causes  a  swell  on 
the  Ship  Canal. 

People  who  live  in  mosques  ought  not 
to  throw  sticks  at  the  Derby. 

A  programme  kept  to  time  is  not 
worth  nine. 

The  early  mayor  has  to  wait  longest. 

Give  a  Highness  a  wrong  title  and 
report  him. 

Enough  at  a  factory  is  better  than  a 
feast  in  a  Town  Hall. 

It  is  a  long  explanation  that  has  no 
turning. 

A  jerk  is  as  good  as  a  nod  to  a  bowing 
multitude. 

When  a  person  of  the  first  importance 
enters  by  the  door  all  settled  arrange- 
ments disappear  through  the  window. 

The  Representative  of  an  Illustrious 
Race  laughs  at  Traffic  Managers. 

The  English  Public  enjoys  a  sensation, 
but  the  Indian  Empire  pays  for  it. 

When  the  Prince  is  away,  to  fill  up 
the  time  the  band  will  play. 

The  son  proposes  but  the  father  dis- 
poses. 

The  autocrat  through  the  telegraph 
waits  for  no  one. 

Welcome  the  coming  quiet  and  speed 
the  exhausted  guest 

An  Opportunity  not  to  be  Missed. 

Tired  Reviewer  (to  Anxious  Author). 
Ah!  old  fellow!  I'm  fagged  out  I 
Come  and  dine  with  me  to-night  ?  Sorry 
to  give  you  such  short  notice. 

Anxious  Author.  "  Short  notice !"  Oh, 
please,  never  do  that.  \_Eseunt  together. 


"A  SALE!    A  SALE1" 

THE  Price  Sale  of  pictures  on  Saturday  last  at  Christie's  will  bs 
ever  memorable  as  "  The  Highest  Price  Sale."  "  '  What 's  the  demd 
total  P '  was  the  n'rst  question  Mr.  Mantalini  asked."  To  which  the 
present  answer  is  £87,144.  A  nice  little  sum  to  go  on  with,  or  off 
with.  One  of  the  incidents  was  most  dramatic.  GAINSBOROUGH'S 
' '  Lady  Mutgrare  "  was  put  up  to  be  purchased.  Then  stood  forward 
bold  WILLIAM  AGNEW  with  eight  thousand  guineas  in  his  best 
gossamer.  "The  lady  is  minel"  he  exclaimed,  rapturously,  and 
was  advancing  with  arms  outstretched  to  seize  his  prize,  when  sud- 
denly his  path  was  crossed  by  one  CAMPBELL  "  of  that  ilk,"  who  cried 
aloud,  "  Here  are  ten  thousand  golden  sovereigns  plu>  ten  thousand 
silver  shillings,  all  glittering  on  a  tray !  Advance  no  further !  " 
And  bold  WILLIAM  advanced  no  further.  For  once  he  was  taken 
aback.  "I  didna  ken  the  CAMPBELL  was  earning  I'"  muttered 
WILLIAM  A-bashed.  And  ere  he  could  recover  from  his  surprise, 
and  while  vet  his  frame  was  quivering  with  excitement,  his  picture, 
the  Lady  that  should  have  been  his,  was  gone.  "  They  have  given 
her  to  another!"  he  sang  sadly,  but  the  next  moment  he  pulled 
himself  together,  and  "  taking  heart  of  Grace"  WILLIAM  made  such 
running,  off  his  own  bat,  as  would  have  astonished  even  the  eminent 
cricketer  just  mentioned.  And  the  last  of  the  "  Reynolds'  Mis- 
cellany "  in  this  collection  succumbed  to  WILLIAM  the  Conqueror  for 
450  guineas.  Sic  transit  gloria  Saturday .' 

NEW  NAME. — The  Imperial  Institute  henceforward  to  be  known 
as  "The  Somers  Vinery." 


A  FINE  SUMMER  DAY'S  OUTIXG. 

HIOHLT  recommended  by  "  The  Faculty  "  (who  has  tried  it  more 
than  once).  Given  a  perfectly  calm  sea,  a  delicious  light  breeze,  and 
anything  else  "  given"  that  you  can  get,  including  pleasant  company, 
then,  with  tears  in  your  patriotic  eyes,  and  a  tremolo  in  your  voice, 
bid  farewell  (for  a  couple  of  hours  or  so)  to  old  England,  cross  the 
Channel,  invade  France  via  Calais,  where,  however  calm  the  sea  has 
been,  yon  must  be  prepared  for  a  "buffet" ;  but  this  "buffet"  is 
not  at  all  rough,  j  ust  the  contrary,  and  if  by  chance  you  should 
have  at  all  suffered  from  any  unevenness  in  the  wave  line,  yon  are 
sure,  on  arriving  at  Calais,  of  a  "  restauration "  which  will  send 
you  back  in  another  hour  and  a  half  quite  the  giant  refreshed. 
That  same  evening  you  can  pose  as  a  real  traveller  just  returned 
from  "the  Continent,"  which  will  serve  you  excellently  bath  as 
reason  and  apology  for  not  having  answered  any  letters,  and  neglected 
epistolary  business  generally  during  the  last  month.  "  Been  away, 
my  boy  1 "  "  Ah,  that 's  why  you  didn't  answer  my  letter.  \V  here 
have  you  been?"  "Oh!  France,  about  Normandy.  Delightful. 
Ta !  Ta !  "  And  perhaps  the  expenditure  of  the  day's  trip  will  have 
saved  yon  from  all  sorts  of  trouble,  pecuniary  ana  otherwise,  that 
you  might  have  got  into  had  yon  remained  at  home,  answering 
letters.  But,  as  to  the  benefit  of  the  sea  air— there  can't  be  two 
opinions  about  that. 

A  DISTINGUISHED  COMMOHBR  WHO  CAKKOT  VOTK  FOR  Donro 
AWAY  WITH  "  LORD'S."— Dr.  GRACE.  Public  school  elevens  and 
M.  C.  C.  all  against  such  a  proposition. 
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BOLD  J.  H.  TAYLOE. 

[J.  H.  TA\LOR,  an  Englishman 
born  and  bred,  has  for  the  second 
time  won  the  Open  Championship 
(Golf)  at  the  St.  Andrews'  Links.] 

OH  I  young  J.  H.  TAYLOR  is  a 

fine  young  fellow, 
At  whom  the  Scotsmen  may 

hardly  sooff ; 
For   though   he's   Saxon  by 

birth  and  breeding, 
He  is  champion  now  at  the 
Game  of  Golf ! 

On  St.  Andrews'  Links  when 

the  rain  was  pouring, 
He    smote   the  ball  with  a 

manly  blow ; 
And  he  distanced  St.  Andrews 

ANDREW—  K  IRK  ALD  Y — 
Though  TAYLOR  was  trained 
in  far  Westward  Ho ! 

And  he  went  the  four  rounds 

fair  and  featly, 
In    strokes   three    hundred, 

ard  twenty,  and  two, 
"Which    SANDY    HERD,    and 

ANDY  KIRKALDY, 
And  DAVIE  ANDERSON,  they 
could  not  do. 

It  may  seem  sheer  cheek  for 

"  a  gowk  of  a  Saxon  " 
To  take  the  cake  at  the  Gaelic 
Game ;        [cerest  flattery, 
Bat  as  imitation  's   the  sin- 
Let  'em  take  a  licking  in  the 
light  o'  the  same. 

So  here 's  a  health  to  bjld  J. 

H.  TAYLOR. 

Lord  of  the  Links,  at  the  tee 

atofi;  [slighted  Southron 

Who  takes  first  place  for  the 

At  the  Ancient  and   Royal 

Game  of  Golf! 


ANOTHER    MISUNDERSTANDING. 

'Arry  (on  a  Northern  Tour,  with  Cockney  pronunciation).  "  THEN  I  'LL  "AVE 
A  BOTTLE  OF  AILE." 

Hostess  of  the  Village  Inn.  " la,  SIR?  WE'VE  NANK  IN  THE  HOOSE, 
BUT  CASTOR  ILE  OR  PARAFFINS.  WAD  ONY  o'  THEM  DAE,  SIR?" 


"HOUSE  OF  REST  FOR 
ACTORS." 

BENEATH  the  spreading  BEER- 

BOHM  TREB 

The  Resting  Actor  stands, 
And  grateful  takes  the  £  s.  d. 
From  Active  Actors'  hands. 
No  more  he  '11  strut  upon  the 

stage 

Where  he  has  done  his  best, 
Nothing    he'll    need,    while 

active  men 
Are  doing  all  the  rest. 


Classical  and  Cockney. 

Hal.  It  was  a  Greek  play  at 
Bradford  College. 

'Arry  (to  Tom).  I  told  you 
it  was  a  Greek  fake. 

Tom  (to' Arry).  How  do  you 
know? 

'Arry  (giving  Hal  as  his 
authority).  'Cos  it 's  'Al-sez- 
'tis. 

The  New  Women. 
THEY  dress  ....  like  men. 

They  talk like  men. 

They  live  • like  men. 

They  don't   ....  like  men. 


INTELLIGENCE  FROM  (AND 
AT)  HAMBURG.  —  "  Mr.  G." 
was  unable  to  go  to  the  Zoo  at 
feeding-time.  He  was  con- 
spicuous by  his  absence,  as  all 
the  other  lions  were  there. 


NEW  AND  APPROPRIATE 
NAME  FOR  THE  AFTER-DINNER 
CHUMB-AND-FRAGMENT  BAS- 
KET.—" The  Morsel-eum." 


'ARRY  ON  THE  SEASON. 

DEAR  CHARLIE,— The  pypers  all  tell  us  the 

Season  is  now  at  its  'ight ; 
Don't  mean  one  o'  THOMSON'S,  my  pippin. 

That  josser  is  now  out  of  dyte. 
When  I  was  a  bit  of  a  kiddie,  dad  'ad  a  old 

brown-covered  book 
Into  wich  now  and  then,  on  a  Sunday,  'e 

thought  it  the  right  thing  to  look. 

Such  sloppy  saloop,  my  dear  CHARLIE,  "  em- 
bellished "  with  rummy  old  cuts, 

Drawn  stiff  and  old-fasbioned,  by  STOTHARD. 
On  one  on  'em  though,  I  was  nuts, 

Musi somethink  or  other  I  fancy.    Bat  as 

to  the  cackle,  Great  Scott  !— 
The  snn  rolling  bounteous  from  Aries," 
and  reams  o'  such  molly  slop  rot. 

Now  if  JEMMY  'ad  sung  of  our  Season,  not 

Nature's  old  merry-go-round, 
But  London 's  pertikler,  for  swells,  it  'udsuit 

me  right  down  to  the  ground. 
But  as  JEMMY  has  shirked  it  for  tosh  on 

'  ethereal  mildness,"  and  such, 
Wy  'ARRY  must  'ave  a  cut  in,  and  all  London 

13  fly  to  his  touch. 

Wot  a  Summer  we're  'avinr  this  Season! 

All  Nature  seems  trim  and  in  tune  ; 
Ripe  strorberries  picked  out  o'  doors,  though 

we  've  'ardly  yet  dropped  into  June  ; 
The  parks  jest  like  bloomin'  peraries,  the 

water  supply  going  queer, 

.  a  general  'urryinir  up 

lemon  squoshes,  and  beer. 

It  seems  only  yesterday,  CHARLIE,  the  stand- 
pipes  wos  up  in  our  street, 


And  a  general  "'urryfi?  up  'for  stror  'ats, 


And  "  Are  you  froze  off  ?  "  wos  the  question 
of  every  poor  pal  you  might  meet. 

And  now  there's  a  new  ''water  famine" 
along  o'  the  'eat,  not  the  cold, 

And  ginger-pop 's  sellin'  as  fast  as  it  can  be 
unbottlea  and  sold. 

Queen's  droring-rooms,  troopin'  the  colours, 

and  trotting  young  NASRULLA  round, 
Is  sights  your  true  patriot's  nuts  on,  and 

I  'ye  done  my  bit,  you  be  bound. 
I  chi-iked  to  young  Ingy-rubber,  and  give 

him  the  haffible  nod  ; 
And  if  H.  R.  H.  didn't  twig  me,  and  drop 

me  a  smile,  well,  it 's  odd. 

Hart 's  'avins;  its  innings,  as  usual,  and  so  is 

old  W.  G., 
Only  more  so.    My  eye  and  a  band-box,  a 

rare  bit  o'  stuff  he  must  be  I 
As  nigh  forty-seven  as  don't  matter,  as  big 

as  a  barrel,  and  yet 
A-piling    'is     Gentries     like    pea-shellin' ! 

Sound  Double  Gloster,  you  bet ! 
I  sor  him  at  Lord's,  mate,  last  Thursday,  five 

ours  and  a  arf  in  the  sun, 
A  smiting  and  running  as  if,  at  'is  age,  with 

is  weight,  it  was  fan ! 
'Ot  CHARLIE?    My  collar  flopped  limp,  and 

1  lapped  lemon-squoshes— a  number; 
And  there  wos  'e  tottling  'is  Thousand,  as 

cool  as  a  bloomin'  cowcumber. 
I  wouldn't  ha'  done  it  for  tuppence ;  no,  not 
.  iiLwl  , the  cneerjngs  chucked  in. 
Although  the  Pervilion  fair  rose  at  'im.    'Ow 

gents  of  clarsi,  and  with  tin, 
And  no  need  to  it,  CHARLIE,  choose  Cricket, 

at  ninety  degrees  in  the  shyde, 
When  thev  could  lay  hidle,  fair  licks  me. 

But,  there,  hevery  one  to  'is  tryde ! 


A  dmt-coat,   a  white  'at,   a  field-glass,    a 

landau  and  lashings  o'  fizz, 
At  Hascot  would  suit  me  fur  better.    The  old 

fport  o'  kings  is  good  biz. 
With  shekel*,  and  luck,  like  Lord  ROSEBERY! 

Scissors !    I  do  'ate  a  Rad, 
But  a  sportsman,  as  pulh  off  two  Derbies, 

wy  'ang  it,  'e  carnft  be  no  Cad. 

If  Primrose  would  only  turn  Primroser,  wot 

a  fair  topper  he  'd  be  I 
Wot  can  be  'is  little  gyme,  CHARLIE,  to f oiler 

old  W.  G.  ? 
(I  don't  mem  the  cricketer  this  time.)    That 

Liberal  lot  ain't  no  clarss, 
With  a  lot  o'  tair-rag  they  cjrn't  hold,  and  a 

lot  o'  bad  Billi  they  carn't  parss. 

The  blot  on  this  Season  is  Parlyment.    Wy 

don't  they  'urry  it  up, 
And  scoot  to  country,  the  cripples  ?    St.  Paul' s 

to  my  tarrier  pup, 
They'd  git  a  'ot  'iaing  this  journey.    Let 

ROSEBERY  cut  the  thing  short, 
Chuok  'ABCOURT  and  pal  on  with  Gentleman 

JOE,  like  a  gent,  and  a  Sport  1 

Then  'ARRY  will  talk  to  'im,  CHARLIE  I  Ah, 
well,  I  ain't  got  no  more  room, 

Though  I  ain't  done  the  Season  arf  justice. 
The  last  pale  laburnum's  in  bloom, 

But  it  ain't  b'n  washed  brimstone  with  rain- 
bursts.  Our  SiBAH  is  hover  from  Parry, 

Sir  OBGUSTUS  is  fair  on  the  toot,  so  'Ooray  for 
the  Season!  Yours,  'ARKY. 


NEW  BOOK  AND  QUERY.—"  Women's  Tra- 
gedies. By  H.  D.  LOWBY."  Is  the  tragic 
history  of  That  Lass  of  Lowrie's  included  ? 
"  But  that  is  another  story." 
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NOW  WE'RE  FURNISHED! 

THIS  is  how  the  Guardians 
pf  the  Midleton  Union  ((Jaunty 
Cork)  transact  business:— 

"  Mr.  Morrison  (to  the  Chair- 
man). You  promised  to  write  to  the 
Local  Government  Board,  and  do 
it  now.  ( Noixc  and  interruption!.) 

"  Mr.  Murphy  (warmly}.  I  say 
the  whole  thing  is  all  humbug, 
and  baaed  upon  humbug. 

"  (At  this  stage  thtre  wot  great 
noise  and  confusion,  several  gentle- 
men speaking  at  the  same  titne.) 

"  Chairman  (very  warmly,  and 
hiltiny  the  table).  I  say  I  am  not 
a  humbug,  and  I  was  never  a  hum- 
bug, and  I  hope  I  "11  never  have 
to  be  displaced  from  any  public 
position  because  I  was  a  humbug 
or  a  proved  humbug." 

Why  did  not  the  table  turn 
npontne  chair,  and  hit  it  back  • 
This  would  have  been  a  real 
case  of  table-turning.  To 
parody  EDWAKD  LEAK'S  de- 
lightful Nonsense  Songs, 

Said  the  Table  to  the  Chair, 
"  You  can  hardly  be  aware 
How  it  feels  when  you  come  down 
With  your  fist  upon  my  crown." 


"  MENUS  PLAISIRS."—  Oneoi 
the  best  menus  of  the  season 
provided  by  the  Lyceum  House 
of  Entertainment  included,  or 
rather  did  include,  during  last 
week  past,  such  choice  dishes, 
so  much  to  the  taste  of  every- 
one, a!  The  Eis  d' Ellen 
Terry  a  la  Nance  Oldfield 
and  Tele  de  Mathias  a  la 
Henri  premier.  Appropri- 
ately, of  course,  did  the  or- 
chestra, which  plays  before 
each  performance,  give  the  old 
familiar  airs  of  "  /  would  I 
were  with  Nancy!"  and  "  The 
Bell*  are  ringing  for "  — 
Mathial  —  not  for  *'  Sara." 


A    STRAIGHT    REPLY. 

Daughter  of  a  Hundred  Saris  (who  is  about  to  marry  for  love).  "  Now  I  AM 

GOING   TO  HAVE  A  HOCSB  OF    MT  OWN,    JlES.    RUSTLE,    I   SHALL  OKT  YOU  TO 
GIVE  MB  A   HINT  OR  TWO." 

The  Maternal  Housekeeper.  "  WHLL,  LADY  CLARA,  I  'M  AFRAID  I  CAN'T 
HELP  YOU  MCOH.  I  KNOW  VERY  I.ITTLK  ABOUT  THK  CONTRIVANCES  OF 
PEOPLE  WITH  SMALL  MBAKS." 


A  MISSED  CHANCE. 

[Mr.  ANTHONY  HOPE'S  "reply 
on  behalf  of  the  ladies  wai  witty 
and  felicitous,  and  only  disap- 
pointed" those  who  had  hoped 
that  at  least  one  "  new  woman  " 
would  hare  justified  (he  claim  tf 
her  sex  to  f  quality  with  the  male 
by  replying.  "The  only  sign  rf 
novelty  we  detected  about  the 
ladies  preirnt  was  that  a  few  con- 
descended to  puff  cigarettes,  to 
the  evident  scandal  of  some  leu 
advanced  ladun."—  The  "Literary 
World  "  upon  the  latt  meeting  of 
tlie"Nta  Vagabond  CM."]  ti_, 

OF  novelties— and  novel  ties— 

in  chase, 

Advances  the  New  Woman, 
destined  winner 

Of    true    nrt>t-fiddledom    and 

pride  of  place ! 
Already  she's  " advanced " 
to  a  club  dinner 

At  the  New  Vagabonds !    How 

Eleutinian 

It  sound*,  how  almost  despe- 
rately daring ! 

Clubdom  wag  once  Man's  abso- 
lute dominion, 
Which  now  New  Woman- 
hood  with   him  seems 
sharing. 

"  She    made    no     speeches," 

though;  —  though 

FRANKFORT  MOORE 

Cracked  jokes,  and  Hopgtold 

tales !  With  mild  regret 

One  hears  that,    'midst   the 

after-  dinner  "  roar  " 
Her  share  was — proxies  acd 
a  cigarette ! 

Can  it  be  her  revolt  against 
Man's  yoke 

Shall  end,  as  here,  in  silence 
and  in  smoke  1 


DAMP    ITALIAN    DRAMA. — 
The  Evening  Dews,  eh  f 


NAVAL  ARCHITECTURE. 

,—  r__~.  on  "The  Amplitude  of  Rolling  on  a  Non-synchronous  Wave  "  was 
read  before  the  Congress  of  Naval  Architects  in  Paris.] 

LAST  week,  the  papers  tell  us,  the  talented  and  zealous 
Designers  who  construct  our  ships  their  best  attention  gave 

To  M.  BEBTIN'S  writine  on  what  sounds  to  us  exciting — 
The  amplitude  of  rolling  when  non- synchronous  the  wave. 

How  often,  crossing  over  those  distressing  Straits  of  Dover, 
Where  nighty  folks  grow  flabby  and  where  giddy  ones  grow  grave, 

We  have  meditated  sadly  that  we  don't  encounter  gladly 
The  amplitude  of  rolling  when  non-sytchronous  the  wave. 

The  amplitude — we  'd  bear  it,  and  would  probably  not  care,  it 
Seems  but  to  be  an  adjunct  which  perhaps  we  might  not  crave. 

For  that  execrable  rolling  we  require  much  more  consoling, 
That  amplitude  of  rolling  when  non-synchronous  the  wave. 

Yet  the  rolling  might  be  ended  if  the  waves  could  be  amended 

To  synchronously  swell,  all  want  of  symmetry  to  save, 
But  we  can't  be  CANUTES,  can  we  P    He  could  no  more  stop  it  than 

we — 
That  amplitude  of  rolling  when  non-synchronous  the  wave. 

So  Lord  DUFFFRTN  entreated  all  the  experts,  round  him  seated, 

t'o  build  a  ship  where  passengers  could  comfortably  shave, 
Ev  TI  wher.  a  billiard-table  would  be  absolutely  stable, 
No  amplitude  of  rolling,  though  non-synchronous  the  wave. 

Naval  Architects,  then,  hasten  to  diminish  woes  which  chasten 
The  happiness  of  hundreds,  be  they  timorous  or  brave ; 

Mike  a  ship,  like  dry  land  seeming,  where  we  should  not  think  of 

dreaming 
Of  amplitude  of  rolling,  though  non-synchronous  the  wave. 


WHITEWASHING  THE  STATUE  OF  CROMWELL. 

"CROMWELL,"  wrote  the  Daily  \ews  on  ARTHUR  BALFOUH'S 
speech,  "was  the  only  man  of  his  time  who  understood  therrin- 
ciples  of  religious  freedom."  Ahem ! 

*'  Papa,"  said  Polly  Ecclet,  referring  to  certain  charges  brought 
against  her  revered  father,  "  Papa  may  have  hi»  faults,  but  he 's  a 
rery  clever  man."  So  the  D.  N.  as  to  the  Protector  CROMWELL 
"  OUVBR,"  says  the  D.  N.  in  effect,  "  being  human,  may  have  had 
his  faults,  as  had  other  men  of  his  time,  but  he  thoroughly  understood 
religious  freedom."  Did  he  V  In  Ireland  for  example  ?  With  him 
"religious  freedom"  was  like  the  verb  in  grammar,  either  "ex- 
pressed "  or  "  understood."  It  might  have  been  "  understood,"  but 
it  certainly  was  not  "  expressed  "  in  action.  If  CROMWELL  was  such 
a  model  of  "  religious  freedom,"  then  it  will  be  as  well  to  reconsider 
history  under  NEKO,  DIOCLETIAN,  &  Co.,  not  to  mention  the  amiable 
Ninth  CHARLES  of  France,  the  genial  H  AHKY  THE  EIGHTH  of  England, 
the  gentle  PKTER,  Czar  of  All  the  Russias,  and  a  few  other  kindly-dis- 
posed rulers,  who  were,  probably,  the  only  nun  of  their  time  thoroughly 
understanding  the  principles  of  religious  freedom.  As  the  song  says, 
"They  wouldn't  ha'  'urt  a  biby,  They  were  men  as  you  could  trust !' 
And  for  OLIVER  himself,  "  He  was  all  right  when  you  knew  him,  But 
— you  had  to  know  him  fust!"  Rather;  and  then  you  had  to  accommo- 
date yourself  to  his  little  ways,  or  else  so  much  the  worse  for  one  of 
tie  two.  and  that  one  wouldn't  have  been  OLIVER  CROMWELL.  But,  of 
course,  between  principles  and  practise  there  is  a  "  Great  Divide." 

THE  SHAHZADA,  weary  of  London  life  and  English  enjoyment,  will  at 
last  exclaim  with  the  canny  Scot,  "For  pleasure  gie  me  PeeMes ! "  iThe 
original  remark  was  made  by  the  author  of  Peebles  whom  I  have  met.) 

NOTE,  SATURDAY,  JUNE  15.— Piece  running  all  last  week  in 
Theatre  Royal  Law  Courts— "  Debt."  For  Monday's  luioh  Sir 
HENRY  HAWKINS  ordered  a  Capon. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
House  of  Commons,  Monday,  June  10.— School  reopened  after 
Whitsun    Holidays.      Occasion    marked    by   lamentable    episode. 


Attendance,  as  usual  on  Black  Monday,  very  small. 
Chair  at  three  o'clock.  No 
private  business  on  hand  ; 
nothing  to  be  don«  till 
half-past  three.  Mean- 
while, SPEAKER  and  Mem- 
bers sit  with  hands  folded. 
Everyone  knows  the 
temptation  of  such  oppor- 
tunity for  a  nameless 
Personage.  TOMMY'S 
idle  hands  instinctively 
clutched  after  mischief. 
Suppose  he  were  to  move 
to  have  House  counted ? 
Evidently  not  forty  pre- 
sent ;  nothing  very  serious 
would  follow.  SPEAKER 
would  count.  If  not  forty 
on  hand,  would  leave 
Chair,  sit  at  table,  and 
wait  till  they  came.  Or 
he  would  go  off,  come  back 
any  time  before  four  when 
message  brought  in  that  a 
quorum  was  in  sight. 
Still,  it  would  be  a  lark ; 
would  startle  the  House, 
frighten  Ministers,  possibly 
postpone  commencement  of 
business  by  half  an  hour. 


SPEAKER  took 


Vantage  in      (Sir  E.  Gr-y  and  Sir  E.  Ashm-d-B-rtl-tt.) 


authorising  Great  Britain  to  interfere  in  the  affairs  of  Armenia,  or 
make  war  upon  the  Porte  ?  If  so,  specify  the  treaty  and  the  parti- 
cular article  or  articles  creating  such  obligation. 

This  a  bare  summary  of  question,  the  drafting  of  which  had  cost 
AMBROSE,  Q..C.,  some  sleepless  nights.  SILOMIO  had  looked  over  it ; 
TOMMY  had  touched  it  up ;  BARTLEY  had  beamed  over  it ;  HANBURY 

had  hugged  it.  GBEY'S 
last  hour  (of  course  in 
Parliamentary  sense)  had 
evidently  come.  He  had 
wriggled  out  of  some 
earlier  man  traps  set  for 
him.  This  would  settle 
him. 

And  this  is  what  GREY 
said  in  reply  :  —  "  The 
article  of  the  Treaty  of 
Berlin  relative  to  the  point 
raised  by  the  hon.  member 
is  the  sixty-first." 

Only  that,  and  nothing 
more.  The  raven  on  the 
pallid  bust  of  PALL  vs  was 
scarcely  more  disappoint- 
ingly laconic.  There  was 
a  shocked  pause ;  then 
allied  forces  swooped  down 
on  UNDER  SECRETARY, 
crying,  in  chorus.  Did 
the  clause  mean  this  ? 
Did  it  mean  that  ? 

"The  hon.  member," 
said  GREY,  not  even  smil- 
ing, "must  place  his  own 
interpretation  on  the 
clause." 


Cap' en  just  rising  with  intent  to  observe  that  there  are  not  forty  I  Evidently  nothing  to  be  done  with  a  person  of  this  temperament. 
Members  present,  when  happier  thought  struck  him.  Why  not  get  SILOMIO,  with  a  wild  shriek,  learned  in  Swaziland,  dashed  in  with 
some  landsman  to  do  the  trie*  ?  The  more  venerable  and  venerated  ,  fresh  questions ;  was  neatly  tripped  up  by  SPEAKER  ;  lay  sprawling 


the  agent  the  better.  TOMMY  knows  himself 
to  be  a  wicked  old  salt.  House  not  shocked 
now  at  anything  he  does.  Half  the  fun  gone 
if  he  played  this  prank  himself.  Shifting 
his  quid  and  scanning  horizon,  noted  in  his 
place  Sir  RICHARD  TEMPLE,  Bart.,  G.C.S.I., 
late  Lieutenant  -  Governor  of  Bengal,  once 
Governor  of  Bombay,  sometime  Chief  Com- 
missioner of  Central  Provinces  of  India. 

The  very  man  for  the  job.  Buttonholing 
him  with  his  hook,  Cap'en  TOMMY  opened 
his  little  plot.  TEMPLE  aghast  at  first. 
Never  known  such  a  thing  done,  and  the  like. 
TOMMY  jawed  away,  twisting  TEMPLE  round 
the  tip  of  his  hook  like  a  marlingspike  on  a 
flying  jibboom.  Convinced  him  that  public 
duty  called  for  sacrifice  of  private  prejudices. 
Having  squared  TEMPLE,  TOMMY  got  men 
near  him  to  walk  out  before  House  was 
counted,  so  as  to  reduce  chances  of  quorum. 

Bell  rang ;  Members  rushed  in ;  Ministers 
huddled  on  Treasury  Bench  like  flock  of 
frightened  sheep.  TOMMY,  looking  down 
from  shrouds  in  Strangers'  Gallery,  carefully 
counted. 

"Only  thirty  two,"  he  said.     ' '  Done  it  I  " 

But  SPEAKER  can  count  as  well.  "  One — 
two — four — fourteen — twenty-seven — thirty- 
nine,  forty,"  said  he,  with  tone  of  conviction 
that  precluded  contradiction. 

"  Blow  me  tight !  "  said  TOMMY,  coming 
out  of  the  shrouds,  a  deathly  pallor  shining 
through  his  tan.  That  was  not  his  exact 
expression ;  but  it  was  equivalent  to  his 
remark. 

Business  done.—  Quito  a  lot. 

Tuesday. — EDWARD  GREY  is  a  hard  nut  for 
Irresponsible  Verbosity  to  crack.  SILOMIO, 
his  jaws  aching  with  attempts  at  crunching 
SYDNEY  BTJXTON,  sometimes  turns  to  him, 


Don  Currie,  Lord  High  Admiral. 


on  ground  with  dishevelled  hair.  Before  he 
could  get  up,  SNAPE  was  asking  HOME 
SECRETARY  if  the  police  might  not  be  sup- 
plied with  lighter  clothing  in  summer  months. 

Business  done.— Crofters  Bill  read  second 
time. 

Wednesday.  Off  Tilbury.— Yes,  I'm  off 
Tilbury,  and  shall  be  oft  to  the  Baltic  at  four 
bells,  whatever  time  that  may  be.  Mr.  G.  is 
responsible  for  it.  Tired  of  doing  nothing ; 
pondering  perilously  over  growing  temptation 
to  run  up  to  town,  plunge  into  Parliamentary 
work ;  address  meeting  at  Blackheath  on 
Armenian  question.  In  nick  of  time  comes 
letter  from  DON  CURRIE,  proposing  a  trip  to 
Kiel  for  opening  of  Baltic  Canal. 

"  The  very  thing  !  "  said  Mr.  G.,  vaulting 
over  the  library  table  at  Hawarden,  where  he 
was  sitting  when  letter  arrived.  "  But  TOBY, 
M.P..  must  come  with  us." 

Objections  urged  in  vain.  What  would 
Constituents  in  Berks  say,  me  running  away 
from  work?  Who  was  to  write  the  only 
authentic  matter-of-fact  record  of  Parlia- 
mentary doings  for  future  historians?  Mr.  G., 
with  all  theimpetuosity  of  youth,  would  listen 
to  nothing.  So  here  I  am,  on  board  the  R.M.  S. 
Tantallon  Castle.  Here,  also,  is  quite  a  quorum 
of  members.  Curious  to  see  now  they  all 
trooped  in  just  now  when  luncheon-bell  rang. 
Said  they  thought  it  was  a  division;  being 
in  saloon,  might  as  well  stay. 

That's  all  very  well.  By-and-by  we'll 
be  on  the  North  Sea,  where  the  stormy  winds 
do  blow,  do  blow.  Shall  see  then  whether 
we  can  keep  a  House  through  the  dinner 
hour. 

Business  done. — Anchor  weighed.  Mr.  G. 
taking  the  helm  till  we  're  out  in  the  open, 


and  goes  away  sorrowing.    TOMMY  has  a  tuck  in  at  him  occasionally,    when  anyone   can  steer.    Looks  more  than  usually  knowing  in  a 
but  makes  nothing  of  the  job.    To  night  AMBROSE,  Q.C.,  took  him  '  sou'  wester.    Wind  N.S.E.    Barometer  falling, 
in  hand.    Drew  up  stupendous  question  on  subject  of  Great  Britain's 
relations  with  the  Porte  in  respect  of  Armenia. 


That  '11  fetch  him,"  he  said,  as  he  ogled  the  paper  on  which  the 

question  was  set  forth  in  bold  type.    Is  there  a  treaty  obligation  I     STARTLING  NEWS  !    ALI 
e  wanted  to  know,  as  distinguished  from  mere  discretionary  right,    caught !  1    WRIGHT  at  last 


NEWS!    ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 
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OPERATIC    NOTES. 

Monday.  —  Tannhaunerites  disappointed.  Signor  VIOKAB  indis- 
posed. Tanntiriuser's  understudy  Faust  put  up.  House  good 
Performance  belt  cr.  PLAN<;ON,—  once  Jupiter  now  Mephittopheles^ 
the  extremes  meeting  in  one  singer,—  excellent.  MELBA  quite  the 

German  Friiulein.  BKVIGNASI,  C.B. 
i.e.,  "Conducting  Beautifully,"  ii 
the  chair. 

Tuesday.  —  Many  other  attractions, 
vet  heart  is  true  to  Opera.  M.  VICTOI 
M.U-REL,  as  logo,  adds  another  leal 
to  his  victor's  wreath  of  Laurel. 
MA(,I,IK  MACINTYRE  makes  di§tinc1 
advance,  and  sings,  "  0  Willow,  we 
have  missed  you"  most  melodiously. 
TAM  AGNO  as  Miither  O'Ttllo,  the 
Irish  darky  singer,  uncommonly 
powerful.  RICHAHD  GREEN,  Mon- 
tana, greener  than  ever  :  quite  fresh. 
PEHCT  MORDT  a  good  Roderigo  Ran- 
donw.  The  highly  Pole-ish'd  OLITZKA 
a  fair  representative  of  Emilia.  And 
this  cast,  with  Merry  M  XM-IM  i  u 
manipulating  musicians,  makes  the 
Opera  a  delight  to  the  fine  fleur  of 
the  Covent  Oardenian  Hot  House. 

Wednesday.  —  House  crammed  to 
see  and  hear  ADELLNA  P  ATTI  as  Rusin  a 
in  the  ever  delightful  Barbiere  di 
Siviglia.  ROSSIN  i  forever!  "Whar's 
' 


Pagliacci. 


. 

your  WULLIE  WAGNER  noo  ?  "  PATTI'S  acting  worth  a  third  of  the 
money;  her  singing  makes  up  t'other  two-thirds.  "Bonus"  to 
audience  in  "  Home,  Sweet  Home."  Wrapt  attention  !  Here  we  are 
all  of  us  out  for  the  night,  so  to  speak,  in  filks  and  satins  and  jewels 
rare,  and  with  feathers  and  diamonds  ar.d  all  our  war  paint  on,  off 
afterwards  to  routs,  balls  and  supper-parties,  and  yet  all  hushed, 
conscience-stricken  as  it  were,  in  the  midst  of  our  gaiety,  by  sweet 
voice  warbling  so  distinctly  ''Home!  Home!  Home  I  Sweet  Home! 
Wherever  (including  the  Opera  Covent  Garden)  we  wander  (and  we 
can't  wander  when  our  attention  is  riveted  on  la  Dira)  there  is 
no-oh-o-o  place  like  Ho-ome  !  "  And  then,  second  verse  finished,  a 
storm  of  rapturous  applause  bursts  over  the  singer  !  Yes  !  thote  are 
our  sentiments.  "Home!  Home  !"  by  all  means.  Only  —  excuse  us— 
we  "  won't  go  Home  Sweet  Home  till  morning,  till  daylight  doth  ap- 
pear." But  why,  ADELINA  mm,  didst  thon  sing  at  the  end  of  the  Opera 
that  remarkably  anti-climaxious  waltz  of  TI-TO-TUM  MATTEI'S  ?  TI- 
TO-TDM all  very  well  in  his  way,  but  not  a  ROSSINI.  And  then  you 
sang  it  from  a  paper  in  your  hand  as  though  doing  penance  in  a  music 
sheet  P  A  mistake,  ADELINA,  don't  do  it  again,  spin  your  TI-TO-TVM 
at  a  concert,  but  not  in  ROSSINI'S  Barbiere.  BERTHA  K  U'F.UM  KI-TKK 
obtained  a  rapturous  encore,  but  shook  her  finger  at  the  audience  as 
who  would  say  "  too  late  !  too  late!"  So  BEVIGNAHI  bowed,  and  on  we 
wentagain^merrilv.  Pixi-CoRSi  good  as  pantaloon  Bartplo.  ANTON  A 
a  capital  Figaro,  looking  like  one  of  Cruikshank's  comic  characters. 
'  AHHY  MUNDT,  tine  Basilin  done  in  Italian  oils  ;  M.  BOKKABD,  light  and 
airy  French  count,  more  of  larker  than  lover.  All  Home-Sweet-  Home- 
ing  (or  elsewhere)  about  midnight,  many  being  detained  by  the  fingers 
at  the  Opera  from  getting  to  the  SPEAKER'S  "at  Home,"  Sweet  Home. 

Thursday.—  Pagliacci,  with  Miss  PAULINE  JORAN  appearing  as 
Nedda,  and  playing  it  in  first-rate  style.  "Gee  up!  Nedda!" 
Query.  PiNl-CoRSi  good  as  Tonio  f  knitter.  'Consi  was.  T'others 
not  much,  but  Opera  slill  charming.  Yet  this  evening's  programme 
too  trying  for  emotional  persons.  Pagliacci,  tragedy;  Cavalleria 
Rusticana  tragedy  also;  tragedy  from  beginning  to  end;  even  the 
celebrated  mezzo  very  like  a  wail  1  Not  kind  of  DRURIOLANUS  to 
afflict  us  thus.  Madame  BELLINCION-I,  "Ihe  original  Santuzza," 
admirable.  Honours  easy  between  Madame  CALVE  and  BELLINCIONI. 
The  latter  played  it  first  abroad  ;  but  the  former  had  the  start  of  her 
here.  In  some  of  the  action  peculiarly  characteristic  of  the  type, 
BELLINCIONI  wins,  not  by  a  neck,  but  by  two  hands.  CALVE  more 
striking  (hands  down]  in  her  jealous  agony.  Signor  VALRNTIBE 
FIOAKO  ANCONA  excellent  as  Alfio  ;  the  situation  when  VIUXAS, 
going  strong  as  Turiddu,  catches  Alfio't  «ar.  in  order,  as  he  says  in 
Sicilian,  "Tu-rid-u  of  his  presence"  by  subsequently  killing  him, 
more  dramatic  than  ever.  GIUI.IA  RAVOOI.I  admirable  as  quite  the 
gay  Lulu  of  the  Sicilian  Seven  Dials.  After  intermezzo  Bowing 
BEVIGNANI  declines  encore. 

Friday.—  Child  Harold  allowed  to  sit  up  late  for  another  night. 
Composer  COWEN  ought  to  sing,  "I  love  my  ALIIANI  with  an  A,  because 
she's  Admirable."  Harold  improveth  on  representation.  William 
Malet  played  by  RICHARD  GREEN.  Nice  of  the  librettist,  Sir 
EDWARD  MALET,  to  keep  the  memory  of  his  ancestor  Green.  It  must 
make  singers  rather  nervous  to  have  the  composer  rii-a-ris  con- 
ducting his  own  work  ;  as  WAOSTAFF  observes,  in  this  instance  it 
must  have  the  effect  of  Cowin'  them."  'Nother  week  gone. 


A  SIESTA. 

How  sleepy  I  feel !  It  is  this  beastly  intluen/a  cold  and  headache. 
The  best  thing  to  do  for  a  headache  is  to  have  a  little  doze  and  sleep 
it  nil'.  Not  a  very  easy  thing  to  do  in  a  big  Paris  hotol  in  the  after- 
noon. However,  it  is  quiet  enough  in  my  room,  looking  on  to  the 
courtyard,  away  from  the  noise*  of  the  Boulevard. 

Just  dropping  off.  Crash!  Only  someone  shutting  a  door.  That 
is  not  an  unusual  sound.  In  these  big  hotels  no  one  closes  a  door,  no 
one  glides  along  a  passage,  no  one  speaks  in  a  toft  voice,  Imt  every- 
one bangs,  and  stamps,  and  shouts.  If  it  is  a  woman,  the  screams. 
Another  crash  !  The  man  in  the  next  room  just  come  in.  That 's 
the  Frenchman  with  the  awful  cough.  No  one  but  a  Frenchman 
could  have  a  cough  like  that.  Lie  and  listen  to  his  cough  for  some 
time.  Various  other  doors  banged.  But  at  last  sink  into  uncon- 
sciousness. Good  Heavens !  What 's  happened  now  P  Oh,  it 's  the 
American  trunks  being  dragged  out  of  the  room  on  the  other  side. 
Well,  at  anv  rate  I  shall  not  hear  the  American  voices  now  through 
that  miserable  door  of  communication,  which,  locked  and  bolted  ever 
so  carefully,  does  not  keep  out  sounds.  But  there  is  someone  talking 
there  now.  Of  course  the  new  comers.  It  must  be  two  people.  No, 
twenty  people.  By  Jove,  they  are  Germans!  And  there's  the 
Frenchman's  cough  again.  I  shall  never  get  to  sleep.  Yet  somehow 
the  sounds  get  confused,  1  fancy  the  Germans  are  coughing  and  the 
Frenchman  is  saying  "  Ja,  ja,ja,"  and  then 

There,  now  I  am  awake  again.  Why,  there  'g  someone  knocking 
at  the  door.  "Pardon,  monsieur,  avez-vous  rt<;u  votre  tinge  f" 


,  oui.  je  faire^u  hier."     "Pardon,  monsieur,  il  y  a  del  faux- 

cols."    "  Non,  je  let  ai  recus  lout."   "  Mail,  monsieur "   "  Mai* 

qu'ett-ce  que  vous  me  chantez  Id  f  Laissez-moi  IranquilU."  "  Mai*, 
montieur,  le  monsieur  en  face  m'a  dit  que  monsieur  a  re$u  del 

faux- colt   qut    monsieur "      Confound  the  collars!      Get  up, 

let  in  the  gar^on,  examine  my  collars  and  the  collars  of  the  monsieur 
en  face,  who  is  just  packing  up,  rectify  the  mistake  of  the  washer- 
woman, and  am  again  alone.  Now  is  it  worth  going  to  sleep  or  not  'f 
Will  try  once  more. 

What's  that?  "MAKIE!"  It's  someone  shouting  outside  my 
door.  How  fond  they  are  of  shouting  outside  my  door !  " MARIE! 
De  I'eau  chaude."  I  hope  she  won't  think  it's  for  me,  or  she'll 
wake  mi  up  if  at  last  I  get  a  chance  of  dropping  off.  Then  silence. 
Positively,  absolute  silence.  The  coughing  Frenchman  must  have 
been  suffocated ;  the  Germans — no,  nothing  could  stop  the  Germans 
from  talking,  only  they  have  gone  out  of  hearing.  And  the  femme 
de  chambre  has  hurried  off  to  fetch  that  hot  water  for  somebody,  and 
the  garrim  is  not  banging  his  broom  about  in  this  couloir,  and  there 
is  no  baggage  coming  or  going,  and  no  door  crashing;  and,  in  the 
midst  of  profound  peace,  I  think  drowsily  of  quiet  country  after- 
noons, when  one  hears  only  the  humming  of  the  bees,  and  the 

whispering  of  the  aspens,  and  then,  and  then Hullo  I    What  '• 

up  now  'i  There's  someone  else  knocking.  My  last  chance  gone. 
My  head  is  aching  more  than  ever.  "  Eh  bien  t"  "  Cett  I'eau 
chaude  que  vout  are:  commandfe,  Monsieur." 


" 


THE  ADVERTISEMENT  FIEND. 
( Written  in  the  Train  by  an  Irate  Traveller.) 

["The  English  lindwape  ii  beinr   transformed  into  a  dumping-ground 
for  catchpenny  eyesores."— &•«  the  "  Nineteenth  Century  "far  Jtau.\ 

FOR  Soap  and  Pill  each  English  slope  and  hill 

Is  now  a  background,  and  the  err  is, 

"Still 
They  come ; "  these  public  nuisances, 

that  mar 

The  fair  earth's  face,  like  gome  un- 
sightly scar. 
Who  possibly   can   care,    I   ask,   to 

learn 
That  Juno  Soap  Saves  Washing,  or  to 

turn 
A   gaze   disgusted   on   some  blatant 

board,  [plored 

By  which  the  devious  tourist  is  im- 
To  try  the  Lightning  Pill  that  nevtr 

fails 

To  spot  the  Spot,  or  cure  whatever  a-ls  P 
JOH.V  BULL,  his  mitsus  and  the  kids, 

I  hope. 

Do  not  entirely  live  on  pi  IN  and  soap. 
And  yet  you  'd  surely  think  so,  when 

you  've  tcaputd 
The  nostrum-signs  that  so  adorn  our 

land! 

Oh  1  heavily  I  'd  tax  'em.  if  I  might ! 
And  keep  the  landscape  clear.    Am  I  not  right  '< 

[Terminus.     Exit,  fuming. 


TOt.  Ovm, 
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SOCIETY'S    NEXT    CRAZE. 

(As  foreseen  by  Mr.  Punch's  Second-sighted  Clairvoyant.) 

It  is  the  summer  of  1896— or  possibly  '97.  The  scene  is  a  road  skirt- 
ing Victoria  Park,  Bethnal  Green,  which  Society's  leaders 
have  recently  discovered  and  appointed  as  the  rendez-vous  for 
the  Season,  'and  where  it  is  now  the  correct  thing  for  all  really 
smart  people  to  indulge,  between  certain  prescribed  hours,  in 
sports  and  pastimes  that  have  hitherto  been  more  characteristic 
of  the  masses  than  the  classes.  The  only  permissible  mount 
now  is  the  donkey,  which  must  be  ridden  close  to  the  tail,  and 
referred  to  as  a  "moke."  A  crowd  of  well-turned-out  spectators 
arrives  from  the  West  End  every  morning  about  eleven  to  watch 
the  brilliant  parade  of"  Mokestrians  "  (as  the  Society  journalist 
will  already  have  decided  to  call  them).  Some  drive  slowly  up 
and  down  on  coster-barroics,  attended  by  cockaded  and  dis- 
gusted grooms.  About  twelve,  they  break  up  into  light  luncheon 
parties ;  after  which  they  play  democratic  games  for  half  an 
hour  or  so,  and  drive  home 
on  drags. 
Mr.  Woodby-Innett  (to  the 

Donkey    Proprietor).    Kept    a 

moke  for  me?    I  told  you  I 

should   be   wantin'  one   every 

mornin'  now. 

|  \The  Donkey  Proprietor  (after 

consulting     engagement  -  book), 

I  've  not  got  it  down  on  my  list, 

Sir.  Very  sorry,  but  the  Coun- 
tess of  CUMBEEBACK  has  just 

booked  the  last  for  the  'ole  of 
this  week.  Might  let  you  "ave 
one  by-and-by,  if  Sir  HASCOT 
GOODWOOD  brings  his  in  punc- 
tual, but  I  can't  promise  it. 

Mr.  Woodby-Inn.  That 's  no 
grood;  no  point  in  ridin'  after 
the  nght  time.  ( To  himself,  as 
he  turns  away.)  Nuisance ! 
Not  that  I  'm  so  keen  about  a 
moke.  Not  a  patch  on  a  bike ! 
— though  it  don't  do  to  say  so. 
Only  if  I  'd  known  this,  I  'd 
have  turned  up  in  a  tall  hat  and 
frock  coat;  and  then  I  could 
have  taken  a  turn  on  the  steam- 
circus.  Wonder  if  it  would  be 
any  sort  of  form  shyin'  at  cocoa- 
nuts  in  tweeds  and  a  straw  hat. 
Must  ask  some  chap  who  knows. 
More  puzzlin'  what  to  put  on  this 
year  than  ever ! 

Lady  Ranela  Hurlingham 
(breathlessly  to  Donkey  Pro- 
prietor). That 's  mine,  isn't  it  ? 
Will  you  please  put  me  up,  and 
promise  me  you  '11  keep  close  be- 
hind and  make  him  run.  (Sup- 
pliant It/.)  You  will,  won't  you  ? 

The  Donkey  Proprietor  (with 
a  due  sense  of  his  own  value). 
Well,  I  dessay  I  can  come  along  presently,  Lady  'UBLINSHAM,  and 


Fragments  from  Spectators.  That 's  rather  a  smart  barrow,  Lady 
BARINRATNE'S  driyin'  to-day.  .  .  .  Who's  the  fellow  with  her.  with 
the  paper  feather  in  his  pot-hat  ?  Bad  style,  I  call  it.  ...  That 's 
Lord  FREDDY  FUGLEMAN — best  dressed  man  in  London.  You  '11 
see  everybody  turnin'  up  in  a  paper  feather  in  a  day  or  two.  .  .  . 
Lot  of  men  seem  to  be  using  a  short  clay  as  a  cigarette-holder  now, 
don't  they  ? .  . .  Yes,  RODDEB  RIPPINGILL  introduced  the  idea  last 
week,  and  it  seems  to  have  caught  on.  [#e.,  fyc.~\ 

AFTEH  LUNCHEON;  AT  THE  SIEAM-CIBCUS,  AND  OTHEK  SPOBTS. 

Scraps  of  Small-talk.  No  end  sorry,  Lady  GWENDOLIN;  been 
tryin'  to  get  you  a  scent-squirt  everywhere ;  but  they  're  all  gone  ; 
such  a  run  on  'em  for  Ascot,  don't  you  know.  .  .  .  Thanks ;  it 
doesn't  matter ;  only  dear  Lady  BUCKRAM  has  just  thrown  some  red 
ochre  down  the  back  of  my  neck,  and  Aior  VERB  came  and  shot  out 
a  coloured  paper  thing  right  in  my  face,  and  I  shouldn't  like  to 
seem  uncivil.  .  .  .  Suppose  1  shall  see  you  at  Lady  BRABAZON'S 
"Kiss  in  the  Ring"  at  Bethnal  Green  to-morrow  afternoon?  .  .  . 
I  believe  she  did  send  us  cards,  but  we  promised  to  look  in  at  a 

friendly  lead  the_  Duchess  of 
DILLWATEH  is  giving  at  such  a 
dear  little  public  she's  discovered 
in  Whitechapel,  so  we  may  be 
rather  late.  .  .  .  Yon  '11  keep  a 
handkerchief-throw  for  me  if 
you  do  come  on,  won't  you  ?  .  .  . 
It  will  have  to  be  an  extra,  then, 
I'm  afraid.  .  .  .  Are  you  goin' to 
Lord  BALMISYDE'S  eight  o'clock 
breakfast  to-morrow  ?  So  glad; 
I  hear  he 's  engaged  five  coffee- 
stalls,  and  we're  all  to  stand  up 
and  eat  saveloys  and  trotters  and 
thick  bread  and  butter.  .  .  .  Oh, 
I  wanted  to  ask  you,  my  girls 
have  got  an  invitation  to  a 
hoky-poky  party  the  VAVASOURS 
are  giving  after  the  moke-ridin' 
next  Thursday,  and  I  'm  told  it's 
quite  wrong  to  eat  hoky-poky 
with  a  spoon — do  you  know  how 
that  is  ?  ...  The  only  correct 
way,  CAROLINE,  is  to  lick  it  out 
of  the  glass,  which  requires  prac- 
tice before  it  can  be  attempted  in 
public.  But  1  hear  there 's  quite 
a  pleasant  boy-professor  some- 
where in  the  Mile  End  Road  who 
teaches  it  in  a  single  lesson  ;  he's 
very  moderate ;  his  terms  are 
only  half  a  guinea,  which  in- 
cludes the  hoky-yoky.  I'll  send 
you  his  address  if  I  can  find  it. 
.  .  .  Thanks  so  much  ;  the  dear 
girls  will  be  so  grateful  to  you. 
...  I  do  think  it's  quite  too 
bad  of  Lady  GERALDINE  GRAB- 
BER, she  goes  and  sticks  her  card 
on  the  only  decent  wooden  horse 
in  the  steam-circus  and  f  ay  s  she '  s 
engaged  it  for  the  whole  time, 


though  she  hardly  ever  takes  a 

, round  I    And  so  many  girls  standing  out  who  can  ride  without  getting 

f  etch 'im  a  whack  or  two;  jest  now  I  can't,  having  engaged  to  come  and  in  the  least  giddy !  .  . .  Rathahaboundah,  that  fellow,  it you  ask  me; 
'old  the  Marshiness  of  '  AMMERCLOTH'S  on  'er  moke  ;  but  there,  you  j  I  've  seen  him  pullin'  a  swing  boat  in  brown  boots  and  ridin  -breeches ! 
orter  be  able  to  git  along  well  enough  by  yourself  now—  you  ought  I  ...  How  wonderfully  well  your  daughter  throws  the  rings,  dear  Lady 

Captain  Sonbyrne  (just  home  on  leave  from  India— to  Mrs.  CORNELIA,  I  hear  she's  won  three  walking-sticks  and  five  clasp 
CHESHAM-LOWNDKS).  Rather  an  odd  sort  of  idea  this— I  mean,  knives....  You 're  very  kind.  She  is  quite  clever  at  it^;  but  then 
coming  all  th«  way  out  here  to  ride  a  lot  of  donkeys,  eh  ? 

Mrs.  Chesham-Lou-ndes.  It  used  to  be  rather  amusing  a  month 
ago,  b?foT3  they  all  got  used  to  riding  so  near  the  tail ;  but  now 
they're  aU  sp  good  at  it,  don't  yon  know. 

_  Capt.  Sonb.  I  went  down  to  Battersea  Park  yesterday  to  see  the 
bicyclists.    Not  a  soul  there,  give  you  my  word ! 

Mrs.  C.-L.  No ;  there  wouldn't  be  this  season.  You  see,  all  sorts 
and  conditions  of  people  began  to  take  it  up,  and  it  got  too  fearfully 
common.  And  now  moke-riding  has  quite  cut  it  out. 

Capt.  Sonb.  But  why  ride  donkeys  when  you  can  get  gees  ? 


Mrs.  C.-L.  Oh,  well,  they  're  democratic,  and  cheap,  and  all  that, 
don't  you  know.  And  one  really  can't  be  seen  on  a  horse  this  year— 
in  town,  at  least.  In  the  country  it  don't  matter  so  much. 

First  Mokestrian  (to  second  ditto).  Hullo,  old  chap,  so  yo«'ve 
taken  to  a  moke  at  last,  eh  ?  How  are  you  gettin'  on  ? 

Second  ^Mokestrian.  Pretty  well.    I  can  sit  on  his  tail  all  right 


L  111  >  CDi     •     t     •  J.UU.      ACT  ^1  J     ALUll*          t<JLL^    »u    ^  ««•     *«-—.—-      -  V 

ihe  's  had  some  private  coaching  from  a  gipsy,  don't  you  know.  .  .  . 
What  are  you  going  to  do  with  yourself  this  afternoon  t ...  Oh,  I  m 
going  to  the  People's  Palace  to  see  the  finals  played  off  for  the  bkittles 
Championship  ;  bound  to  be  a  closish  thing ;  rather  excitm  ,  don  t  you 
know.  .  .  .  Ah,  Duchess,  you  've  been  in  form  to-day,  1  s?e,  five 
cocoa-nuts !  Can  I  relieve  you  of  some  of  them  ?  ...  Thanks  they  are 
rather  tiresome  to  carry ;  if  you  could  find  my  carriage  and  tell  the 
footman  to  keep  his  eye  on  them,  f^c-  <$•"•]• 

Ladv  Rusehugh  (to  Mr.  LUKE  WALMER,  on  the  way  home),  lou 
know  I  do  think  it 's  such  a  cheering  si?n  of  the  limes,  Society 
getting  simpler  in  its  tastes,  and  sharing  tin  pleasures  of  the  Deir 
People,  and  all  that ;  it  must  tend  to  bring  all  classes  more  together, 
don  t  you  know  I  ULLU  i 

Mr.  Luke  Walmer.  Perhaps.  Only  I  was  thinking,  I  don  t  re- 
member seeing  any  of  the  Dear  People  about. 

,    0  Lady  Rosehugh.  No;  somebody  was  telling  me  they  had  taken  to 

now,  but  I  can't  get  into  the  way  of  keepiu'  my  heels  off  the  ground   playing  Polo  on  bicycles  in  Hyde  Park.     So  extraordinary  of  them — 
yet,  it 's  so  beastly  difficult.  a  place  nobody  ever  goes  near  now,  you  know  I 
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THE  LAST  TOURNAMENT 

(OF  TENNIS— IN  THK  NORTH). 
By  a  Manchester  Enthusiast  of  Termis-onian 

Tastes  and  Hibernian  Sympathies. 
["For  once  in  a  way  the  Northern  Tournament, 
which  has  long  boasted  of  being  second  only  to 
Wimbledon,  has  not  proved  an  unqualified  succefw. 
.  .  .  The  withdrawal  of  Messrs.  I'm  and  STOKER 
mint  for  some  time  be  severely  felt  by  tournaments 
of  lirst-ctags  importance." — liradjord  Observer.] 

AIK— "  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic." 

OF  Tennis  in  the  North, 

Sing  the — more  or  less — renown ! 

But — Bome  champions  of  worth 

From  the  netted  lists  are  ilown  ; 

The  Great  Brethren  from  the  verdant  courts 

are  gone ! 

Once  they  mustered  a  brave  band, 
LAWFOED  long,  and  LEWIS  grand, 
Whilst  the  RENSHAWS,  hand  o'er  hand. 
Smashed — and  won ! 

Now  the  other— BADDELEY— twins 

Have  it  nearly  their  own  way ; 

And  they  score  repeated  wins, 

Though  the  ALLENS,  too,  can  play, 

And  can  send  a  swift  one  down  the  centre  line. 

When  those  twins  are  on  the  job 

It  is  little  use  to  lob. 

Then  there 's  BAHLOW, — bet  your  bob 

He  is  line ! 

But  the  might  of  England  flush'd 

In  those  courts  of  emerald  sheen. 

WILFRID  flew,  and  H.  B.  rush'd. — 

Oh !  the  wearing  of  the  Green  I — 

Where  is  Irish  Pin,  where  STOKER,  that  great 

gun? 

Thjueh  they  smashed  and  volley'd  madly, 
The  Hibernians  murmured  sadly, 
"  Faix !    Auld  Erin 's  beaten— BADDELEY 
At  this  fun ! " 

Then  there's  sweet  Miss  Don  again ! 

Oh,  how  sad  it  seems,  and  odd. 

To  survey  the  eha'k-marged  plain 

In  the  absence  of  Miss  DOB, 

Who  they  say  is  wholly  given  up  to  Gou  1 1 1 

Shall  the  links  then  lick  the  Court  P 

Tennis  champions  run  short  P 

And  the  slaves  of  the  Scotch  sport 

Jeer  and  scoff  ? 

True  MAHOSEY  and  Miss  MARTT.S 

Did  their  best  our  spirt  to  save ; 

And  Miss  COOPER  took  stout  part 

In  mixed  doubles— which  was  brave : 

But  where  was  Mrs.  HILL  YARD,  "whom  we 

knew?" 

(As  Ulysses  said  of  him 
In  the  Shades.)    Oh,  STOKER,  PIM  I 
E'en  bright  Manchester  looked  dim 
Missing  you  1 

Still,  joy,  Old  England,  raise! 

For  the  tidings  of  your  might  I 

Yet  we  hope  that  Golfing  craze 

Will  not  come,  like  a  big  blight, 

And  seduce  our  DODS  and  RENSHAWS  any 

more. 

For  to  mar  the  sweet  content 
Of  our  Northern  Tournament, 
Bv  much  time  on  links  misspent 
Were  a  Bore  ! ! ! 


"THE  SF.ELEY  LECTOHERS."— We  have  a 
wholesome  dread  of  lecturers  generally.  Per- 
haps the  more  learned  the  lecturer,  the  greater 
Ihe  boredom  to  the  listeners,  specially  if  the 
latter  be  frivolously  inclined.  But  in  any 
case,  if  lectures  must  be,  then  we  would 
rather  hear  a  Tf  i*e  lecturer  than  a  Seeley  one. 
On  second  thoughts,  the  only  entertaining 
Seelev  Lecturtr  that  we  know  is  the  one  at 
the  Xoo,  who  discourses  on,  while  exhibiting, 
the  seal. 


AT   A    FRENCH    HOTEL. 

•TELL  HIM  TO  CLEAN  YOUK  BOOTS,  JOHS—  AND  MINB  TOO." 

'  ALL  KIOHT.    ER— GAB^OKO,  NETFOYIZ  MAY  Bor,  si  voo  PLAY— BT  AUSSIE  MAH  FAM  I 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

MR.  H.  T.  WADDY,  the  Liberal  Candidate, 
has  been  telling  the  voters  of  the  Trnro-Hel- 
ston  division  of  Cornwall  stories  about  those 
wicked  publicans.  At  one  of  the  bye  elections 
they  got  out  posters,  which  read,  "  If  you  vote 
for  the  Liquor  Traffic  Bill,  this  house  will  be 
closed,"  and  displayed  them  in  their  premises. 
But  the  Radical  humorist  was  on  the  war- 
path, and,  having  provided  himself  with 
copies  of  the  poster,  attached  them  to  the 
respective  doors  of  the  prison,  the  luna'ic 
asylum,  and  the  workhouse.  This  was  quite 
excellent.  But  Mr.  WADDY  might  have 
carried  the  joke  a  little  further,  say  as  far  as 
London.  There,  at  all  events,  the  Bill  may 
possibly  lead  to  the  early  closing  of  one  public 


j  house,  where  business  has  for  some  time  bean 
in  a  very  bad  way.    This  would  of  caurse  be 
;  a  source  of  great  satisfaction  to  Mr.  WADDY 
|  —and  his  leaden. 

Is  connection  with  the  course  of  lectures 
given  at  Truro  by  Mrs.  THWAITEB,  principal 
of  the  Liverpool  School  of  Cookery,  a  large 
cDmpany  recently  dined  in  the  Concert  Hall, 
at  the  invitation  of  the  directors  of  the  Truro 
Gas  Company,  when  the  advantages  of  cook  ing 
by  gas  were  put  to  practical  test.  Truly  there 
be  epicures  at  Truro  who  know  what 's  what. 
Cooking  by  G.  A.  S.  must  have  been  a  great 
success,  and  Truro  will  look  forward  to  a  repe- 
tition of  this  Cook'-  excursion.  In  any  case, 
it  will  have  added  to  the  list  of  the  good 
things  it  has  seen  and  people  it  has  kiuwn. 
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Off  the  Elbe,  Wednesday 
Afternoon.— Got  up  steam, 
weighed  anchor  and  laid  our 
course  East  by  North  half 
South  for  Hamburg.  Don 
CURREE,  whose  knowledge  of 
ocean  life  is  extensive  and 
peculiar,  tells  me  no  well 
regulated  ship  puts  to  sea 
without  first  ascertaining  the 
weight  of  her  anchor.  Much 
interested  at  this  peep  into 
nautical  life.  Bat  what  has 
the  weight  of  the  anchor  to 
do  with  the  voyage  of  the 
Tantallon  Castle,  or  even 
with  the  opening  of  the 
Baltic  Canal?  Well,  the 
Don  is  not  sure.  Anyhow,  it  is  an  old  custom.  Sailors  are  super- 
stitious, and  if  this  preliminary  to  a  voyage  were  omitted,  they 
would  turn  rusty,  and  might  even  want  to  throw  someone  overboard. 
So,  to  prevent  possible  unpleasantness,  the  anchor  is  weighed— "To 
an  ounce,"  Don  CURRIE  says  severely. 

Suppose  before  we  turn  in  we  shall  be  told  how  much  it  weighs. 
Wish  I  knew  what  is  tne  average  weight  of  a  really  good  anchor. 
So  awkward  if  a  man  comes  upon  you  suddenly,  and  says  "  The 
anchor  weighs  just  over  a  ton";  or  "What  do  you  think?  the 
anchor  turns  the  scale  at  fifty-two  Ibs.  ten  dwt."  Is  one  too  much, 
and  is  the  other  surprisingly  little?  Haven't  the  slightest  idea. 
Shall,  in  either  case,  say  "  Ha  !  "  That  is,  at  any  rate,  non- 
committal. 

Mr.  G.  will  know  what  an  anchor  ought  to  weigh  in  given  circum- 
stances. He  knows  everything.  Shall  try  and  find  opportunity  of 
asking  him. 

Hamburg,  Friday,  5  A.M. — "  I  am  very  fond  of  the  German 
tongue,"  paid  the  Member  for  SAHK,  paying  me  an  early  morning 
pyjama-call.  "The  language  in  which  GOETHE  wrote  and  HEINE 
sang  is  sacred.  Still,  when  it  is  emitted  from  the  throats  of  half  a 
score  of  steam-whistles,  one  feels  there  are  limits  to  passionate 
desire.  Have  often  heard  siren  song  of  steam-whistle  in  and  about 
the  Thames.  That 's  bad  enough  for  the  sensitive  ear.  But  when  it 
comes  to  steam-whistling  in  German,  you  begin  to  understand  why 
people  sometimes  commit  suicide." 

For  my  part,  I  like  it.  Few  lhin?s  more  charming  than  to  be 
wakened  at  daybreak  by  a  steam-whistle  spluttering  in  your  larboard 
ear.  Before  you  have  quite  drank  in  the  fulness  of  the  music,  another 
shrieks  in  your  starboard  ear.  Then,  far  and  near,  all  round  the 
harbour,  they  pop  off  indifferent  keys.  Some  angry;  some  whining; 
some  in  anguishing  pain ;  some  mocking ;  some  wailing ;  one  inge- 
nious contrivanca.  moved  by  a  master-hand,  managing  to  imitate  a 
burst  of  maniacal  laughter,  in  which,  if  you  didn't  bury  your  head 
in  the  pillow,  you  feel  you  must  join. 

Then  there 's  the  effect  on  the  man  on  deck.  Don't  know  who  he 
is ;  fancy  he  must  be  the  Supercargo.  At  first  shriek  of  the  earliest 
•whistle,  he  puts  on  the  heaviest  boots  (those  with  the  clump  of  steel 
at  the  toes,  the  wedges  of  iron  at  the  heel,  and  fat-headed  nails  all 
over  the  sole).  He  gives  preliminary  stamp  precisely  over  your  head ; 
all  right ;  steam-whistle  shrieks ;  others  respond ;  Supercargo  is  off ; 
stamps  to  and  fro  just  the  length  of  the  deck  immediately  over  your 
berth ;  leaps  up  height  of  two  feet ;  drops  exactly  over  your  head ; 
steam- whistles  go  faster ;  Supercargo  clatters  off ;  fetches  from 
somewhere  a  plank,  a  rough-hewn  plank  studded  with  nails ;  this 
he  dashes  on  the  deck  over  your  head  ;  got  the  range  to  a  nicety ; 
never  misses ;  steam-whistles  go  off  simultaneously ;  maddening 
effect  on  Supercargo ;  he  rages  to  and  fro,  charges  over  your  berth, 
banging  the  plank  with  mad  delight.  You  get  out  of  your  berth, 
dash  to  side  ;  just  going  to  plunge  over ;  when  Quartermaster  seize i 
you  and  leads  you  back  to  cabin,  locking  you  in. 

And  SARK  says  he  doesn't  care  for  early  morning  effects  in 
Hamburg  harbour  I 


Saturday  Morning.—  Steaming  down  Elbe,  meaning  to  anchor  at  its 
mouth.  (Not  at  its  elbow,  as  SARK  told  the  pilot.  Pilot  didn't  see 
joke.  Stared  at  him,  and  said,  "  Hein  f  "  which  made  SARK  look 
foolish.)  Last  night  citizens  of  Hamburg  entertained  us  at  dinner. 
Banquet  spread  in  what  they  call  the  Zoologischer  Garten.  Odd 
how  the  way  of  pronouncing  a  familiar  word  grows  upon  some  people 
after  dinner. 

Feeding  time  seven.  No  extra  charge  to  the  public,  who  are  kept 
outside.  Excellent  dinner ;  but  general  arrangement  more  suited  to 
time  of  Methuselah  than  our  shorter-lived  day.  Sat  down  at  7.30 ; 
finished  by  11.30.  Peculiarity  of  menu  was  the  interpolation  of  cold 
speeches  among  the  hot  dishes.  As  soon  as  we  swallowed 
our  Klare  Schildkriitensuppe,  and  toyed  with  our  Forellen, 
b/au  mil  Sutler,  Chairman  rose  and  proposed  toast  to  Emperor. 
Next  came  on  the  table  (sideways,  of  course)  Htlgoliinder  hummer 
auf  amerikanische  Art.  Before  the  dish  was  removed,  another 
gentleman  on  his  legs  proposing  health  of  Mr.  G.  Sj  on  through  the 
meal:  first  a  bite  and  sup,  then  a  speech.  Practice  interesting, 
though  apt  to  induce  a  coolness  on  part  of  some  of  the  dishes.  Sup- 
pose cook  calculates  that  gentlemen  proposing  particular  toast  will 
speak  for  ten  minutes ;  he  takes  twenty,  or,  if  of  a  fearless  nature, 
half  an  hour.  Where 's  your  next  dish  ?  Why,  cold  or  burnt.  Nor 
can.  system  be  recommended  on  score  of  economy.  Consequence  of 
sitting  through  four  hours  dining  off  sort  of  speech-sindwicn,  is  that 
you  begin  to  get  hungry  again.  The  absent-minded  man,  offered  an 
ice.  says  he  usually  begins  his  dinner  with  soup.  If  two  hundred 
follow  his  example,  and  insist  upon  going  all  through  the  dinner 
again,  it  is  not  only  embarrassing,  but  becomes  costly. 

Off  Jutland,  Sunday. — Don  CUBRIE  last  night  j?ave  return  banquet 
on  Tantallon  Cattle  to  Hamburgers.  Djne  in  princely  style.  Over 
two  hundred  sat 
down  in  brilliant- 
ly lighted  saloon. 
Had  our  speeches, 
as  usual  with  nous 
awires.served  with 
the  des;ert  instead 
of  &B  entrees.  Few, 
short,  pithy,  and 
one  historical.  Don 
CTJRSIE  proposed 
toasts  to  his  fellow 
Sovereigns,  the 
dneen  of  ENG- 
LAND and  Emperor 
of  GERMANY. 
Burgomaster  of 
Hamburg  toasted 
Mr.  G.,  who  re- 
sponded in  speech, 
lofty  in  sentiment, 
eloquently  simple, 
admirable  in  de- 
livery. Dog  and 
pup,  I  have,during 
the  last  twenty 
years,  heard  near- 
ly every  one  of  his 
great  speeches  in 
the  House  and  out. 
Declare  that  in  all 
the  qualities  that 
go  to  make  a  per- 
fect oration,  it 
would  be  hard  for 
even  his  record  to 
beat  this  im- 

Sromptu     speech, 
elivered    amid 
such  strange  sur- 
roundings. 

After  dinner,  a 
dance  on  deck. 
The  waltzing  and  Mr.  Punch  regrtts  to  hear  (from  a  thoroughly  [un]- 
polkaing  common-  reliable  source)  that  some  confusion  has  been  caused  at 
place  enough.  But  Kiel  owing  to  the  great  physical  resemblance  between 
pretty  to  see  JOHN  his  representative  on  the  "Tantallon  Castle  and  His 
LENO  M.P.  and  Imperial  Majesty  the  GERMAN  EMPEROR!!  In  fact, 
«v,l  T'^DT.'  nD  TTTP  some  doubts  are  expressed  as  to  whieh  of  the  two  it  was 

1 11B    IjlJKU    Ur     Ififj       .  .  A,       T^   \   .      *.,          .  . 

ISLES  do  a  sword  who  °Pened  the  Baltlc  Canal! 

dance,  whilst  RAMSAY,  M.P.,  like  them,  clad  in  national  garb,  played 
the  bagpipes.  This  struck  the  German  guests  more  than  anything. 
Their  papers  full  of  it. 

Copenhagen,  Tuesday.— King  and  Uueen  of  DENMARK,  with  rest  of 
lloyal  Family,  had  day  out  to-day.  Came  aboard  Tantallon  Castle 
for  luncheon. 
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"  You  talk  about  your  Koshervilles,  cher  TOBEK,"  his  Majesty  said, 
as  we  smoked  cigars  with  our  coffee  ;  "  but  to  my  mind,  the  place  to 
spend  a  happy  day  is  the  Tantallon  Cattle." 

"  There  is,  I  said,  "  the  drawback  of  the  absenceof  shrimps.  But 
then  even  kings  cannot  have  everythirg." 

"True,  TOBEE,"  said  the  grandfather  of  our  kings-to-be  and  of 
other  people's.  And  for  a  moment  the  royal  brow  was  "  sicklied 
o'er  with  pale  cast  of  thought." 

It  cleared  as  he  caught  sight  of  our  two  rival  Kodakeases,  who  had 
simultaneously  got  him  in  focus.  Pretty  to  see  King  arrange  hit 
hair,  give  little  twist  to  moustache,  and  assume  look  of  abstraction, 
just  as  common  people  do  when  they  suspect  someone  is  taking  a 
snap-shot  at  them.  As  SABK  says,  "One  snap  of  the  Kodak  makes 
the  whole  world  kin." 

Oddly  enough,  there  were  speeches  at  the  luncheon.  Mr.  G. 
having  got  his  hand  (or  rather  his  voice)  in  at  mouth  of  the  Elbe, 
delivered  two  charming  addresses.  One  in  proposing  health  of  King 
and  Queen  of  DENMARK,  the  other  in  responding  to  toast  to  his  own 
hf  alth,  given  by  King.  A  new  thing  this  for  Old  Parliamentary 
Hand  to  serve  as  after-dinner  speaker.  Listening  to  bis  graceful, 
gracious  phrases,  one  almost  regrets  he  should  have  given  up  so 
much  time  to  Irish  Land  Bills,  Home  Rule,  and  the  like. 

After  luncheon  a  stroll  on  deck,  and,  incidentally,  a  memorable 
scene.  In  addition  to  the  Kodakesses,  who  have  taken  everyone  on 
board,  except  each  other,  we  have  a  regular  artist  with  a  camera. 
Don  CURRIE,  having  a  moment  to  spare,  thought  he  would  have  his 
likeness  taken.  Got  into  position  ;  operator's  head  under  the  cloth 
Axing  him ;  in  another  moment  it  would  have  been  done.  As 
SHAKSI'KABE  wrote  long  ago,  "Nothing  escapes  the  eye  of  royal 
Denmark."  The  King,  seeing  what  was  going  on,  quietly  led  up  the 
Queen,  and  stood  by  her  in  focus  ;  the  rest  of  the  Royal  Family,  as 
our  toast  lists  have  it,  closed  in,  forming  a  group  near  the  Don  ;  and 
when  the  astonished  orerator  removed  the  cap  and  exposed  the  plate 
he  found  upon  it  the  Royal  Family  of  Denmark  and  one  simple  High- 
land gentleman  distinguished  in  such  company  by  his  plain  estate. 

In  afternoon,  Don  (  i  KKIK  having  entertained  Kings  and  Queens 
and  Crown  Princes,  threw  open  all  the  gangways  of  the  ship  to  the 
people  of  Copenhagen.  They  flocked  in  by  hundreds,  increasing  to 
thousands.  In  endless  streams  they  passed  along  the  docks  peering 
and  poking  their  noses  into  every  nock  and  cranny.  On  upper  deck 
they  had  a  great  find.  Sitting  in  his  state  cabin,  with  door  open, 

was  Mr.  G.  reading 
about  the  Vikings  in 
their  own  tongue, 
which  he  has  lately 
added  to  his  list  of 
acquired  foreign  lan- 
guages. The  Danes. 
men,  women,  and 
children,  stood  there 
at  gaze.  Mr.  G.,  with 
his  back  turned  to 
door,  read  on,  un- 
noticing.  Crowd 
growing  unmanage- 
able with  ever-in- 
creasing numbers,  a 
handy  quartermaster 
rigged  out  ropes,  and 
made  sort  of  hand- 
rail, guarding  either 
side  cf  cabin,  Keeping 
back  crowd.  But  it 
filled  the  deck  all 
through  the  after- 
noon, ever  changing, 
but  ever  one  in  its 
passionate,  yet  patient 
desire  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  that  figure 


An  admirable  spot  for  a  little  quiet  reaclin?,  in  the  cabin,  that  Wfnt 
ulthough  perhaps  the  tiring  doe»  make  it  a  left  If  on  reading,  as  if  the 
difficult  to  concentrate  one's  thoughts  wholly  upon  world  outside  were  a 
the  matter  in  hand.  mere  wilderness. 

Wednesday.— At  Kiel.  Harbour  and  approaches  filled  with  fleets 
of  all  nations,  every  sbip  bristling  with  guns,  and  longing  to  be  at 
somebody.  For  the  clonng  years  of  the  nineteenth  century  of  the 
Christian  Era,  this  is,  as  BARK  says,  most  encouraging.  It  is  the 
completest  achievement,  the  proudest  thing  civilisation  has  to  show  us. 


FROM  the  Manchester  Guardian  — 

SIR  CHARLES  HALLE'S  CHOIR  PICNIC, 
for  TICKETS  at  Messrs.  &c. 

How  is  a  picnic  rehearsed  P 
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HIS    IDEA    OF    IT. 

Native.    "  la  'T  HO   A   DATT-LIKK   PLACB  THIS  TAB  BK  TAKIN'  A 
view  I   THERE  'a  NO  NAKTHINO  TAB  BE  SKBK  roa  TBB  TRIES.   Noo, 

ir  TB  WAS  TAB    GANG    TAB    THB    TAP    0'    KNOCKCREGOAX,    THAT  WAD 
SET  TB  FINE  1      Y«  CAN  8BE  FlV*  COOSTIMS  KRAI  THBRB  I  " 


THE  LEADING  MOTIVE  OF  THE  "  W.  0.,"  WITH  VARIATIONS. 

The  General  Idea  (tupplied  at  Pall  Mall).  That,  although  the 
British  Army  costs  (exclusive  of  extras)  £57  per  man,  the  War 
Office  is  the  best  bureau  in  the  world.  The  establishments  over 
which  the  Secretary  of  State  and  the  Commander-in-Chief  preside, 
are  necessarily  incapable  of  improvement,  as  they  are  absolutely 
perfect.  This  being  so,  nothing  more  need,  can,  and  should  be  said. 

Commentary  No.  1  (tupplied  by  Printing  Houte  Square}.  That 
the  General  Idea  of  the  War  Office  is  ridiculous.  That  were  Pall 
Mall  to  be  occupied  by  the  staff  of  a  merchant's  office,  the  nation 
would  be  saved  millions,  and  the  £57  (exclusive  of  extras)  per  man 
arrangement  would  soon  be  regarded  as  an  extravagant  product  of 
the  wasteful  past. 

Commentary  Ao.  2  (supplied  by  a  mi'itary  writer).  That  «ivi- 
lians  cannot  possibly  know  anything  about  the  working  of  a 
Government  Office.  As  Pall  Mall  says  it  is  perfect,  it  is  to  Se  pre- 
sumed that  itia.  Why  not  leave  well  alone  P  And  as  for  £57  (exclu- 
sive of  extras)  per  man,  why.  is  not  that  arrangement  less  than  £00? 

Commentary  Xo.  3  (tupplied  anonymoutly).  Opinion  of  military 
writer  not  worth  the  paper  containing  it.  Look  abroad.  Does  the 
foreign  service  cost  £57  per  man,  exclusive  of  extras?  Not  at  all. 
Then  what  can  be  done  on  the  Continent,  can,  and  should  be  done  in 
England. 

Commentary  No.  4  (tupi  lied  by  the  tcorking-clatiet).  What !  pay, 
£57  (exclusive  of  extras)  for  a  soldier  ?  Much  better  abolish  the 
Army,  and  reduce  the  price  of  beer ! 

Commentary  No.  5  and  lait  (tupplied  by  Private  THOMAS  ATKINS). 
What,  I  cost  £57  a  year,  exclusive  of  extras !  Well,  all  I  can  say 
is,  that  precious  little  of  the  money  er  the  perquisites  gets  into  my 
pockets !  Worse  luck  to  it ! 

MBS.  R.  ON  Tire  POLITICAL  SITUATION.  —  "  Whst's  this  I  hear 
about  Mr.  G.  P"  inquired  Mrs.  R.  "That  he  is  returning  to  the 
House  in  town,  and  giving  up  his  Villiers  in  the  country  P  " 
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UNLUCKY    SPEECHES. 
"MANY  HAPPY  RETURNS  or  THE  DAY  I"  SAYS  THE  BASHFUL  JONES  TO  FAIR  BRIDE  ON  THE  OCCASION  OF  HER  THIRD  MARRIAGE. 


ARS  EST  CELARE  NATURAM. 

THE  German  EMPEROR  having  expressed  a  wish  to  visit  a  non- 
existing  island  at  Hamburg,  the  tasteful  citizens  have  constructed 
one  by  meant  of  wirework,  canvas,  plaster,  and  cement. 

It  is  stated  that  the  SULTAN  is  bored  by  the  Bosphorns.  The  whole 
surface  of  the  water  will  therefore  be  covered  with  planks,  painted 
green,  to  represent  meadows. 

The  KINO  of  the  BELGIANS  is  said  to  have  remarked  that  Brusseh 
would  be  improvtd  by  a  distant  view  of  the  sea.  The  municipal 
authorities  propose  to  cover  the  high  ground,  seen  from  the  palace 
window  s,  with  tin-foil.  It  is  hoped  that  this  will  give  the  eifect  of 
the  sea  gleaming  in  the  sunshine. 

The  PRESIDENT  of  the  French  Rspublio  having  thought  that  it 
would  be  a  p'easing  ompliment  to  Ru'sii  if  some  specimens  of 
Russian  architecture  could  ba  erected  in  Paris,  it  is  believed  that  the 
Commission  dtt  Monuments  Historiques  will  cover  the  Louvre  with 
laths  and  canvas,  painted  to  repre«ent  the  Kremlin,  and  by  similar 
means  will  transform  the  Champs  Elysees  into  the  Neviky  Prospect, 
and  will  gi ve  t»  Notre  Dame  the  appearance  of  the  forts  at  Cronstadt 

The  KHEDIVE  has  expressed  an  opinion  that  the  Pyramids  look  old 
and  shabby.  If  the  English  and  French  government  will  authorise 
the  expenditure,  the  whole  surf  ace  of  the  stone  will  be  made  perfectly 
smooth,  will  be  painted  and  grained  in  imitation  of  oak,  and  will 
finally  be  varnished.  The  face  of  the  Sphinx  will  be  washed,  and  will 
then  be  used  for  an  advertisement  of  an  English  soap.  The  enormous 
rent  paid  for  this  will  be  added  to  the  KHEDIVE'S  pocket  money. 

The  Queen  of  HOLLAND  is  dissatisfied  with  the  flat  surroundings  of 
the  Hague.  It  has  been  pointed  out  to  HER  MAJESTY  that  the  city 
contains  a  hill,  called,  we  believe,  the  Viiverberg,  which  rises  at 
least  three  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  but  she  has  replied  that 
this  is  not  enough.  It  is  therefore  proposed  to  surround  the  whole 
city  with  a  gigantic  panorama  of  the  Bernese  Oberland. 

The  other  day  the  King  of  SPAIN  perceived  a  reflection  of  the  moon 
in  a  pond,  and  was  much  annoyed  wnen  his  attendants  failed  to  bring 
it  to  him.  It  has  now  been  arranged  that  all  the  ponds  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood shall  contain  an  aluminium  moon,  which  can  be  pulled  out 
by  a  specially  appointed  Grandee  of  Spain,  if  commanded  by  His 
MAJESTY. 


"  B-0-M-B-BOMB ! " 

FRIDAY,  Jane  21.     The  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE  resisned  his  Com- 
mander-in-Chieftaincy,  and  the  Government  was  suddenly  scattered 
by  a  " Brodrick  Patent   Cordite  Exploder"  which  reauced  the 
Searetary  of  War's  saliry  by  a  hundred  pounds. 
"  A  hundred  pounds ! 
Ha !    Thou  hast  touched  me  nearly." 
Tlie  Critic. 

THE  Witness  Protection  Society  and  General  Legal  Reform  Union 
has  been  holding  its  Annual  General  Meeting.  Among  the  numerous 
objects  of  this  estimable  body  the  chief  appears  to  be  to  protect  wit- 
nesses in  law  courts  from  insult  by  counsel.  Captain  PARKIS,  having 
expressed  himself  as  willing,  was  voted  to  the  chair,  and  the  mem- 
bera  settled  down  to  have  a  good  time.  "  Heated  discussion," 
"further  disturbance,"  and  a  well-sustained  fire  of  "  protest?,"  lent 
an  air  of  gaiety  to  the  proceedings,  which  culminated  in  "various 
gentlemen  abusing  one  another  across  the  table."  With  such  excel- 
lent practice,  the  members  of  the  W.  P.  8.  G.  L.  R.  U.  should  be 
able  to  hold  their  own  in  court.  The  Bar  trembles.  Even  the  Bench 
feels  a  little  uneasy. 

L-CKW-D,  no  longer  drawing-,  will  bs  drawn. 
Even  the  piercing  eye  of  CL-HKE  will  quail, 
C-RS-N  be  "  spacheless,"  G-LL  will  almost  fawn, 

And  sturdy  W-BST-H  falter  and  turn  pale, 
Because  the  witness,  taking  heart  of  graca, 

Will  "  go  for  him  "  with  candour  strangely  new, 
And  brandish,  cross-examined,  in  his  face 
The  W.  P.  S.  G.  L.  R.  U. ! 


"MEMORABLE  SAYINGS  AND  HISTORICAL  EVENTS." — There  must 
now  be  added  to  the  long  list  Sir  WILLIAM  HABCOURT'S  languidly 
jocose  remark  on  Friday  night  last.  "  Thank  Heaven,"  he  is  re- 
ported to  have  said,  "there  is  one  night  on  which  we  need  not  fear 
a  crisis."  And  while  yet  the  laugh  was  on  their  lips,  the  bells 
rang,  and  subsequently  the  Four  Tellers  announced  what  could  not 
have  been  Fore-told.  And  who  laughs  last  ? 
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"WILLIAM!    AHOY!" 

OPEX-MINDKD  WILLIAM  (having  come  ashore  from  "The  Stormy  Petrel").  "AVAST  THERE,  MESSMATES!  THE 
STATESMAN  WHO  WOULD  LAY  HIS  HANDS  OX  A  SIEEPLE-HATTED  FEMALE  IN  DISTRESS,--^  VE  IN  THE 
Jf  A  r  OF  KE-INDNESS,"  &c.,  &c.  [The  " Messmatet"  " ata*t"  accordingly. 

*»*  "  Mr.  G."  withdrew  his  pair  with  Mr.  VILLIKHS  in  order  to  keep  "  an  open  mind"  on  the  Welsh  DijwUbli»hment  Question. 
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ROUNDABOUT 

MMHIW.  AHKWRIOHT,  CUWLIFKE, 


READINGS. 

,    and    WARNER    have   received 

their  blues  from  the  Captain  of  the  Oxford  University  Eleven.  In 
other  words,  these  gentlemen  will  hejp  to 
represent  their  University  in  the  cricket 
match  against  Cambridge.  My  congratula- 
tions, though  they  come  late,  are  none  the 
less  hearty  and  sincere.  Can  any  years  of 
success  in  after  life  efface  the  memory  or 
outrival  the  delight  of  that  crowded  moment 
of  glorious  life  which  comes  to  a  young  man 
when  his  Captain  tells  him  he  may  get  his 
Wue  ?  Thenceforward  he  is  made  one  with 
the  great  company  of  old  blues,  who  year  by 
year  meet  and  exchange  reminiscences,  the 
honour  of  his  University  is  in  his  hands,  his 
father  becomes  less  rigorous  in  his  financial 
views,  and  his  mother  is  confirmed  in  her 
opinion  that  her  darling  is  the  brightest 
and  best  and  handsomest  of  created  beings. 
These  keen  joys  come  but  once  in  a  lifetime,  and  only  to  a  few. 

THAT  man's  a  good  bat  who  can  time,  judge,  and  mark  light 

The  ball  as  it  Hits  from  the  right  hand  of  ARK  WRIGHT. 

And  the  Oxford  men  cheer  as  they  see  the  stumps  fall 

When  the  Magdalen  bowler  delivers  the  ball. 

"  My  team,"  said  O.  MORDAUNT,  "  requires  only  one  lift ; 

If  I  get  it  the  Cantabs  may  go  and  be  Cunliffed." 

And  I  think  he  was  wise  in  awarding,  don't  you, 

To  this  tricky  left-handed  young  bowler  his  blue. 

And  lastly  the  Captain,  he  put  in  his  thumb, 

For  he  very  much  wanted  to  pull  out  a  plum : 

"  I  have  it,"  he  cried,  like  a  modern  Jack  Horner, 

And  he  promptly  scored  one  as  he  pulled  out  Plum  WARNER. 

WHFN  I  was  a  freshman  at  Cambridge  (eheu  fugaces  .')  I  remem- 
ber being  both  impressed  and  terrified  at  having  pointed  out  to  me 
a  tutor  of  a  certain  College  who  was  said  to  be  the  hero  of  a  Baccha- 
nalian incident.  The  story  went  that  the  tutor,  returning  from 
some  feast  with  a  party  of  friends,  fell,  by  mischance,  into  one  of  the 
narrow  streams  of  water  that  flow  at  the  side  of  the  Cambridge 
streets.  Striking  out  vigorously,  he  shouted.  "  Save  the  rest,  I  can 
swim."  No  doubt  the  story  is  still  told,  for  the  supposed  hero  of  it 
is  still  alive.  Indeed,  when  a  caricature  of  him  was  published  some 
years  ago  in  Vanity  Fair,  the  biography  by  JEHU  JUNIOR  closed 
with  the  words,  "  He  can  swim."  Yet  the  story,  as  affecting 
Mr.  DASH,  of  Blank  College,  is  manifestly  false,  for  it  is  older  than 
the  century.  The  curious  may  find  it  in  its  original  form  in  the 
lately  published  volume  of  8.  T.  COLERIDGE'S  letters.  The  poet 
relates  it  of  au  undergraduate  of  his  day  who  had  taken  part  in  a 
drunken  revel. 

BUT  the  ways  of  stories  are  at  all  times  inscrutable.  I  have 
myself — I  confess  it  without  a  blush— deliberately  invented  and 
spread  abroad  a  story  about  a  semi-public  dinner.  I  did  so  merely 
because  it  struck  me  as  containing  elements  of  humour.  Besides,  it 
not  only  might  have  happened,  but  ought  to  have  happened.  A  3  ear 
or  two  later  six  gentlemen,  who  had  been  present  when  the  incident 
did  not  occur,  related  it  back  to  me,  each  one  with  a  little  special 
embellishment  of  his  own.  Some  of  them  were  magistrates,  most  of 
them  were  fathers  of  families,  and  all  were  honourable  men.  Yet 
they  were  all  prepared  to  stake  their  reputations  on  the  absolute 
veracity  ti  this  myth ;  and,  what  is  even  more  curious,  they  retailed 
it  to  its  inventor  and  disst  minator. 

LYTHAM  is  troubled.  I  read  that  "  the  musical  attractions  at  the 
Pier  Pavilion  have  been  fairly  patronised,  and  dancing  on  the  pier  is 
to  be  resumed."  Thin  latter  attraction,  it  appears,  has  not  met  with 
the  entire  approval  of  the  Lytham  people,  who  contend  that  it  will 
bring  Lytham  into  disrepute.  ' '  The  Ratepayers'  Association  have  had 
the  matter  under  consideration,  and  have  disclaimed  any  connection 
with  the  innovation.  The  directors,  however,  have  had  the  question 
under  discussion,  and  have  decided  to  continue  the  dincing." 

Sun  the  pier-man  to  the  tourist,  ''  Lo,  the  tide  is  flowing  free ; 

Won't  you  come  and  join  the  dancers  in  our  Temple  by  the  sea  ? 

See  how  mazily  the  Harries  and  the  Harriets  advance, 

Will  you  won't  you,  will  you  won't  you,  won't  yon  join  the  dance  ? 

"  We  have  cjrne's,  flutes  and  fiddles,  and  we  always  play  in  time, 

And  the  triangles  at  intervals  triangularly  chime. 

Hark,  the  bold  bassoon  is  booming,  every  dancer  gets  a  chance, 

Come  and  tiip  it,  pretty  tourist,  in  our  gay  Pavilion  dance." 

But  the  tourist  paused  a  moment ;  then  addressed  the  pier-man, "  Brute, 

Such  proceedings  bring  poor  Lytham  into  awful  disrepute, 


Besides,  I  'm  here  for  pleasure,  and  I  do  not  want  to  prance. 
As  the  rest  of  them  are  doing,  in  your  gay  alfretco  dance. 

And  the  ratepayers  considered  it,  and  angrily  replied, 

' '  There  is  another  shore,  you  know,  upon  the  other  side : 

Take  your  dancers  far  from  England,  take  them  bodily  to  France  ; 

We  disclaim  the  least  connection,  and  we  will  not  join  your  dance." 

I  NOTE  from  a  correspondence  in  The  Scottman  that  a  considerable 
amount  of  feeling  has  been  aroused  by  the  erection  of  the  new  North 
British  Railway  Hotel  in  Princes  Street.  Lord  WEKYSS,  apparently, 
has  declared  not  only  that  it  will  spoil  the  view,  but  also  that  it  will 
"  pierce  the  vault  or  heaven."  Another  correspondent  adds  that  it 
will  have  "  a  Jennerised,  unreposeful  front."  That  ought  to  settle 
the  matter  at  once.  Someone  else  complaint  of  "  those  terrible 
advertisements  of  drugs  and  fluid  beef  which  extend  in  gigantic 
letters  along  the  side  of  the  lower  part  of  the  Carl  ton  Hill,  and  which 
catch  the  unwilling  eye  of  anyone  looking  from  the  Bridges,  from  the 
Mound,  and  indeed  from  any  part  of  the  Old  Town."  What  with 
advertisements  of  drugs  ana  fluid  beef,  and  a  new  hotel  possessing  a 
Jennerised,  unreposeful  front,  obviously  Edinburgh  it  in  a  bad  way. 

MR.  C.  J.  WALTON,  of  Wolverhampton,  writes  to  the  Birmingham 
Daily  Gazette  with  reference  to  a  recent  appeal  on  behalf  of  the 
victims  of  the  "  Liberator  "  frauds.  "  I  fail  entirely  to  see."  he  says, 
"  how  a  member  of  the  Church  of  England  can  be  expected  to  make 
the  slightest  sacrifice  (except  on  the  principle  of  Christian  charity), 
seeing  that  the  whole  idea  of  the  'Liberator'  scheme  was  to  find 
funds  for  the  agitators  whose  sole  aim  was  the  robbery  and  destruc- 
tion of  the  Church  of  England  as  a  national  institution,  and  to  get 
hold  of  its  funds  for  secular  and  non-religious  purpose;."  Bear  me, 
dear  me,  how  strange,  how  terrible,  how  muddle-headed.  This  poor 
politician  has  evidently  got  mixed  up  between  the  Liberator  and  the 
"  Liberation  Society.  Let  him  take  the  hint,  and  send  in  his 
subscription.  

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ta*  Conrict  Ship,  CLARK  RUSSELL'S  latest  novel  (CHATTO  *"D 
WINDUS),  is  redolent  of  the  sea.  There  is  no  writer,  not  forgetting 
MARRYAT,  who  has  such  close  companionship  with  the  sea  in  its 
multiple  forms  and  its  many  moods.  The  temptation  to  transfer 
some  of  the  ever- varying  pictures  of  the 
sea  which  sparkle  in  these  pages  is  great 
but  must  be  resisted.  Here  is  a  glimpse  of 
night  at  sea,  chosen  not  because  it  is  best, 
but  because  it  is  shortest : — 

"  The  mighty  shadow  of  tin  ocean  night  wa* 
majestic  and  awful,  with  the  wild,  flashful 
colouring  of  lightning  in  the  south,  and  the 
dustlike  multitude  of  stars  over  the  three 
glooming  spires  of  our  ship." 

One  would  suppose  that,  sitting  down  to 
write,  CLARK  KUSSEI.L  had  just  come  home 
from  a  long  trip  foreign,  or  at  least  lived  his 
life  somewhere  within  sight  and  sound  of 
the  sea.  The  pity  of  it  is,  my  Baronite 
tells  me,  that  this  incomparable  student  of 
the  sea,  of  ships  that  go  down  upon  the 
waters,  and  of  those  who  people  them,  lie* 
at  anchor  on  his  sofa  in  an  inland  town.  He  has  not  looked  upon 
the  sea  for  a  dozen  years,  nor  smelt  its  brine,  nor  watched  a  ship 
coming  or  going.  This  makes  the  more  marvellous  the  power  of 
description  of  sea  life  in  all  its  forms  here  displayed.  Beyond  this 
special  gift,  fascinating  to  some  people,  Mr.  RUSSELL  has  a  story 
to  tell,  a  good  stout  sea  story,  full  of  life  and  adventure,  through 
the  devious  movements  of  which  we  meet  real  men  and  one  woman. 
Renumbering  that  CLARK  RUSSELL  now  ranks  as  a  veteran  novelist, 
it  is  pleasant  to  bear  testimony  to  the  fact  that  he  teems  to  have  saved 
his  best  wine  to  the  last.  The  Conrict  Ship  is,  take  it  from  stem  to 
stern,  the  best  work  he  has  yet  turned  out.  THE  B.  DE  B.-W. 


"  X.B."— Glasgow  will  have  to  look  after  its  parks.  Here  is  the 
Town  Council  actually  dreaming  of  "  feuing  "  some  of  "  the  recently- 
acquired  Camphill  grounds"  for  building  purposes!  These  grounds 
belong  to  the  people,  and  adjoin  the  South  Side  Park,  and  "the 
amenity  of  that  park  would  be  destroyed  "  by  building  operation*. 
One  protester  says  South  Side  Park  is  the  prettiest  in  Glasgow,  and 
"  more  like  the  London  parks,  which  I  regard  as  the  finest  in  the 
kingdom."  Thanks,  worthy  Scot!  The  view  of  it,  "as  seen 
through  the  railings  in  the  Pollokshaws  Road,"  reminds  him  of 
"the  fine  view  of  Hyde  Park  which  is  to  be  had  through  the  railing 
in  that  busy  and  lovely  thoroughfare— Oxford  Street"  Thanks 
again,  thrice  worthy  Piot !  But  Oxford  Street  a  "  lovely  thorough- 
fare"— well !  At  any  rate,  the  Glasgow  Bailies  when  next  they  are 
disposed  to  "  fen,"  should  think  of  the  "  Many  "  instead. 


310 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  29,  189f. 


RHYME  FOR  RECORD-MAKERS. 

RATTLB-IT,  rattle-it,  "Biking" 

man; 
Make  us  a  "record"  as  fast  as 

you  can ; 
Soore  it,  and  print  it  as  large  as 

life, 
And  someone  will  "  cut "  it  ere 

you  cin  say  knife ! 


GERMANY  AND  FRANCE  AT  THE 
THEATRES. — Capital  fun  at  DRU- 
RIOLANUH'S  Drury  Lane,  by  the 
Ducal  Court  Company.  Farcical 
Comedy,  HASEMANN'S  Tdchter, 
played  by  the  Ducal  Creatures. 
How  we  have  been  going  it  in  the 
theatrical  world!  SARA  in 
French !  DUSK  in  Italian !  and 
now  the  clever  people  of  Saie- 
Coburg  -  and  -  Gotha  ("  You  '11 
G.vtha  and  fee  'em !  ")  to  finish 
with.  By  the  way,  SARA  not  to 
be  beaten  by  anybody  as  La  Tosca. 
Fascinating  and  terrible  as  ever. 
In  the  knife,  corpse,  and  candle 
scene,  awful.  Fine  play,  but— 
"Horrible!  Most  horrible!" 
Quite  comforting,  when  curtain 
descends  on  that  Act,  to  remem- 
ber that  "  it 's  only  purtendin'. " 

A  SINGULAR  entry  was  on  Tues- 
day, June  18,  made  in  Mr.  INGLE- 
FIELD'S  visitors'  (House  of  Com- 
mons) book.  "  Mr.  DISRAELI — 
Mr.  GLADSTONE."  It  was  Mr.  C. 
DISRAELI  introducing  as  a  visitor 
a  Mr.  GLADSTONE  of  Liverpool. 
A  very  "  singular  entry  "  indeed, 
had  it  been  the  ghost  of  Big  Ben 
himself  \ 

DR.  W.  GRACE'S  FAVOURITE 
DISH.—"  Batter  pudding." 


LITTLE    KNOWLEDGE,"    &c. 


Sissy.  "MAMMA,  DOES  DEMI-TOILSTTB  MEAN  HALF-DRKSSSD,  LIKE 
MRS.  ROBINS  is  WHEN  SHE  COMES  HERE  TO  DINNER  ? " 


MERRY  MAY  OUR  KIEL  CROW  I 

(By  A  WEE  GERMAN  LADDIE). 
Am-"  The  Ketl  Bow  !" 

As  I  sailed  through  the  Baltic, 
The  Baltic,  the  Baltic, 
As  I  sailed  through  the  Baltic, 
I  heard  a  German  sing,  0 1 
"  Merry  may  our  Kiel  grow, 
Our  Kiel  grow,  our  Kiel  grow, 
With  ships  from  sea  to  sea,  0  ! 

"  The  Vaterland  reposes, 
As  though  on  beds  of  roses, 
Whilst  we  hold  up  our  noses, 
Among  the  Naval  Powers,  0 1 
Merry  may  our  Kiel  grow,  &c. 

"  The  Frank  desires  to  mizzle, 
His  Panama 's  a  fizzle. 
BULL,  in  his  land  of  drizzle, 
Is  jealous  as  cm  be,  0 1        [&c." 
But  merry  may  our  Kiel  grow, 


MR.  F.  J.  HORNIMAN,  F.R.G.S., 
tea-merchant,  has  accepted  the  in- 
vitation to  oppose  Mr.  CAVENDISH 
BKNTINCK,  Conservative  M.P.,  for 
the  united  borough  of  Penryn, 
Flu-hing,  and  Falmouth.  It  is 
anticipated,  says  the  Western 
Daily  Mercury,  that  he  will 
make  a  good  candidate.  Certainly 
he  ought  to  bs  able  to  suit  the  con- 
stituency tea  T,  unless  it  continues 
faithful  to  its  CAVENDISH,  in 
which  case  his  candidature  will 
end  in  smoke.  Mr.  HORNIMAN, 
no  doubt,  will  welcome  an  early 
general  election,  because  the 
longer  he  stands  the  greater  pro- 
spect of  his  getting  what  school- 
boys call  a  "tannin1." 

NEW  SONG. — "Goodness'  Nose," 
By  the  author  of  "  Beauty's 
Eves"  !! 


CHATS  WITH  THE  CHILDREN. 

A  COMIC  RAILWAY  JOURNEY. 

Mist  Prunes-Prism.  And  now,  my  dear  charges,  I  trust  you  have 
utilised  the  hour  that  has  been  hypothecated  to  enjoyment  profitably. 

Emily.  Indeed  we  have,  dear  governess.  I  have  read  to  my 
brother  and  sister  a  most  amusing  account  of  a  railway  traveller  who 
wished  to  get  from  Bangor  to  Euston  in  five  hours,  and  was  baffled 
in  the  well-intentioned  attempt  by  the  clever  ingenuity  of  the  rail- 
way companies ! 

Miss  Prunes-Prism.  You  refer,  no  doubt,  to  the  gentlemen  who, 
having  left  Bangor  at  7  55,  reached  Llandudno  at  8.5,  Colwyn  Bay 
at  8  41,  Abergele  at  8.52  Rhvl  at  9.2,  and  Chester  at  9.56. 

Margaret.  Yes,  dear  Miss  PRUNES-PRISM  ;  and  it  is  at  that  point 
the  fun  of  the  railway  companies  came  in.  Having  arrived  at  9.56 
he  found  that  the  train  for  London  had  already  left.  It  was  timed 
to  depart  for  the  metropolis  exactly  one  minute  before  the  arrival  of 
his  train  at  9  55 ! 

Emily.  Indeed,  dear  governess,  the  story  is  vastly  entertaining. 
Then  there  is  a  similar  arrangement  at  Crewe  Junction.  At  that 
centre  of  popularity  a  train  arrives  from  a  provincial  source  at  10.48, 
just  one  minute  later  than  the  advertised  time  for  the  departure  of 
the  London  train.  Those  who  have  the  framing  of  these  traffic 
arrangements  mu«t  be  wags  of  the  first  water ! 

Miss  Prunes-Prism.  No  doubt  they  are.  And  now,  my  dear 
CHARLES,  supposing  your  dear  papa  wished  to  get  from  Bangor  to 
Euston,  what  would  you  advise  him  to  do? 

Charles.  I  shou'd  recommend  him  to  walk. 

Miss  Prunes-Prism.  I  think,  my  dear  child,  that  your  counsel 
would  be  sound.  And  now,  my  dear  charges,  having  enjoyed  our 
chat,  let  us  return  with  renewed  energy  to  the  consideration  of  the 
principal  incidents  of  Magna  Charta. 

SERIES  TO  SUCCEED  "THE  PENNY  POETS."-" The  Tuppenny- 
Hapennv  Poetasters."  To  include  the  lays  of  the  Logrollerites, 
and  the  leading  aspirants  to  the  Laureateship. 


ENCORE  VERSE. 
(See  Song,  "  The  Two  Graces,"  in  last  week's  "  Punch.") 

[In  the  first  innings  of  the  Jubilee  Match,  "  I  Zingari  versus  Qentlemen 
of  England,"  W.  G.  GRACE,  Sen.,  scored  34,  and  W.  G.  GKACE,  Jim.,  79]. 

SJ.YS  the  young  W.  G.  to  the  old  W.  G., 

"  Seventy-nine,  my  potent  pater,  Seventy-nine! " 
Says  the  old  W.  G.  to  the  young  W.  G., 

"  That  beats  mine,  sonny  WILLIAM,  that  beats  mine  ! 
A.  G.  STEEL  does  little  cricket,  but  he  made  hay  of  my  wicket ; 

How  we  used  to  run  the  score  up,  he  and  I,  long  ago ! 
But  I  told  you  you  would  do  it,  if  you  only  dared  stick  to  it ; 

And  we  know,  we  old  'uns,  WILLIAM  ;  yes,  we  know ! " 


THERE  has  been  much  excitement  in  Sheffield  about  the  School 
Board.  The  unsentarian  party  had  a  chance  of  converting  a  minority 
of  one  into  a  majority  of  the  same  extent,  owing  to  the  retirement 
of  one  Church  member,  and  the  serious  illness  of  another,  Father 
BURKE,  who  was  thereby  prevented  from  attending  the  Board 
meeting  for  the  election  of  a  new  member.  Mr.  CHARLES  HOBSON, 
however,  refused  to  take  advantage  of  an  accident  to  reverse  for  the 
next  two  years  and  a  half  the  policy  of  the  Board  laid  down  by  a 
majority  of  the  ratepavers,  and  chose  what  he  considered  the  better 
part  of  pairing  with  Father  BURKE.  Therefore  was  the  chairman 
enabled  to  give  a  casting  vote  in  favour  of  the  Church  candidate. 
But  "  Hobson's  Choice  has  not  pleased  his  candid  friends,  who 
think,  and  say,  that  it  is  "  not  war,"  nor  even  magnificent.  The 
blades  must  needs  keep  up  the  credit  of  their  native  place  by  making 
cutting  remarks.  They  come  from  Sheffield. 

Who  Threw  ItP 

JOT  in  the  Church,  confusion  in  the  chapel, 
And  contradictory  clamour  everywhere ! 

It  may  be  questioned  if  the  Eris-apple 
Gendered  more  strife  than  "  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  Pair." 


JUNK  20,  1895. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


311 


"  A  BAS  the  Club  Sweep,"  253 

A-dress  by  Mr.  Speaker,  232 

Advantage  of  being  Consistent  (The),  121 

Advertisement  Extraordinary,  113 

Advertisement  Fiend  (The),  301 

Advisability  or  not  being  brought  np  in 
a  Handbag  (The),  107 

After  the  Play,  !6! 

Alter  Whitsuntide,  274 

"  Alas,  poor  Yorick  I  "  155 

All  the  Difference,  101, 1(9,  219 

Anacreontics  for  All,  178 

April  Foolosopby,  167 

A.  R.  at  the  R.  A.,  220 

Architect  to  his  Wife  (The),  "09 

'Arry  and  the  Battersea  Park  Lady 
Cyclists,  285 

'Arry  and  the  New  Woman,  2!0 

'Arry  on  Derby  Day,  ?58 

'Arry  on  the  Season,  298 

Ars  est  Celare  Naturam,  806 

"  Art  is  Long ,"  69 

Artistic  '•  Frost"  (Ah),  87 

As  Broad  us  Long,  269 

Ascent  of  Man  (The),  277 

Ascot.  289 

"  Aa  Simple  as  Italian,"  288 

At  a  Yeomanry  Review,  280 

At  the  Banquet,  Saturday,  Hay  4,  221 

At  the  Old  Masters,  59 

Awful  Revelations,  143 

BAHV  s  Diary,  209 

Baii  Up  I  129 

Ballad  of  the  Unsurprised  Jadge,  167 

Bar  None  I  97 

Battle  of  Eastbourne  (The),  216 

Battle  of  Evesham  (The),  58 

"  Better  late  than  never,"  189 

Between  the  Lines,  244 

Bismarck's  Birthday,  159 

Black  Magic,  48 

Blind  Allegories,  184,  196,  SOS,  225 

Bold  J.  H.  Taylor,  208 

"  Bon  jour,  Philippine  I  "  18 

Bonnie  W.  G.,  29 

Bookmakers  on  the  Beach,  256 

Boot-hills  of  Narcissus  (The),  101 

Bould  Soger  Boys  at  Islington  (The),  855 

Boys  and  Girls  come  out  to— Panto- 
mime, 35 

"Brains  for  Cash ,"217 

Bubbles  from  the  Baltic,  S04 

Bye-Election  Lay  (A),  154 

CABINET  Council  Record  (A),  105 

Cabinet  Secret  (A),  36 

Carmencita,  204 

Century  of  Centuries  (A),  241 

Chats  with  the  Children,  810 

Check  I  141 

Chlno- Japanese  Calendar  (A),  181 

Chronicles  of  a  Rural  Pariah,  5,  24,  34 

Circling  the  Square,  188 

Cock  and  Bull  Story  (A),  165 


Coming  Charge  (AX  183 

Coruyns  and  the  Coin's  of  Arthur  (TheX|87 

Concerning  a  Misused  Term,  177 

Courtly  Quadrupeds,  187 

Coy  Clients.  67 

DANDY  Afghan  Khan  (TheX  17 

Daudet  I  270 

Death  in  the  Cup,  f  4 

Decadent  Lover  of  Fiction  (TheX  66 

Derby  and  Joan,  53 

Derby  Dialogue  (AX  SSS 

Discovery  or  London  (TheX  S57 

Disturbed  I  114 

"Divided  Duty  "(A),  80 

Doing  a  Cathedral,  1(0 

Dramatic  Common  Senser-shlp  (The),  186 

Dramatic  Family  Likeness,  205 

Dream  of  the  New  Woman  (AX  17 

Drink  Question  (The),  217 

EASTER  'Oliday  (An),  186 

Easy  Chair  (TheX  1s8 

Ecuador  Bondholder's  Song  (Th«),  101 

Election  Address  (An),  146 

Encore  Verse,  810 

Essence  of  Parliament.  71.  88,  95,  107, 
119,  181,  165,  167.  179,  191,  215,  227, 
239,  251,  263,  V75,  300 

Expectodness,  282 

FAIR  Children  in  Grafton  Street,  231 

Farming  of  the  Future  (TheX  117 

Feeling  Protest  (A),  59 

Filia  pulchra,  Mater  pulchrlor,  209 

Fine  Summer  Day's  Outing  (A),  297 

First  Step  (A),  SOX,  225 

Flirtgirl's  Reply  (The),  158 

"  For  this  relief,  much  thanks  I  "  108 

French  Amnesty  (The),  68 

Friend  at  a  Pinch  (A),  215 

From  Corinto  to  Herne  Bay,  228 

From  the  Queer  and  Yellow  Book,  58 

"  Full  Spted  ahead  1  "  185 

GAME  of  Draughts  (TheX  14'-> 

Glad  New  Year  (A),  5 

Goose  and  the  Eagle  (TheX  S87 

Graceful  Tribute  (TheX  294 

HARD  Frost  (The),  <8 

Hard  Lines,  85 

Hani  to  (L.  C.)C.,  !0 

Hexameters  to  Date,  198 

Higher  Criticism  (The).  186 

Hints  to  Skaters  on  Etiquette  and  De- 
portment, 73 

His  Favourite  Subject,  207 

History  repeats  itself,  171 

Hopeless  Case  (A),  113 

How  (of  course)  it  is  not  done,  250 

How  to  control  and  rectify  Public 
Opinion,  177 

How  to  Write  an  Extra  Number,  9 

IN  Praise  of  the  Triangle,  169 

Interesting  Invalid  (TheX  51 

Interviewer's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  111 

In  the  Cause  of  Charity,  88 


In  the  Court  of  Common  Sense,  124 

"  In  the  Name  of  Profit — Togs  I "  174 

Introspective  Bard  (The),  15t 

Irifh  Astronomy,  109 

JAP  in  the  China  Shop  (The),  195 

John  stands  Aloof,  2lO 

John  smart  Blackie,  r. :; 

"  '  K K V-M  n  K  '-ORIOUS  Mrs.  Ebbsmitli,"  148 

Kind  Inquiry  (A),  2*7 

Knight  of  the  Willow  (A),  274 

LA  Diva  at  Daly's,  2l7 

Lament  (A),  285 

Last  Tournament  (The),  M3 

Latest  Craze  (The),  IbS 

Litest  from  Sol  (The).  167 

Lauieite  Society  (TheX  47 

Law  in  Blank,  232 

Lay  of  the  BimeUIUst  (The).  179 

Lay  of  the  Little  Minority  (The),  189 

Learned  Welsh  Goat  (The),  90 

Leeds  Leads  I  245 

Letters  from  the  Shades,  141 

Letter  to  a  Debutante,  46 

'•  Light  Fantastic  "  (TheX  7« 

Lines  In  Pleasant  Places,  67,  191 

"  Literature  and  Art,"  118 

Literary  "  Food  and  Feeding,"  ISO 

Little  Change  (A),  837 

Little  Moptcmann.  52,  64.  76 

"  London    and    Liverpool  —  little   and 

good,"  258 

Lord  Randolph  Churchill,  59 
Loss  of  Richmond  Hill  (TheX  263 
Loss  of  the  Gallery  (TheX  117 
MAN  and  the  Maid,  291 
March  Thought,  111 
May  Day,  205 
May  Meeting  (A).  233 
"  Meat  I    Meat  I "  64 
Meeting  a  very  Old  Friend,  161 
Menu  a  la  Mode  (The),  1SS 
Merry  may  our  Kiel  grow  I  810 
Minor  Poetry  in  the   Sere   and  Yellow 

Leaf,  178 

Mismanaged  Accident  (A),  181 
Missed  Chance  (A).  S»9 
Moan  in  Maytime(AX  !5t 
Model  Remodelled  (A),  278 
Modern  Buyer  (The),  218 
Modern  Ei-Iogne  (A),  61 
Modem  Theatre  Laugh  (The),  4 
Modes  and  Metals,  238 
Mr.  Punch  at  a  Picture  Show,  1«9 
Mr.  Punch  Welcomes  the  New  Year,  1 
Mrs.  A. 's  at  Home,  77 
Mrs.  Bloomer,  36 
"  Music  hath  Charms,"  147 
My  Influenza,  137 
My  Partner,  135 
My  Petty  Jayne  I  18 
My  Pipe,  201 
NAVAL  Architecture,  299 
Neuralgia,  237 


New  Chivalry  (The),  168 

New  Conductor  (The),  198 

New  English  Art  Clnb  (The),  1£6 

New  Gallery  Queries,  227 

New  Hen  (TheX  188 

New  Year,  4 

New  Year  Notions,  4 

New  Year's  Day  Dream  (TheX  15 

Ninety  Year  I  219 

Nocturne  in  Noodledom  (A),  287 

Non-Capitalist's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  78 

Not  done  yet,  174 

Notes  from  a  Patient's  Diary,  f  67 

Notices  to  Correspondent*.  X8 

Now  we  'rf  Furnished  I  299 

ODE  to  a  (London)  '•  Lark,"  129 

Ode  to  an  Overcoat,  SiO 

Odylllc  Force.  IT 

Of  the  Art  of  Tobogganing,  ICO 

"  Oh,  my  prophetic  Soul,  my  Punchios  I  " 

269 

Old  Ferryman's  New  Fare  (The),  6 
"  Old  Mister's  "  Growl  (An),  9 
On  the  New  Statue,  218 
Operatic  Notes,  245,  257,  M»,  281.  29»,  Ml 
Original  Aryan  to  the  Professor  (The),  134 
Ostrich  Feathers.  i03 
Our  Booking-Offlce,  21,  »,  48.  60,  r.l,  77, 

93,  105,  1)2,  1»>,  154,  165,  173,  1S5,  198, 

207,  269.  2-1,  293.  309 
Our  Next  little  Battle,  189 
"  Over  I "  12$ 

Ortrhrard  Fragment  of  a  Dialogue,  14 
O.  W.  Vade  Mecum  (The),  86 
PARTY  Politics,  198 

"  Penny  plain— but  Oscar  coloured,"  M 
Philistine  1'xan  (A).  2*1 
"  Pity  the  Poor  Artist  I "  6« 
Plea  for  the  Ghosta  (A),  78 
Pleasures  of  Travel  (TheX  113 
Poet  and  his  Interviewers  (TheX  944 
Polite  Guide  to  the  Civil  Service  (TheX  10 
Premier's  Cruise  (The),  246 
Presented  at  Court,  105 
"  Pride  and  Prejudice,"  174 
Privilege  of  the  Press  (TheX  Ml 
Proposed  Rules  for  the  Ladies  Universal 

Athletic  Association,  167 
Protest  Irom  the  Playground.  1 
Proverbs  by  an  Illustrious  Foreigner  on 

Tour,  297 

Psalm  of  (Holiday)  Life  (AX  34 
QUARTER-DAY  ;    or,    Demand    and    No 

tnipply,  16v 

Queer  Queries,  47,  (0,  61,  132,  204 
Quiet  Rubbers,  V4 
••  Quousqne    Tandem ! "    or,    One   at   a 

Time.  161 

RAD  to  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  226 
Railway  Ballads,  197 
Rather  "  Bold  Advertisement,"  229 
Real  New  Woman  (TheX  86 
Reflections  of  a  Statesman,  iC4 
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Re-gildinK  the  Golden  Eagle,  99 

Regret*,  275 

Remarkable    Instance    of     Sagacity    in 

Grouse,  213 
Rencontre  (A),  47 
Retribution.  65 
Revised  Code  (A).  49 
"  Richard  himself  again  I  "  12 
"  Rivals"  at  the  A.  D.  C.,  106 
Robert  and  the  County  Counsclls,  197 
Robert  on  County  Counsellors,  57 
Robert  on  the  Terns,  2t5 
"Rouge  Gagne"?  75 
Roundabout  Readings,  245,  253,  2«8,  277, 

289,  S09 

Rns  in  Urbe,  298 
"SALE!  a  Sale!  "(A).  '297 
Saturday  Night  in  the  Bdgware  Road,  172 
Scarlet  Parasol  (The),  249,  261.  268 
Scraps  from  Chaps,  281,  291,  303 
Second  Mount  (The),  111 
Siesta  (A),  301 
Bitting  Out,  69 
Severe  Weather  (The),  75 
Sexomania,  203 

Shakspeare  revised  by  an  Alderman,  133 
Shazada  on  the  Thames  (Tho),  282 
"  Should  Christmas  be  abolished  ?  "  5 
Signs  of  the  Times,  106 
Silent!  126 

Sir  John  Franklin,  ?53 
Sly  Oyster  (The),  78 
Society's  Next  Craze,  S02 
Song  of  Spring  (A>,  203 
Song  of  the  Sluggard  (The),  136 
Sonnet  of  Sonnets  (A),  105 
Sport  in  Court,  3 

Sport,  Speculation,  and  Counsel's    Opi- 
nion, 269 

41  Strange  Disappearances,"  1S5 
Streets  of  London  (The),  217 
Strikes  i  la  Mode  de  Paris,  205 
Studio-Seeker's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  157 
Study  in  Ethnology  (A),  192 
Sun  and  Song,  279 
Sword  Excalibur  (The),  33 
TALL  Order  (A),  15 
Tall  Tales  of  Sport  and  Adventure,  13,  25, 

45,  49,  78,  81,  97,  109,  155 
Tartarin  sur  la  Tamise,  275 
Tenitication,  118 
Ten  Little  Measures  (The),  83 
That  Precious  Donkey  1  16,  28,  40 
That  Telegram,  252 
That  Wedding  Present,  33 
Three  Modes  of  Spending  a  Bank  Holi- 
day, 173 
Thrift,  93 

To  a  Bad  Shilling,  1E3 
To  a  Bantling,  203 
To  a  Country  Host,  250 
To  a  Pllrtgirl.  141 
To  a  Grand  Old  Manns,  226 
To  a  Greek  at  "  The  Orient,"  161 
To  a  Lady-Journalist,  281 
To  Althea,  11 

To  a  Picture  209 
To  a  Pretty  Girl,  191 

To  a  Young  Actress.  192 

Toby  to  H.  R.  H.,  81 

To  Circe,  209 

To  Corinna,  121 

To  Isista,  155 

To  Julia's  Pocket,  23 

To  Lucenda,  61 

To  Mrs.  Keeley,  129 

To  my  Doctor  in  Bed,  93 

Toning  it  Down.  85 

"  To  Paris  and  Back  for  Nothing,    179 

To  the  Griffin,  169 

Toys'  Talk,  82 

Trade  Betrayed,  201 

Traneemogrilication,  99 

Travels  in  Tattyland,  21 

Truth  about  the  Cold  Tubber  (The),  120 

Two  Graces  (The),  293 

Two  Ways  of  doing  it,  228 

UNEMPLOYED  (The),  87,  114 

Untamed  Shrew  (The),  42 

Up-to-date  Ducklings  (The),  S22 

VADE  Mecum  for  a  certain  Court  Official, 
137 

Valediction  to  St.  Valeutiue  (A),  95 

Valentyne  (A),  81 

Very  Catching,  1S5 

Vestryman  (The),  21 

Viewing  a  Hare,  48 

Vive  le  Taillenr  da  Rot  I  85 

"  Vniri  le  Saint:  de  mon  Pere  !  "  68 

WAIL  of  the  Wul  worth  Woter  (The),  241 

Waiting  for  Nasrulla,  243 

Warm  Lament  (A),  132 

Wars  of  the  Roses  (The),  282 

"Waters,  w.aters  everywhere  I"  274 

"When  Arthur  ftrst  at  Court,"  145 

Which  is  the  Correct  Card?  179 

"  Whitaker,"  KO 

Whitewashing  the  Statue  of  Cromwell,  299 

"  Whittington  Redivivus,"  102 

"Who  said— 'Atrocities'?"  18 


Why  dost  thou  Sing?  12 
Winter  Academy  of  19P5  (The),  6 
Winter  Wedding  (A),  0.) 
With  what  Porpoise?  153 
Woman  who  wouldn't  do  (The),  153 
Won't  Wash  I  181 

Would-be  Soldier's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  196 
You  came  to  Tea!"  10 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

BIRMINGHAM  Benedick  (The),  223 

"  Deeds— not  Words  I  "  283 

Disturbed  I  115 

"  Divided  Duty  "  (A),  31 

Doubtful  "  Stayer  "  (A),  259 

Easter  'Oliday  (An),  187 

"  Flying  Visit "  (A),  295 

"  Great  Cry  and  little  Wo(o)lmer ! "  £47 

Harcourt  the  Headsman,  271 

John  Stands  Aloof,  211 

Learned  Welsh  Goat  (The),  91 

"  Light  Fantastic  "  (The),  79 

"  Meat  1  Meat  I  "  55 

New  Conductor  (The),  199 

New  Passenger  (The),  7 

Not  done  yet,  175 

Old  Crusaders  (The).  234,  235 

"  Pity  the  Poor  Artist  I  "  67 

Quarter-Day ;   or,    Demand    and    No 

Supply,  151 
"Quousque  Tandem?"    or,  One  at  a 

Time,  163 

Retirement ;  or,  The  Easy  Chair,  139 
Silent!  127 

"  Whittington  Redivivus,"  103 
"  Who  said—'  Atrocities '  ?  "  19 
"  William  I    Ahoy  1 "  807 
Untamed  Shrew ;  or,  Wanted  a  Petru- 

chio  (The),  43 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

ACADKMY  Pictures,  220 
Actress  who  Laugh   at  Actor,  33 
Admirer  very  much  Cast  Down,  251 
Advice  to  Lady  riding  in  Park,  S67 
Animals  after  Bank  Holiday,  183 
Animals  after  the  Influenza,  142 
Animal  Spirits  on  Derby  Day,  262 
Anticipating  Events  in  his  New  Diary,  179 
Archies  Seat  in  Auntie's  Lap,  291 
'Airy  prefers  riding  a  "  Bike,"  118 
'Arry's  Ale  in  the  Highlands,  228 
Artist's  Unsold  Pictures  (An),  197 
Aunty's  Fancy  Ball  Reminiscences,  222 
Authoress  and  her  Publisher,  138 
Barmaid  and  Mr.  Boozy,  149 
Baron's  Indelicate  Wife  (The),  162 
Benevolent  Gent  and  Tipsy  Protfc1,  16 
Best  Claret  he'd  got  (The),  54 
Billee  and  the  Mushrooms,  161 
Blushing  to  the  Roots  of  his  Eyebrows,  114 
Bobbie  and  the  Two  Soldiers,  10  J 
Boy  at  a  Fruiterer's,  S55 
Britannia  and  Nasrulla  Kahn,  S,'4 


Bull  regilding  the  Golden  Eagle,  93 
'Bus  Driver  and  Ugly  Policeman,  174 
Butler's  Opinion  of  Russian  Prince,  275 
Butler  who  Overlaid  himself,  F5 
Cabby  and  Stout  Lady  Fare,  46 
Cab  Strike  at  Athens,  137 
Clever  Lady,  but  Ugly  (A),  90 
Common's  Real  Ice  Rink  (The),  94 
Comparative  and  Superlative  of  "  Bad,"  181 
Coster's  Barrow  in  New  Hands,  201 
Country  Girls  at  a  Lnndon  Crossing,  61 
Country  Hosier  and  White  Ties,  106 
Countryman  chaffing  Amateur  Jockey,  195 
Cover  for  "  Le  Yellow  Book,"  178 
Crumbs  in  Jack's  Bed,  270 
Curate  tutoring  Parish  Choir,  294 
Cycling  and  Horse-riding,  207 
Cyclist's  Surprise  (A),  279 
Dentist  who  uses  Gai  (A),  47 
Devonshire  Lady's  Remark  on  Golf,  18 
Different  Reasons  for  talking  to  Women, 59 
Dining  with  a  Woman  with  a  Past,  4 1 
Doctor's  Opinion  of  the  New  Woman,  227 
Doing  Penance  by  Dining  Out,  150 
:  Dr.  Lobster  and  the  Sick  Oyster,  50 
Druriolanus  and  the  Operatic  Pie,  225 
Duke  of  Cambridge  as  Drum-Major,  146 
Earl's  Daughter  and  Old  Housekeeper,  239 
Elephants  on  the  Ice,  60 
Emperor  of  Germany's  Picture,  206 
Emperor's  Present  to  Bismarck  (The),  158 
England  v.  Australia  Cricket  Captains,  122 
English  and  American  Divorce  Laws,  165 
English  Couple  at  French  Hotel.  303 
English-dressed  Afghan  Khan,  26 
Fair  Horsewoman  and  May  Meetings,  185 
Father's  and  Son's  Clothing,  205 
Female  Inebriate  ejected,  297 
Fishes'  Boat-race  (A),  157 
Fowls'  Barn  Dance  (The),  72 
Frozen  Out  at  the  Zoo,  131 
Garrick  and  Sir  Henry  Irving,  266 
Girls  discussing  Jack's  Dancing,  231 
Glacial  Period.     Hyde  Park,  1896,  63 
Gladstone  bound  for  the  Baltic,  278 
Guiding  the  Course  of  the  Hounds,  132 
Hairdresser's  Subscriber  (A),  243 
Harcourt's  Second  Mount,  110 
Harconrt's  Sword  of  Leadership,  ?8 
Harlequin  Harcourt  and  81eepingTrade,14 
Having  a  Pain  in  the  Proper  Place,  73 
Hercules  Bismarck  and  Omphale,  24 1 
Herr  Maestro  and  Lady  Amateur,  78 
Herr  Schmidt's  Pleasant  Evening,  19S 
Holiday  Tutor  and  Pupils,  10 
Hopping  Prospects,  229 
Hospital  Patient  thanks  his  Nurse,  123 
Hunters'  First  Open  Day,  99 
Hunting  Man's  Spade  for  Snow.  1*4 
Huntsman's  Introduction  to  Lidy,  39 
Inebriate  refuses  to  go  Home,  82 
Innocent  Gent  and  "  Dark  "  Horse,  1£9 
Is  Billee  Moving  ?  129 
Jack  seeks  Female  Society  elsewhere,  282 
Jap  and  Chinaman's  Keys,  194 


Jockey  Club  before  Mr.  Punch,  2 
Fohn  Bull  and  Oracle  of  Ammon,  170 
Tones  and  Waiter  at  Restaurant,  258 
Fudge  and  General  after  Influenza,  167 
Knight  and  Dey,  4 
.ailirs  discussing  Plays,  6 
jadies  discussing  the  Browns'  Dance,  263 
~,ady  meeting  her  Doctor,  237 
jady  Non-Buyer  Shopping,  28 
L.  C.  C.  Election  and  lufluen/i.  125 
.ibellous  Editor  and  Wrathful  Colonel, 112 
jion  Plays  and  Sings  to  Goat,  169 
jions  r.  Kangaroos'  Cricket  Match,  111 
-little  Boy  and  the  Black  Page,  66 
tittle  Boy  pulling  Gentleman  s  Beard,  80 
joafers  and  their  Breakfast,  1 5 

d  H.  practises  for  Smoking  Concert,  85 
Coving  Mamma  best,  133 
Mahogany  Piano  (A),  215 
rfark  Tapley  Redivivus  in  Snowstorm,  17 
Kary  and  the  Judge's  Dictionary,  287 
foster  Jack  and  the  Huntswomen,  15 
Kinister  and  Attendant  in  Vestry,  H4 
tfiss  Mary  on  Foot  at  the  Meet,  143 
Kodel's  Remarks  on  Burne-Jones,  105 
Jollier  boxing  Boy's  Ears,  244 
rtourning  for  the  Dead  Ostrich,  217 
*r.  Gooldenheim  and  an  American,  113 
Hr.  Punch  decorating  Henry  Irving,  238 
Hr.  Punch  welcomes  Miss  Springtime,  182 
tfr.  Smith's  Charwoman,  69 
Musical  Guest  and  his  'Cello,  1 86 
Same  to  Travel  under  (The),  155 
Nervous  Youth  and  Riding  Lady,  226 
Never  Dull  while  his  Host  is  asleep,  123 
New  Baby  (A),  36 
So  Dressmakers  in  Cornwall,  210 
Nurse  and  Children's  Pudding  Slides,  208 
Our  Architect  and  Old  Buildings,  2iO 
Parish  Clerk  and  the  Curate,  21 
Parliamentary  Fancy  Dress  Party,  70 
Parliamentary  Indian  Exhibition,  286 
Parliamentary    "Liberty    Men"     goins 

aboard.  502 

Playing  Wagner  during  a  Tete-a-tete,  119 
Plumber  Joe  and  the  Pipes,  86 
Poodle's  Christmas  Box  (The),  5 
Prehistoric  Holiday  Enjoyments,  190 
Prehistoric  Law  Courts,  166 
Preparing   for   the    Parliamentary   Pan- 
tomime, 22 

Ragged  Urchin  finds  a  "  fig,"  285 
Reciter  at  a  Penny  Reading,  4 
Rochfort  at  Monte  Carlo,  74 
Royal  Academy  Field-day,  214 
Russian  Bear  and  Chinese  Honey,  2f  0 
Russian  Emperor  and  Autocracy,  t2 
Scotch  Minister  playing  Golf,  84 
Scotch  Native  and  Lady  Artist,  1 05 
Scotch  Terriers  playing  Golf,  97 
Sculptor  and  Successful  Artist,  221 
Sending  a  Hunter  to  the  Dogs.  75 
Sheep  outside  Exeter  Hall,  209 
Sir  George  Lewis,  169 
Sissy's  Notion  of  Demi-toilette,  310 
Sleeping  "  like  a  Top,"  219 
Sleepwalking  Scene  in  New  Play,  141 
Smith's  Cold  amuses  Baby,  121 
Smithson  exercising  his  Horses,  27 
jnobbington  snubbed  at  the  Club,  230 
Snow-Sweepers'  Rate  of  Pay,  101 
Sportsman  and  "  Seasonable  Weather,"  65 
Sportsman's  Superfluous  Horse,  51 
Stonebreaker's  Calling  (The),  173 
Sweep  in  Hansom  on  May  Day,  21 
Sunday  Visitor  during  Lent,  135 
Testy  Gent  and  Street- Boy,  93 
Thirsty  Workman  (A),  193 
Three  Boys  and  One  Apple,  191 
Tbrogmorton  Street  Bulls  and  Bears,  145 
Tibbins's  Wife  asked  tn  resign,  11 
Tommy  proposing  his  Parent's  Healths,  42 
Tommy  riding  in  a  Sleigh,  87 
Tory  Gent  and  Professional  Cadger,  77 
Tourist  and  Foreign  Hotel-keeper,  63 
Tourist  and  Scotch  Innkeeper,  89 
Triton  Spencer  and  Britannia,  131 
Two  Costers  and  their  Wives,  177 
Two  Military  Commanders  (The),  218 
Two  Tramps  (The),  40 
Turf  Cuttings,  263 
Turncock  (The),  100 
Uncle  Toby  and  Widow  Wadman,  241 
Unlucky  Speech  to  a  Bride,  306 
Merger  and  Gratuities,  136 
Wax  Members  in  the  Commons,  180 
Whipper-in  and  Country  Lad,  3 
Why  he  didn't  Back  the  Winner,  273 
Why  Jessie  wears  a  Bicycle  Suit,  23 
WhyHiimmie  lias  a  Bare  Neck,  246 
Why  she  tliouplit  ho  Cared  for  her,  274 
Woman-hater  flirting  (A),  288 
Workman  who  tells  Wife  everything,  107 
Yorkshire  Gossip  about  a  Funeral,  232 
Young  Ladies  makingaSnow Woman,  120 
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A    COLLOatJY    IN    CLOUDLAND. 

SCENE — Cloudland,  nigh  to  midnight  of  the  last  day  of  the  Old  Year.     The  Incomparable  Sage  of  Fleet  Street  and  "  La 
Mancha's  Matchless  Knight"  mounted  on  their  respective  wooden  horses. 

Mr.  Punch  (spurring  the  Spotted  Out).  Yoioks !  Tallyho  ! !  Hark  forward!!!  Something  like  space-consuming 
speed  this,  eh,  my  dear  Don?  Who  talks  now  of  a  Horseless  Age  ? 

Don  Quixote  (turning  the  peg  of  Malambruno's  magic  steed).  Only  your  scientific  and  sensational  journals,  who, 
dryasdust  dogs  !  are,  after  all,  endless  leagues  behind  Merlin  the  Enchanter,  and  the  magic-aided  heroes  of  old  romance. 

Mr.  Punch.  Kim  up,  my  timber-built  timber-topper,  and  spotted  space-devourer !  As  though  the  much-talked  of 
motor-carriage,  auto-cycle,  or  petroleum-propelled  tram-car  of  these  mouthing  days  of  modernity  might  compare  with  the 
Trifaldi's  steed,  my  spotted  Pegasus,  or  even  the  peripatetic  carpet  of  Persian  story  !  Speed  you  well,  valorous  knight ! 

Don  Quixote.  Heaven  guide  thee,  undaunted  Sage  !  Hah !  How  you  fly  aloft !  How  you  cut  the  air  more  swiftly 
than  an  arrow  ! !  How  you  mount,  and  soar,  and  astonish  the  world  below  ! ! ! 

Mr.  Punch.  Halm  !  Ours  is  no  imaginary,  bellows-blown  flight,  as  was  yours,  worthy  knight,  when  seated  with 
SANCHO  on  'the  wooden  crupper  of  Clavileno,  pressed  aforetime  by  the  valourous  PETER  of  Provence,  and  the  fair  MAOAI.ONA  ! 

Don  Quixote.  Nay,  indeed,  Sir  Knight  of  the  Spotted  Bucephalus — for  thou  art  no  chivalry-scorning  TRIFALDI — we 
are  not  uow  blindfolded,  and  thy  Pegasus,  thy  Brilladoro,  thy  Bayarte,  thy  Frontino,  thy  Clavileno  el  Aligero— or  Wooden- 
Peg  the  Winged — might  give  a  lead  even  to  my  renowned  Rosinanta  t 

Mr.  Punch.  Blindfolded?    Nay,  dear  knight,  I  am  the  Dazzling  Illuminator,  not  the  Bewildering  Blinder  1 

Don  Quixote    I  plainly  perceive  that  thou  art  a  Progressive. 

Mr.  Punch.  I  am  a  Progressive  Moderate  and  a  Moderate  Progressive.  Badge  me  not  therefore  in  any  less  compre- 
hensive fashion,  O  Knight  of  the  Rueful  Countenance. 

Don  Quixote.  I  presume,  Sir  Sage,  that  those  same  Progressives,  however,  who  claim  to  initiate  all  the  forthright 
movement  of  the  Age,  did  originate  and  invent  the  motor-carriages,  auto-cycles,  and  other  the  horseless  locomotive  vehicles 
of  which  we  spake  but  now  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Who  better  than  yourself  should  know,  my  dear  Don,  that  all  are  not  Progressives  who  make  a  stir  about 
Progress  ?  Like  the  circumgyratora  in  the  game  of  "  Giant's  Stride,"  many  of  them  ramp  round  in  a  circle,  and  "  get  no 
forrader."  I  am  the  only  true  and  trustworthy  Progressive,  and  my  auto-motor  cuts  all  records  ! 

Don  Quixote.  And  is  it  propelled  by  petroleum  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  By  nothing  so  crude,  flaring,  and  fuliginous,  dear  Don.     It  is  "  motived  "  by — LIGHT  ! 
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Don  Quixote.  Wondrous  machine  !     How  would  I  like  to  mount  it !     Is  it  in  likeness  of  a  horse  ? 

Mr  Punch.  Say  not  the  witlings  and  wiseacres  that  we  are  on  the  verge  of  a  Horseless  Age  ? 

Don  Quixote.  They  do.     But,  by  the  bones  of  my  beloved  Rosinante,  the  idea  liketh  me  not.     The  horse  is  indeed  a 

noble  animal 

Mr.  Punch.  And  will  continue  to  be  "  useful  to  man,"  our  current  cyclo-and-auto-motormania  notwithstanding.  The 
cycle  doubtless  hath  its  utility,  and  even  charm,  though  in  certain  of  its  characteristics  it  seenis  qualified  to  give  mankind  the 
hump  ! 

Don  Quixote.  And  womankind  the  wobbles ! 

Mr.  Punch.  When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  wheeling, 

And  finds  too  late  that  bikes  betray, 
Beauty,  and  grace,  and  finer  feeling 
She  '11  see  the  sex  hath  chucked  away  ! 

Don  Quixote.  Verily,  had  my  peerless  DULCINEA  herself  bestraddled  a  spinning-wheel  in  ungraceful  posture  and  un- 
soemly  garb,  I,  her  sworn  knight,  should  have  deemed  her  the  victim  of  diabolic  enchantment.  Why,  even  the  afflicted 
duenna,  with  her  fair  checks  l.i-nr.l-begrown  by  enchantment,  she  whom  SAXOHO  called  the  Countess  Three-Skirts,  would  not 
— save  under  dire  compulsion — have  donned  the  modern  divided  skirt  and  mounted  the  man-saddled  steed  of  steel.  Art 
sure,  Sir  Sa<;e,  that  after  all  it  is  not  enchantment  that  hath  so  far  unsexed  your  afflicted  damosels  and  duennas,  and  that 
'tis  not  my  duty  in  their  defence  to  lay  lance  in  rest 

Mr.  Punch.  Nay,  sweet  soul  of  chivalry,  Mayfair  is  not  La  Mancha,  and  you  may  safely  leave  its  fair  denizens  to  the 
el i  fence — or,  if  need  be,  chastening — of  that  knightly  lance  of  to-day,  my  own  invincible  and  unerring  baton.  But,  verily, 
'twere  a  punishment  not  ill-deserved  by  certain  of  our  mannish  maidens  and  male-mimicking  matrons  did  MALAMBUUNO  clap 
bristly  scrubbing-brush  hairs  upon  them  as  upon  your  distressful  Duenna  of  Toledo. 

Don  Quixote.  Verily,  Sir  Sage,  we  are  mounting  skyward,  dawn-ward,  New  Year-ward  in  a  wondrous  manner!  Thy 
spotted  steed  is  surely  Pegasus  itself,  for  Skyworld  is  full  of  myriad  voices  of  wisdom  and  melody. 

Mr.  Punch.  But  my  Auto-Motor,  comparable  only  with  the  Sun  God's  glowing  chariot,  shall  outsoar  and  outshine 
even  onr  present  empyrean  flight. 

Voice  (suddenly  sounding  behind  them).  Wuff!     Wuffl     Wuff! 

Don  Quixote  (looking  round}.  Saints  preserve  us !  What  is  this  new  marvellous  enchantment?  Hath  Sirius  itself 
broken  loose  ? — doth  the  Dog  Star  follow  our  trail  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  What  seest  thou,  Sir  Knight  ? 

Don  Quixote  (with  awe).  I  behold,  as  it  were,  an  aerial  fire-wheeled  car,  shapen  in  the  guise  of  a  Titanic  Tome, 
coruscating  comet-like  in  its  career,  whereon  is  mounted — yes,  verily — a  Dog — a  Dog  of  Dogs  !  What,  Sir  PUNCH,  may  be 
this  portent  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Why,  my  dear  DON  QUIXOTE — who  seems  scarcely  the  Quixote  Quicksight  of  the  nursery  rhyme — what 
should  it  be  but  TOBIAS  himself  with  that  promised  specimen  of  my  Auroral  Autocar,  or  Mirific  Motor-Carriage,  self-impelled, 
self-steered,  self-lighted,  self-heated,  the  most  peerless  outcome  of  the  true  Progressive  spirit,  the  true  acme  of  sure  and 
speedy  Progress ;  in  other  words,  dear  Don,  and  at  your  entire  service,  my 
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A  PATH  OP  PEACE. 

( The  Baltic  Canal,  June  22,  1895.) 

["  Peace  reigns  over  the  whole  tleet,"  See.— "Daily  Aetcs  "  Special.] 
A.  WOBK  of  Peace,  whereto  from  near  and  far 
Gather  the  iron-bosomed  brood  of  war, 
Like  new  Stymphalian  birds,  whose  claws  and  wings 
The  warrior  welcomes  and  the  poet  sings. 
Oh,  gentle  Peace,  how  strange  in  our  strange  day. 
Thy  mailed  retinue,  thine  armed  array ! 
Those  flower-deck'd  obelisks,  that  silken  rope, — 
Bright  illustrations  of  the  Tales  of  Hope, — 
The  royal  speeches  and  the  loyal  cheers, 
Disguise  misgivings  as  they  silence  fears. 
But  Denmark's  memories,  and  the  thoughts  of  France, 
As  through  the  stream  that  yacht's  white  hows  advance, 
Breaking  that  slender  cord  from  hank  to  bank, 
Might  move  reflections  strange.    Yet  let  us  thank 
Adventurous  skill  which  gives  our  ships  to-day 
A  shorter  passage  and  a  safer  way ! 
Not  war  alone,  but  trade,  will  take  the  track 
That  fhuns  the  wild  and  stormy  Skager  link ; 
And  may  Brunsbiittel's  now  familiar  name 
lie  little  linked  with  Empire's  big  War-Game 
Hay  battle-echoes  in  the  Baltic  cease, 
And  the  Canal  be  a  new  Path  for  Peace 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

OUK  B.  A.  (i.e.,  "Baron's  Assistant")  begs  to  congratulate  Mr. 
GEBALD  CAMPBELL  very  heartily  on  the  success  of  The  Jonetei  and  the 
Asterisks  (JoiiN  L  \NE).  It  is  no  easy  task  to  write  a  story  in  a  series 
of  what  may  be  called  monological  dialogues,— dialogues,  that  is  to 
say,  in  which  only  one  party  speaks  while  the  rest  are  understood,— 
and  yet  to  keep  that  lightness  of  touch  and  that  sparkle  of  wit 
without  which  dialogues  become  mere  barren  boredom.  This  is  the 
task  that  Mr.  CAMPBELL  has  brilliantly  accomplished.  The  Joneses 
and  the  Asterisks  is  as  keen  and  telling  a  piece  of  social  satire  as  it 
has  been  the  B.  A.'s  good  fortune  to  come  across  for  many  a  long  day. 

Thursday.  June  27,  Mid-day.  The  Baron  opens  ventilators,  doors, 
windows.  Then,  at  haphazard,  he  takes  up  a  Dock.  Its  title,  What 
is  heat  '!  .  .  .  Answer  immediately  given  oy  thermometer,  "  95°  in 
the  shade."  That 's  heat !  And  if  that  isn't,  what  is  ?  The  second 
title  of  book  is,  A  Peep  into  Nature's  Most  Hidden  Secrets.  But 
the  Baron  is  not  Paul  Pry  ;  he  doesn't  want  to  peep ;  at  all  events  he 
cannot  undertake  any  exertion  until  about  November,  say,  when  he 
will  be  delighted  to  peruse  the  work  of  Mr.  FHEDEBICK  HOVEHDEN. 
F.L.8.,  F.G.8.,  F.R, M.S. .—"Three  single  Fellows  rolled  into  one.1' 
'Let  me  descend  to  the  ice-cellar,  or  in  cool  grot  let  me  sit, 
with  a  soothing  iced  beverago  and  a  choice  Ilavannah ;  let  me 
read  there  About  the  North  Pole,  and  (ranter's  Tales Jot  Ices" 
quoth  the  BURDENED  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


SHAKSPEARE  ON  THE  SITUATION. 

.       .    MB.  CH-MB-RL-N. 
.    L-RD  S-L-8B-BT. 


Marctus  Coriolanut 
Tulltis  Aufidiu$     . 


Avf. 


ActIV.,Sc.4.  Anttum  (Downing  Street).  Before  Aufidiut'i  Houie. 

Cor.    0  world,  thy  slippery  turns !    Friends  now  fa»t  sworn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meals,  and  exercise, 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  should,  within  this  hour, 
On  the  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity :  so,  f ellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their  deep, 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 
Same  trick,  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear  friends, 
And  inter)' oin  their  issues.    S  >  with  me : 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love 's  upon 
This  enemv  town.  •  * 

Auf.  (entering,  Sc.  5).  Say,  what 's  thy  name  If 

Cor.   My  name  is  CAIUS  MARCH'S,  who  hath  done, 
To  thee  particularly,  and  all  the  VOLCKS, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief  .  .  .    Now,  this  extremity, 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth. 

0  MABCIFS,  MA.BCIUS  ! 

Each  word  thou  has  spoken  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.    If  Jupiter 
Should  f  romyond'  cloud  speak  divine  things, 
And  say,  '"Tis  true  "  I'd  not  believe  thesn  more 
Than  thee,  all  noble  M  ARCH'S. — Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  against 
My  grained  ash  a  hundred  times  hath  broke. 

....  I  do  contest 

At  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love 
As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 

Contend  against  thy  valour.  . . .  Why,  thon  Mars !  I  Ull  theo 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ...    0,  come,  go  in. 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  hands  .... 
You  bless  me,  gods  1 

Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission.     Bat  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those  that  shall 
Say  "  Yea  "  to  thy  desires.    A  thousand  welcomes 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy  ; 
Yet,  MA  RCIUS,  that  was  much.  Your  hand!  most  welcome  1 

[fjreunt  COBIOLIBD!  and  AuFlDics. 

TOBY'S  MEM.—  Wednesday,  July  3.—"  Dog  Days  begin."  Go 
down  to  coast.  "  My  bark  is  on  the  sea ! "  Avoid  going  south  for 
fear  of  the  Muzzle-man. 


Cor. 
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HOW    ROMANTIC! 

LITTLE    MlSS    MXSSUC  1  —  IT 


She.    "I   SAY,    THIS    IS    PRETTY  AWFUL  I      POOR 
SHE   DISCOVERED   Hit  WA^N  T   REALLY  A   BARON  I  "* 

He.  "WELL.    THINK  OF  THE  POOR  JOHNNY  WHEN  H*  FOUND  OUT  SHE  WASN'T  REALLY  AN  HEIRESS 


HAT    ~*  SHORTLY    AFTER    THE  WKDDIKO 


THE  CANDIDATE'S  VADE  MECUM. 

Question.  Why  do  you  desire  to  enter  the  House  of  Commons  P  _ 

Answer.  Because,  if  I  am  honoured  by  my  fellow-men  hy  being 
chosen  to  represent  them,  it  is  my  ambition  to  serve  them  faithfully 
and  maintain  in  all  its  glorious  integrity  the  time-honoured  heritage 
of  this  mighty  empire. 

Q,  Yes,  so  you  nave  said  in  your  address  to  the  electors ;  but  have 
you  no  other  reason  for  wishing  to  occupy  a  seat  in  Parliament  ? 

A.  Certainly.  The  prestige  bestowed  by  the  letters  "  M.P. '  is 
T  leasing,  and  if  the  honour  ultimately  culminates  in  a  baronetcy  or  a 
knighthocd  the  distinction  will  be  gratifying  to  my  wife. 

Q.  Then  you  would  not  be  adverse  to  receiving  promotion  in  the 
line  to  which  you  have  referred  ? 

A.  Xo ;  because  I  should  consider  that  I  acted  merely  as  a  trustee 
to  my  constituents— that  I,  in  fact,  appeared  in  the  oharaoterof  their 
personal  representative. 

Q.  Yep,  you  said  something  of  the  sort  the  other  evening  at  a 
canvassing  meeting  in  reply  to  a  question  put  to  you  by  one  of  your 
voters ;  but  surely  the  decoration  would  be  desirable  for  some  other 
consideration  ? 

A.  It  undoubtedly  would  have  a  certain  market  value  in  the  City 
in  the  eyes  of  promoters  of  public  companies  of  limited  liability. 

Q.  What  measures  have  you  taken  to  secure  election  beyond 
issuing  the  very  admirable  address  to  which  I  have,  more  than  once, 
referred  P 

A.  For  the  last  two  or  three  years  I  have  assiduously  nursed  the 
constituency. 

Q.  What  do  you  mean  by  nursing  a  constituency  ? 

A.  Obtaining  a  stake  in  the  shape  of  land  and  a  house  in  the 
division,  and  making  myself  generally  popular  amongst  my  fellow- 
ratepayers. 

Q.  How  can  you  become  popular  ? 

A.  By  subscribing  largely  to  local  charities  and  institutions, 
laying  foundation  stones,  and  opening  fancy  bazaars  with  untiring 
energy. 

Q.  What  considerations  weigh  with  you  when  you  are  invited  to 
add  your  name  to  a  subscription-list  P 

A.  I  take  care  to  make  the  sum  I  give  a  little  larger  than  that 
contributed  by  my  opponent,  and  take  It  as  a  general  rule  that  lawn 


tennis  is  of  more  impntance  than  dispensaries,  and  polo,  from  a 
benevolent  point  of  view,  takes  precedence  of  associations  established 
to  relieve  dire  distress. 

Q.  Is  there  any  other  method  which  may  be  adopted  with  advan- 
tage by  those  desirous  of  nursing  a  constituency  ? 

A.  Hpeaking  frequently  in  assembly  rooms,  taking  nursery 
gardens  for  the  same  purpose,  and  generally  improving  trade  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

Q.  Then  the  money  paid  for  the  hirings  to  which  you  refer  is 
commercially  popular  P 

A.  It  is,  and  (joined  of  course  to  the  eloquence  of  my  friends  and 
myself)  should  distinctly  influence  the  election. 

Q.  And  should  you  be  elected,  what  do  you  suppose  yon  will  have 
todoP 

A .  To  thoroughly  enjoy  the  honour  of  being  able  to  treit  the  House 
of  Commons  as  a  club,  and  being  asked  by  the  leaders  of  my  Party 
to  all  their  entertainments.  I  shall  see  my  name  in  every  newspaper 
report  when  I  have  happened  to  take  part  in  a  popular  function.  I 
shall  find  that  I  have  mounted  the  social  ladder  by  leaps  and  bounds, 
and  be  able  to  pleasurably  patronise  or  cut  direct  those  who  now 
become  my  inferiors. 

Q.  Ana  what  consideration  will  support  you  in  your  general 
demeanour  ? 

A.  The  conviction  that  all  I  do,  and  hive  dme,  is  and  hts  been 
actuated  by  the  purest  patriotism. 


"DALY  NEW81    SPECIAL!" 

6scE  again  we  welcome  the  return  of  Miss  ADA  REHAN,  with 
JAMIS  LKWIS  the  Lively,  and  Mrs.  GILBERT  the  Good,  to  DALY'S,  in 
Leicester  Square.  But  so  short  is  their  season,  and  so  many  are  the 
pieces  announced,  that  to  take  more  than  a  snap-shot  at  any  one  of 
them  is  impracticable,  seeing  that  the  Daly  changes  are  weekly.  Ere 
anyone  sees  these  lines  AUOUSTIN  DALY'S  train  of  thought  will  have 
passed  over,  and  beyond  them.  The  Railroad  of  Lore  will  have 
served  its  purpose,  and  become  a  siding.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 
will  be  travelling  first-class  on  ^hakspearian  main  line  leading  to 
3f\<i*ummer  Night'*  Dream,  which,  with  its  fairy  revels  and  its 
music,  will  represent  the  terminus  of  this  short  journey.  When 
will  DALY  &  Co.  come  to  stay  P 
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THE    SOMALIS    AT   SYDENHAM. 

IN  THE  SlAltLES. 

Mill  Simplicia  Simpson  (looking  at  the  native  saddles  on 
brackets).  I  suppose  those  are  whU  they  put  on  the  ostriches ! 

Her  Companion.  They  don't  ride  ostriches. 

Mill  Simpson  (in  a  tone  of  pity  and  reproof).  That  only  shows 
you've  never  read  your  Siriss  Family  Robinson  ! 

A  Gobe-mouche.  Well,  I  never  see  a  white  lamb  with  a  black  ed 
before ;  that  is  a  curiosity,  ain't  it 't 

His  Phlegmatic  Friend.  Not  arf  such  a  curiosity  as  if  it  'ad  'ad  a 
black  'ed  be'ind. 

A  Censorious  Lady  (before  a  row  of  baby  elephants).  Oh,  aren  t 
they  horrid !  Look  at  their  horrid  little  eyes.  (As  one  of  them  pro- 
trudes a  predatory  trunk.)  Oh,  get  away,  do  !  They  are  the  most 
hideous  creatures  I  've  ever  seen !  Look  at  that  one,  all  wrinkled 
and  baggy  like  an  old  man.  See,  it 's  wagging  its  head  about  like 
a  Chinese  doll  I  I  do  think  they  're  quite  loathsome,  don't  you  ? 

Her  Companion  (a  more  Tolerant  Person). 
I  daresay  they  would'nt  look  so  bad  if  they 
were  varnished  up  a  bit. 

IN  THE  OSTBICH  FARM. 

The  Keeper  (who  apparently  considers  his 
Show  at  moral  as  AKTEMU8  WARD'S— to  the 
Public  generally).  I  've  came  over  here  From 
California,  whose  golden  waters  kiss  The 
mouth  of  her  Sunny  Sands,  and  where  there 
air  strawberries  all  the  year  round.  On  the 
farm  where  I  live  there  were  only  fourteen 
days  in  all  of  lasst  year  when  we  had  no 
strawberries.  The  most  Glorious  climate  In 
the  World;  and,  if  anyone  don't  believe  it, 
all  they  've  got  to  do  is  to  die ;  and  then,  if 
they  've  been  good,  they  '11  go  there,  and  find 
out  for  themselves.  I  m  not  under  Con-tract 
To  say  a  single  word  here,  but  I  want  to  talk 
to  you  about  these  birds,  because  they're 
generally  misunderstood.  They  walk  en-tirely 
From  the  Toe,  which  gives  them  the  graceful, 
epringy  action  you  see.  They  air  all  named 
alter  the  greatest  people  now  living  on  airth. 
This  one  close  to  the  rails  is  called  JIM  BLAKE. 
Mark  well  the  Peculiarities,  Life.  Habits,  and 
Characteristics  of  the  Ostrich,  and  yon  will  all 
of  you  go  away  And  lead  A  moral  life.  The 
only  absolootly  Purrfect  Being  on  this  ole 
Universe  is  the  bird  now  passing  in  front  of 
me.  Her  name  is  GAIL  HAMILTON,  and  She  has 
The  Smallest  Feet  of  anyone  here  present,  and 
the  Smallest  Head.  She  has  only  one  ounce  of 
brains  inside  of  it,  and  that  is  Sufficient  for 
her  requirements,  and  nobody  would  have  any 
use  for  more  if  they  did  not  surfer  From  swelled 
heads.  .  .  .  Yes,  little  girl,  you  're  purrf  ectly 
right — the  ostrich  does  run  zig-zag,  which  is  A 
Fact  that  is  Unknown  to  many  Scientific  men. 
The  kick  of  the  ostrich  is  as  quick  as  light- 
ning'— quicker  'n  lightning,  be-cause  you  can 
see  lightning,  but  you  cann't  see  an  ostrich's 
kick,  which  is  four  kicks  to  the  second,  and 
kills  a  man  every  time.  At  certain  seasons 
it  is  Impossible  to  go  among  these  birds  except  On  horseback,  and 
pro-vided  with  a  stout  pole  with  a  fork  at  the  end  for  Self-defence. 
All  of  these  birds  are  here  on  Sale,  and  there  is  a  large  demand  for 
them  for  Gentlemen's  Parks  and  Country  seats. 

A  Suburban  Humourist  (to  his  Wife).  What  d'ye  say  to  gettin'  a 
pair  on  em  fur  our  back-yard,  eh  ? 

Hit  Wife.  'Ow  you  do  tork,  'ENERY  !  'Oo  do  you  suppose  isgoin' 
to  ang  the  washing  out  with  two  o'  them  great  houtlandish  beasts 
lolloping  around  ?  Not  me,  and  so  I  tell  yer.  I  've  enough  work  on 
my  'ands  without  no  austridges ! 

[She  fans  herself  violently  with  her  programme,  a nd  'ENERY  f»  re- 
duced to  explain  that  his  suggestion  was  not  seriously  intended. 

IN  THE  STANDS— DURING  THE  NATIVE  DISPLAY. 

Mrs.  Keyveve  (to  her  brother,  Mr.  FREDERICK  FEIVEH,  as  the 
Somahs  are  performing  a  marriage  dance).  It  seems  a  curious  kind 
of  wedding,  doesn't  it,  FBEB  ?  Can  you  make  out  which  are  the 
bride  and  bridegroom  ? 

Mr.  Frivell.  Fancy  that 's  the  bride  in  red  cotton,  with  her  hair 
down,  prancing  with  maidenly  gaiety  between  the  first  bridesmaid 
and  the  best  man,  while  the  bridegroom,  becomingly  draped  in  a 
bath-towel,  may  be  observed  capering  up  and  down  clapping  hands 
with  the  ofhciating  clergy.  A  simple  but  impressive  caremony. 


Mrs.  Keyveve.  Very.  I  wonder  if  they  get  any  wedding  presents. 
Mr.  Frivell.  Rather.  The  sportsman  in  the  rusty  wig  gave  'em 
BROWNING'S  poems  and  an  afternoon  tea-kettle,  and  the  Johnny  with 
the  feathers  in  his  wool  presented  her  with  a  dressing-bag.  The 
photo-frames,  card-cases  and  carriage-clocks  are  all  laid  out  in  one  of 
the  huts,  according  to  the  savage  custom  of  the  country,  guarded  by 
a  detective  in  the  disguise  of  a  wedding  guest,  armed  with  poisoned 
spears. 

Mrs.  Keyceve.  How  silly  you  are !  Look,  they  're  rolling  along  a 
great  wicker-  basket.  What  can  they  have  in  it  —the  bride's  luggage, 
perhaps?  ....  Why,  it's  an  enormous  snake!  See,  it's  crawling 
out! 

Mr.  Frivell.  It's  the  bride's  going-away  dress,  that 's  all.  Some- 
one ought  to  tell  her  that  baas  area't  worn  this  seison,  though. 

'Arriet  (in  the  Sixpenny  Promenade,  to  'ARSY).  What  are  they 
miking  all  that  row  about— are  they  supposed  to  be  forking,  or  what  ? 
'Arry  (vaguely).  I  expect  they  'redeclarin'  war— against  somebody 
or  other. 

'Arriet  (reflectively).  1  wonder  if  that  little  bit  of  'air  stiekin'  up 
grows  out  of  that  feller's  'ed  like  that.  Look 
at  all  them  little  nippers  runnin'  about — (with 
an  air  of  discovery) — I  expect  they  belong  to 
some  of  'em. 

[  The  Somalis  perform  a  war-dance,  which 
seems  to  consist  in  squalling  down  opposite 
one  another  in  a  double  row,  chanting 
"  Razza-Ho  !  Ho-hod-ho-ho  .'"  or  words 
to  that  effect,  while  two  of  the  party  dodge 
between  the  ranks  and  cluck  like  poultry, 
after  which  all  rise,  knock  their  wooden 
shields  together  until  they  lose  further 
interest  in  the  affair,  and  stroll  away 
satiated. 

Mrs.  Keyveve.  Is  that  really  their  war- 
dance  ?  It 's  very  much  the  same  as  the 
marriage  dance,  isn't  it  P 

Mr.  Frivell  (a  contented  bachelor).  Yes ; 
subtle  beggars,  these  Somalis. 

'Arry  (during  the  Sham  Fight).  'Ark  at  one 
on  'em  'owlin'  "  Oo-oo-oo  I  "  he 's  took  bad 
agen .'  Good  ole  Mop  'Ed  got  one  in  that  time  ! 
"  Olla-olla-olla !  "—he's  sayin'  the  other  bloke 
'it  'im  on  the  jor. 

'Arriet.  There 's  one  keeps  sayin'  "  Pudd'n  " 
as  plain  as  possible.    There  agen — "  Pudd'n !  " 
d  jew  'im  ?     They  orter  bring    that   young 
SHAZABDER  chap  to  see   this;    he'd  feel  at 
'ome  'ere,  among  all  these  Injians,  wouldn'  'e  ? 
'Arry.  Theyain't  Injians—  they  're  Afrikins, 
didn't  you  know  that  much  ? 
'Arriet.  Oh,  you  're  so  partickler,  you  are ! 
Mrs.  Keyveve  (during  the  Dromedary  Race). 
How  seasick  one  must  feel  on  those  wobbly 
camels ! 

Mr.  Frivell.  The  Camel  has  been  beautifully 
called  the  "  Ship  of  the  Desert." 

A  Husband  (confidentially,  to  his  neigh- 
bour). Yer  know,  the  Missus  ain't  en/tyin'  all 
this,  she  aint — you  see.  I  '11  arsk  her,  and 
you  'ear  what  she  sez.  (To  his  "Missus.1  ) 
'Ow  d'yer  like  it,  eh,  Mother? 

His  "Missus"  (tvith  self-repression).  Oh — 
middlin'. 

Husband  (insistently).  Ah,  I  know  what  thit  means ;  yer  don't 
care  about  it.  Now,  do  yer  ? 

His  "  Missus."  It's  well  enough— in  its  way.  ( With  irrepressible 
candour.)  I'd  sooner  see  the  Mow'ork  Minstruels. 

Husband  (to  his  neighbour,  with  a  mixture  of  chagrin  and  com- 
placency). Didn't  I  tell  yer ?  That's  where  it  is.  I  don't  know  a 
more  severer  criteek  anywheres  than  what  my  ole  woman  is  ! 

Miss  Simpson.  Look  at  those  dear  ostriches  running-  after  one  an- 
other and  opening  their  beaks.    Now  that 's  not  imitation,  you  know ! 
'Arry  (with   his  characteristic  eye  for   analogy— as   the   entire 
caravan  parades  past  in  procession).  There  they  are,  yer  see  — 
Com  in'  'Oi/iefrom  Southend! 


"There  tLey  are,  yer  see—  Comiu'  'Oaie  from 
Southend  !  " 


SMALL  BY  DEOBEES  AND  BF.AirnFrn.LY  LESS.— Our  excellent  con- 
temporary the  Northern  Whig  allows  a  correspondent  to  call 
attention  to  the  nuisance  of  cycling  in  Malone  Paik.  Apparently 
our  "fellow-subjects  of  the  sister  kingdom  "  have  followed  the  lead 
of  "  the  beginners  of  Battersea,"  and  "  made  themselves  a  source  of 
annoyance  to  the  majority  of  people  resident  in  the  locality."  If 
"  the  nuisance  "  is  permitted,  the  correspondent  suggests  the  Park 
will  soon  be  deserted.  When  this  happens,  the  cyclist  can  appropri- 
ately alter  his  ride  (by  cutting  off  a  letter)  around  Malone  to  Alone. 


JDLT  6,  1895.] 
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OPERATIC    NOTES. 

ANOTHER  two  "  turns  "  and  PATTI  is  off.  Delightful  to  see  and 
hear  her  as  Zerlina  in  immortal  Opera  Don  (liavanni.  "  Patti 
Pat/i"  with  "Haiti  Batti,"  "  La  ci  darem,"  and  all  old 
admirably  sriven  and  heartily  encored.  After  one  of  the 
M  u.<, n:  MACINTYBE  walks  off  suddenly  as  if  in  search  of  lost 
pocket-handkerchief.  In  most  serious  moments  ever  a  twinkle 


"MABIO"  is  a  character  in  a  new  Opera  hy  "Auci  MACLEAH  ' 
(pretty  name,  but  nicer  if  it  were  "A  WASH  MECLF.AH"),  entitled 
Petniccia    (not    SHAKSDEABB'S   Pelrttrhw),  in    which    one    Mario 
is   "  Elrira'i  little  brother;"  and  »o,  postibly.  he  was  quite  an 
friends   infant  when  sitter  Elvira  was  cruelljr  treated  by  Don  fi'ioraani. 
encores   Also  in  this  new  Opera  appears  "  Elvira's  mother."    In  fact,  it  is 
rather  lucky  for  Don  that  he  has  gone  below  with  Stony  C'oro- 

. mendatore    to    Stony    Stratford,    or    elsewhere,    as    the    talented 

in  MAGGIE'S  eye,  and  twitch  at  the  corners  of  MAGGIE'S  month,  I'.'rira  family,  with  whom  is  associated  Itubino,  a  gentleman 
as  if  giving  audience  clearly  to  understand  that  she  is  "  only  "  formerly  betrothed  to  Elrlra"  would  moke  it  rather  too  hot 
purtenain'."  for  him. 

Second  Act.    Enter  PATTI  ;   sings,  pauses ;  wonders ;  sings  note,       Tuesday.— CLUCK'S  Orfeo.    "  Oen'lm'n,"  if  overtaken  with  wine, 
like  nightingale  summoning  mate ;  pauses  ;  again  wonders.     "  Some  as  was  Dari-.l  i'opperfield on  a  notable  occasion,  would  say,  "  O'luck 


BEVIONANI  beaming  but  bothered. 
Exit 


one  had  blundered 
cometh  not,"  they  said. 
PATTI,  shrugging  shoulders. 
Curtain  drops.  Very  short  Act. 
Audience,  amused,  applaud. 
Curtain  up  again.  BEVIONANI 
brightens.  Ke-enter  PATTI 
with  merry  Masetlo,  who  pri- 
vately explains  that  for  a  few 
moments  ne  had  lost  his  voice 
and  had  been  looking  for  it. 
Fortunately,  voice  found ;  in 
chest ;  quite  safe.  Surely  a 
little  modern  dramatic  polish 
might  be  used  to  furbish  up 
utterly  idiotic  old  -  fashioned 
stage-business  of  this  ancient 
Italian  Opera?  Eh,  Signer 
DRCBIOLANUS  ? 

In  the  trio  at  end  of  Act  II. 
somebody  got  off  the  line, 
and  audience,  determined  that 
they  would  be  better  for  a 
little  more  practice,  called 
Ma'am  Amxi,  Miss  MAGGIE, 
and  Master  BBOZEL  before  the 
curtain,  and  then  made  them 
go  through  their  exercise  once 
more.  Nothing  like  practice,  to  make  perfect. 


The  Statuesque  Commendatore  to  be  highly  commended  as  repre- 
sented by  aristocratic  M.VSNEBS.  New  Italian  Opera  proverb  "  Man- 
ners makes  the  Commendatore."  PATTI  at  premium.  Royalty 
Restored  to  Box.  Brilliant  night.  Crammed,  jammed  house. 

In  Lobby. — Much  agitation  among  ancient  Opera-goers  on  hearing 
report  that  MABIO  is  to  ting  here  on  Saturday  afternoon.  "  MABIO  1 " 
they  exclaim;  "impossible!"  Not  at  all:  it  turns  out  that  thin 


"  He  >  t'  you,"  that  if,  could  any  gentleman  in  such  state  be  possibly  ad- 
mitted to  Covent  Garden,  and 
could  dare  to  address  JULIA 
RAVOOLI,  admirable  as  Orfeo. 
Caralleria  to  follow. 

Thursday.— Madame  SEM- 
BBicn  nice  as  Violetta 
Tranata,  "were  t'other  dear 
charmer  away !  "  Very  hot 
night.  MANCTITELU  must  for 
once  have  wished  himself  a 
non-conductor;1  Result,  MAN- 
CINELLI  Melted. 

Friday.  —  A  delin  a  Xerlin  a 
Patti-cake  and  the  Im-Maurel 
Don  G.  Why  not  in  such 
hot  weather  give  opera  with 
ice  in  it ;  PATTI  in  skates  en 
Patti-neust." 

Saturday.  —  Welcome  to 
Madame  ALHANI,  our  Valen- 
tine in  what  WAOSTAFK  calls 
"  Lay  Hug-me-nott."  "  Not 
bad  title,"  he  explains ;  "  alter 
crowd  of  ecclesiastics  in  swear- 
ing scene,  pleasing  to  find  two 
principal  characters  are  'lay': 
not  'lay-figures'  but  lovers 
to  embrace  each  other  or 


Zrrl'na  Patti  accompanied  by  her  Squire  on  the  violoncello. 

not   permitted   by  hard  Fate  either 


any  opportunity  of  eloping  together ;  so  '  Hvg-me-not '  curiously 
applicable."  So  far,  WAOSTAFF.  Strong  cast  this  with  GICI.M 
RAVOGLI  as  Urbano  the  cage  of  music,  MELBA  as  Margherita  the 
Queen  with  the  top-notes  in  her  air  ;  JUPITKB-PLANQOH  as  Marcel, 
TAK  AONO  as  Hug-me-not  Raoul,  and  ANCOKA  as  Conte  de  Xerers- 
say-die.  Conducting  orchestral  army  to  victory,  Marshal  MAHCI- 
NELLI  is  Merry  and  Meritorious. 


THE  BOY  AND  THE  BAT. 

["  Who  may  describe  a  small  boy's  passion  for  his  but  F  " — Daily  Aeici. ] 
Jemmy  Silkins,  aged  Thirtten-and-a-half,  hquitur :  — 

I  'TE  won  it,  BILL,  I  've  won  it!    And  it 's  pooty  nigh  full  size! 

Leastways,  anyhow,  it  looks  it.     0.  I  tell  yer,  it 's  a  prize. 

Yaller-  backed,  BILL,  and  cane-'andled,  and  its  got  a  sort  o'  feel, 

As  yer  swing  it  wot  reminds  yer  ef  a  STODDABT  or  a  STKEL. 

Last  Saturday  as  ever  wos  I  turned  out  afore  tix, 

And  practised  in  our  back  yard,  wiv  three  lumps  o'  deal  for  "  sticks." 

Young  POLLY  she  bowled  to  me,  and  I  drove  'er,  and  I  out, 

And  "  swiped  over  the  Pervilion  " — which  I  mean  our  water-lutt. 

POLL  can  do  a  fair  round-armer/or  a  girl  and  no  mistake. 

And  the  '11  'ave  you,  middle-stumpo,  if  yer  don't  look  wide  awake. 

'Twos  the  day  of  our  School  Match,  BILL,  and  our  gaffer,  Mister 

BLOKE, 

'Ad  promised  a  cane-'andler  to  the  boy  as  made  top  rcore. 
Oh  I  tell  yer  I  meant  'aving  it,  if  practisin'  would  do, 
But  my  bat  'ad  split  a  lump  off,  and  it  seemed  to  'it  atkew. 
'Ow  can  yer  "keepa  straight  bat"  when  your  bat  itself  aint  straight? 
But  we  did  our  level  best,  BILL,  me  an'  POLLY. 

Atonr/ote 

Out  at  Petersham  I  tell  you  as  we  done  the  thing  to  rights. 
None  o'  yer  'at-an'-ooat  piles  for  the  wickets,  as  is  sights 
A  cricketer  cocks  snooks  at,  when  'e  knows  the  real  game. 
No  penny  injy-ruhber  and  a  elub  I    Though,  all  the  same, 
Wiv  a  second-'and  stripped  tennis-ball,  a  little  on  the  lop, 
Or  even  a  ha'penny  woodeny,  an'  the  chump  end  of  a  mop, 
And  my  jacket  on  a  stick  for  stump,  1  've  'ad  a  lot  of  fun, 
And  wiv  such  on  Gosling  Green,  BILL,  I  fust  larned  to  'it  an'  ran. 
But  to-day  we  did  it  different.     Real  stumps  was  pitched  0.  K., 
We  'd  a  scoring-sheet,  and  umpire  !    We  'd  a  red  new  ball  to  play, 
As  it  seemed  a  fin  to  slog  at,  'cos  it  took  the  pooty  out ; 
But  I  tell  yer  we  forgot  that  wiv  the  fust  good  'it  and  shout. 


Lanky  STEVE  'e  made  that  'it,  'e  did.    It  scooted  past  long  slip, 

At  forty  mile  a  hour  or  so.    That  STEVE  can  make  'em  skip. 

He  tops  me  by  a  'ed.  too,  and  I  feared  he  'd  cop  the  bun. 

Yus,  I  thought  the  Bat  was  his'n  when  he  M  piled  up  twenty-one ! 

/wanted  fanning,  BILLY,  when  I  ups  and  takes  my  block, 

And  the  ball  came  thunderin'  at  me  like  a  little  earthquake  shock. 

Seemed  heverywhere,  yet  nowhere,  if  you  understand  me,  BILLY. 

And  pitched  just  in  that  orkud  spot  as  always  knceka  yer  filly. 

Coming  off  the  pitch  like  pickles,  as  though  aiming  at  yer  heye ; 

But  I  pulls  myself  together  for  a  volley,  an'  let  tly. 

And  fust  thing  I  knowed  I  heard  it  busting  'ard  agin  the  fence ; 

And  I  felt  I  'd  scored  a  boundary,  and  the  cheering  wos  emense. 

Then  BILLY  I  lammed  into  'em !    They  came  as  easy  then 

As  little  POLLY'S  easiest  lobs.    BILLY,  they  called  hut  "  Men !  " 

"  The  next  man  in  wos  BILKINS  "  the  reporter  sex  —that 's  me  !— 

"  An'  e's  a  young  phenomenon,  a  infant  \V.  ( ;. 

Who  piled  his  quarter-century  in  fair  Doctorial  form !  " — 

Just  fancy  !    But  them  scribbling  chaps  ran  pile  it  thick  and  warm. 

I  won  that  Bat  "owever  with  a  score  of  twenty-five^ 

And  POLLY — in  the  Press-tent ! — wos  the  'appiest  girl  alive 

While  as  for  mt !    0  BILLY,  when  I  drawea  it  from  the  baize, 

Caught  the  whiff  of  the  freth  willow  !-well  the  world  looked  all  a 


If  "  the  Doctor  "  feels  much  'appier  when  Aw  Testimonial  ejmes— 
Well,  though  'e 's  the  pet  of  England,  me  a  urchin  from  the  slums, 
I  jist  guess  he  '11  hunderst and  me !    Ony  wish  I  'd  got  a  hob 
To  send  the  Tell/graft,  BILL.    I  should  soon  be  on  the  job. 
Ain't  GRACE  a  'Oly  Stunner ;  and  the  Pride  o'  the  Pervilion  ? 
Well  I  'ope  'is  Testyiaonial  will  run  up  to  a  Million  '. ! 
And  when  he  makes  his  next  "  Century  "  may  /  be  there  to  see  !- 
Wich  the  Master  says  he  '11  take  me,  now  I  'm  called  ' '  Young  W.  G." 

How  TO  FIX  THE  HAPPY  DAY.— Q.  When's  the  best  day  for  a 
wedding  ?    A.  Why,  cf  course,  "  A  ll'eddin'i  day." 
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UNLUCKY   SPEECHES. 

Host.  "  You  'LL  HAVE  A  NICE  DRIVE  HOME  I  " 
Ghaut.  "YES  ;  THAT  's  THE  BEST  OF  IT  I" 


supplied  daily  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  and 
have  a  large  stock  always  at  hand  on  the  pre- 
mises. Why,  our  greenhouses  are  the  finest 
in  London.  Will  you  want  any  other  costume 
to-day? 

Lady.  Only   one  for  a   small   dance   to- 
morrow.   I  want  something  cool  and  quiet. 

Modiste.  You  can  scarcely  do  better  than 
wear  a  costume  d'Eden,  or  as  it  is  facetiously 
ermedin  England,  "  a  dress  for  EVE."  It 
s  an  arrangement  in  oak  leaves  and  apples  a 
a  mode  de  la  premiere  femme  da  monde. 

Lady.  Very  well.    Let  me  have  it  home  by 
eleven. 

Modiste.  You  can  depend  upDn  my  punctu- 
ality,  Madame.    If  yon  are  careful  not  to 
darce  too  much  it  will  last  until  2  A.M.,  and 
>ermit  of  your  partaking  of  supper.    I  would 
lot  say  this  with  confidence  of  all  the  gowns 
!  turn  out,  lut  in  this  instance  you  will  find 
eaves   stronger   than   flowers.     And   now, 
tfadame,  permit  me  to  take  your  measure. 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  mysteries  of  the  toilet. 


DRESS  A  LA  PREMIERE  MODE. 

(A  Dialogue  Pastoral  and  Sartorial.) 

SCENE— A  Boudoir.    PHESENT— A  Lady  and 
her  Modiste.    TIME— The  passing  hour. 

Mudiste.  No,  Madame,  it  is  utterly  impos- 
sible for  you  to  wear  silks  and  satins.  They 
have  quite  gone  out. 

Ladv.  But  hasn't  alpaca  come  in  a  little  ? 

Mvditte.  Scarcely.  It  may  be  used  for 
divided  skirts  at  Battersea  Park,  but  it  is  not 
really  recognised. 

Lady.  Then  what  am  I  to  wear  ? 

Modiste.  Flowers,  Madame,  flowers.  Of 
course  they  should  be  fixed  on  foundations, 
but  they  arc  the  only  materials  used  at  the 
present  time. 


Ladi/.  Are  they  not  rather  expensive  ? 

Modiste.  Well.no.  I  shall  not  charge  more 
for  them  than  velvet  or  brecide.  And,  o1 
course,  if  you  choose  to  wear  ycur  dresses 
more  than  once,  your  maid  can  get  them  re- 
novated with  new  flowers  at  analmcstfabulou: 
reduction. 

Lady.  I  do  not  think  a  gown  ever  looks  wel. 
when  worn  a  second  time. 

Mcdiste.  Quite  s->,  Madame ;  quite  so, 
Well,  would  you  like  a  charming  dress  o: 
pink  hyacinths,  with  bishop's  sleevej  o: 
Oloire  de  Dijon  roses?  The  skirt  would  be 
of  variegated  lilac. 

Lady.  But  could  you  get  the  material  Lr 
the  floral  combination  ? 

Modiste.  Oh  dear  yes,  Madane!  Since  the 
i  fashion  for  real  flowers  has  come  in  we  are 


AFTER  THE  CONGRESS  WAS  OVER. 
'A  Strange  Fragment  dealing  with  a  Mystery.) 

EVEBY  important  question  that  could  be 
considered  had  been  thoroughly  examined 
and  decided.  The  delegates,  who  had  come 
from  North,  South,  East  and  West,  had  ex- 
pressed their  satisfaction  with  everything 
they  had  teen  in  London.  As  for  the  British 
Empire  generally,  their  admiration  knew  no 
hounds.  "  It  was  magnificent."  '  It  was 
beautiful."  "  It  was  grand."  And  yet  when 
they  prepared  to  take  their  departure  there 
was  a  shade  of  disappointment  upon  their  ex- 
pressive countenances. 

"  IwishlcDuldhaveunderstoodit,"  said  one. 

"  It  would  have  been  a  triumph  of  ingenuity 
to  have  comprehended  it,"  observed  another. 

"  The  queries  of  the  Egyptian  Sphinx  were 
the  easiest  of  conundrums.!  in  comparison, 
added  a  third. 

And  others  chimed  in  to  the  same  effect. 
But  to  the  very  last  the  delegates  tried  their 
best  to  solve  the  problem.  At  length  the 
company  departed.  The  hall  in  which  the 
great  assembly  had  been  held  was  empty. 
There  was  one  striking  object  in  the  deserted 
apartment.  It  wa  s  a  book— a  yellow-  covered 
book.  Evidently  it  had  been  much  read. 
But,  in  spite  of  the  fingering,  there  was  no 
distinct  evidence  that  the  full  meaning  of  its 
contents  had  been  grasped  by  anyone. 

In  the  quiet  of  the  night  the  moonbeams 
illuminated  the  title-page. 

The  volume  that  rested  so  securely  with  its 
knowledge  carefully  concealed  between  its 
paper  covers  was  Bradshaw's  Railway 
Guide. 

WHO  WOULDN'T  BE  AH  ALDBBMAK  ?— I  have 
often  wished  to  be  an  Alderman,  and,  after 
reading  the  following  extract  from  the  Bir- 
mingham Daily  Gazette,  I  have  fired  upon 
West  Bromwich  as  the  scene  of  my  aldermanic 
labours.  It  must  be  glorious  to  joke  with 
Buch  ea«e : — 

"A  WEST  BROMWICH   ALDERMAN'S  JOKE. — 
Yesterday  morning  when    the    Wtst    Bromwich 
guardians  entered   the   Board  Room  at  the  West 
Bromwich  Workhouse,  the  blinds  were  all  drawn 
and  as  a  consequence  the  room  presented  a  ver; 
gloomy  appearance.     The  business  was  about  to 
be   commenced,  when    Alderman    K.    WILLIAMS 
objected    to    the  blinds  being  lowered.     He  in 
quired  whether  thfir  lowering  had  a  political  Big 
nificance,  and  whether  the  house  was  in  mourning 
for  the  death  of  the  Radical  Upvernment.     If  hi 
assumptioa   was  true  he    considered  they  shoul 
not  commence  the  business  until  the  blinds  were 
raised      (Laughter.}     Two   of  the   largfst  blinds 
\vtre  then  raised,  but  eix  others  were  allowed  t 
remuiu  down." 
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S 


OMNISCIENCE. 

Son  of  the  House.  "I  'M  GOING  TO  OXFORD  FOR  A  WEEK,  MARY,  so 

MIND  AND  SEND  MY  LETTERS  THEKB.       YOU  KNOW  WHERE  OXFORD  IS?" 

Mary  Elizabeth  Jane  (the  smart  new  Parlourmaid  who  knows  every- 
thing). "YES,  SIR.    CAMBRIDGE,  OF  COURSE  I" 


KOUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

SOME  of  us  like  our  English  short,  others  prefer  it  expanded. 
Soaie  of  ua,  for  instance,  might  eay  that  "  NEBO  fiddled  while  Rome 
burnt."  But  this  hald  statement  is  obviously  quite  onsuited  to  the 
decorative  instincts  of  the  age,  for  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  only  last 
week,  I  read  that  "a  notorious  Roman  Emperor  is  credited  with  the 
performance  of  a  violin  eolo  during  the  raging  of  a  serious  conflagra- 
tion in  the  heart  of  his  capital.  The  omission  of  NERO'S  name 
gives  to  this  sentence  a  delicate  parliamentary  flavour,  which  brings 
it  absolutely  up  to  date. 

Bur  what  a  noble  example  it  is !  Henceforward,  for  instance,  if  it 
should  ever  fall  to  my  lot  to  write  about  HESHY  THE  EIGHTH  of 
England,  I  shall  feel  a  mere  fool  if  I  state  that  he  married  seven 
wives.  No,  no.  A  British  monarch,  celebrated  in  the  books  of  the 
historians  as  the  Eighth,  and  hitherto  the  last  of  his  name,  is  re- 
ported, on  the  authority  of  the  Ecclesiastical  registers  of  his  time,  to 
have  entertained  so  warm  and  overpowering  an  affection  for  the  con- 
nubial condition  commonly  known  as  matrimony,  as  to  have  entered 
into  it  with  a  comparatively  light  heart  on  as  many  occasions  as 
would  equal  the  sum  total  of  predecessors  bearing  his  name  who 
have  supported  the  burden  of  the  crown  of  these  realms.  For  a  very 
slight  increase  of  salary  I  am  prepared  to  double  the  length  of  this 
sentence  without  adding  a  single  fact  to  it. 

HERE,  too,  is  a  delightful  extract  from  a  gorgeously  illustrated 
volume  issued  by  a  firm  of  house-agents  in  praise  of  what  they  very 
properly  term  "an  imposing  structure  in  red  brick."  "It  is  diffi- 
cult," they  declare  (and  after  reading  their  description  one  can  well 
believe  it)  "to  conceive  a  more  replete  Town  Mansion,  embodying 
such  artistic  and  delicate  schemes  of  decoration,  one  where  wealth  has 
wrought  such  a  revelation  of  harmonious  and  fitly  fitments,  or 
where  the  studious  consideration  of  the  minutest  detail  contributing 
to  health,  enjoyment  and  comfort  has  been  more  completely  mani- 
fested. This,  combined  with  its  advantageous  position  removed  from 
any  main  thoroughfare  with  its  accompanying  turmoil,  renders  it  a 
perfect  dwelling  and  an  idealistic  London  Home." 


No  more  by  White  Star  or  by 
Onion 

I  leave  my  native  land  to  roam. 
I '  ve  purchased  and  I  occupy  an 

Idealistic  London  Home. 

Last  year  my  London  I  to  quit 

meant; 

Bat  now,  with  all  an  owner's 
pride, 


I  gaze  upon  each  fitly  fitment, 
And,  lo,  desire  for  flight  has 
died. 

Place  me  where  schemes  of  deco- 
ration [increase, 
Give  both  to  Art  and  Health 
Where  Wealth   has  wrought   a 

Revelation  — 
I  ask  no  more,  I  rest  in  peace. 


NEXT  let  as  contemplate  a  pure  gem  of  descriptive  English  from  a 
sporting  contemporary.  It  occurs  in  an  account  of  the  athletic  contest 
between  Cambridge  University  and  the  United  Hospital* : — 

Scarcely  a  cloud  flecked  the  blue  heaven  yesterday  afternoon,  and  a 
da/zlinic  sky  burnished  the  Stamford  Bridge  grounds  into  an  acre  of  reflected 
sunshine.  What  a  pleasant  foot  the  Irj -!  of  the  premier  athletic  club  on 
which  to  hold  athletic  revels  I  It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  the  people 
would  show  a  front  at  the  carnival.  So  much  to  do  nowadays,  what  with 
cycling  at  Hurlingham,  and  the  Beauty  wheel  show  on  the  Bow  in  Batters** 
Park.  Equal  to  the  occasion  though  proved  many  English  girls,  and  it  was 
pleasing  indeed  to  note  their  presence  in  the  pavilion  and  enclosures.  Bold 
as  Britannia  a«  a  rule  in  this,  the  nineteenth  century.  And  don't  forget  this, 
innocent  as  a  posy  all  the  while.  .  .  .  Think  of  this  now.  W.  MINDLK- 
sox  (C.L'.A.C.),  but  by  birth  a  New  Kealunder,  risrunitively  speaking,  gazed 
on  the  ruins  (long  jump  ruins,  of  course)  of  Hriti-hers  at  Stamford  Bridge. 
It  was  with  a  quickened  pulse  that  one  watched  the  Hurdle  Race.  Ton  our 
soul  'twas  a  difficult  problem  to  solve  a  few  steps  from  home  to  tell  which 
would  win,  PILKINOTO.V  or  Low«.  The  flag  went  up  for  the  visitor  from  the 
banks  of  the  Cam.  Nevertheless,  no  one  can  assert  but  that  the  medical 
banner  remained  hoisted  at  the  truck  in  honour  of  their  representatives. 
Ciullant  seconds  !  . .  .  Of  course  H.  A.  MVNKO  gave  us  a  taste  of  his  quality 
in  the  Three  Miles.  Verily  he  ran  as  though  able  to  keep  up  pacing  from 
sunrise  to  sunset.  'Twos  a  glorious  victory  that  he  gained.  Neither  must 
the  plucky  bid  made  by  HORAN  be  forgotten.  Ah!  if  he  had  only  been 
M  rxuo  !  But  he  wasn't,  so  there  was  no  use  in  thinking  about  that. 

How  melancholy  are  these  might-have-beens.  If  NAPOLEON  had 
only  been  WELLINGTON.  Bat  he  wasn't.  So  there  was  no  use  in 
thinking  about  that. 

HENLEY  Regatta,  I  understand,  is  to  be  an  international  festival 
this  year.  A  Dutch  crew  has  entered  for  the  Thames  Cup,  but  it  is 
not  stated  that  they  carry  a  broom  in  their  bows.  Nor  is  it  to  be 
inferred  that  they  will  make  a  clean  sweep  of  the  prize.  Betides 
many  English  crews  they  will  meet  a  crew  from  France.  Then  from 
Toronto  c  >me  four  Argonauts  sailing  not  for  the  Golden  Fleece,  bnt 
for  the  Stewards'  Challenge  Cup ;  and  from  Ithaca,  N.T.,  eight 
modern  Trojans,  undergraduates  of  Cornell  University,  have  set  oat 
intent  on  the  capture  of  the  Grand  Challenge  Cup.  To  all  of  them 
Mr.  Punch  extends  the  right  hand  of  good  fellowship,  though, 
being  British  to  the  backbone,  he  cannot  wish  for  their  tnumph  over 
his  own  gallant  oarsmen.  And  amongst  these  he  especially  welcomes 
Mr.  C.  \y.  KENT,  the  Hero  of  Leander,  who,  having  four  times 
stroked  his  crew  to  victory,  is  once  more  seated  on  the  slide  of  honour 
todef  end  possession  of  the  Grand, — KKNT,  the  pride  of  joyous  Moulsey, 
whom  at  his  birth  the  Fates  endowed  with  the  triple  gifts  of  cunning, 
resource  and  courage,  bidding  him  wield  an  indomitable  oar  in  un- 
defeated crews.  As  when  a  fox,  emerging  from  the  tangled  covert 

But  I  cannot  pursue  the  Virgiliau  method  any  further.  Let  the  event 
next  week  speak  for  itself.  Here  's  luck  all  round,  and  may  the 
best  crew  be  an  English  one.  In  any  case,  may  the  best  crew  win. 

THE  gentlemen  from  Cornell  have  brought  over  with  them,  in 
addition  to  their  boats  and  oars,  a  terrible  battle-cry,  "  Cornell,  jell, 
yell,  I  yell  Cornell."  Manifestly  the  members  of  the  London  Rowing 
Club  cannot  model  themselves  on  this,  for  to  err,  "Loadon,  done, 
done.  I'm  done,  London"  would,  I  trust,  be  as  inappropriate  as  it 
would  certainly  be  discouraging. 

MY  recent  investigations  into  the  condition  of  some  of  our  great 
provincial  cities  lead  me  to  the  depressing  belief  that  something  is 
always  wrong  with  some  of  their  streets.  Here,  for  instance,  is 
"NEMO"  writing  to  the  Manchester  Guardian  to  complain  that 
"on  Saturday  evening  the  Bury  New  Road  was  filthy,  whilst  the 
odour  was  equal  to  that  of  the  Ship  Canal,  bat  different  Formerly 
there  seemed  to  he  an  effort  made  to  have  the  road  brushed  up  on 
Friday  ready  for  Saturday  and  Sunday,  when  thousands  of  well- 
dressed  and  happy  people — Jew  and  Gentile — promenade  it  on  their 
way  to  bree/y  Kersal  Moor."  But  why,  may  I  ask,  should  there  be 
no  well-dressed  and  happy  Christians  promenading  on  their  way  to 
Kersal  Moor  ?  It  may  be  that  they  have  followed  our  local  repre- 
sentatives," who,  "NEMO"  suggests,  "are  enjoying  their  holidays, 
or  are  immersed  in  golf,"  which  I  take  to  be  a  delicate  euphemism 
for  bunkered. 


A  LiTE-AT-XioHT  RiDDL?. — Q.  Why  is  it  probable  that  the 
supper  provided  by  the  Royal  Academicians  for  their  guests  at  their 
soiree  would  be  chiefly  or  entirely  vegetarian  ?  A.  Because  all  the 
dishes  are  "  R.  A.  dishes." 
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THE    TRUE    TEST. 

First  Screever  (stopping  before  a  Pastel  in  a  Picture-dealer's  window''.    "  ULLO    'ERIIEKT 
LOOK  'ERE  I    CHALKS  I " 

Second  Screever.    "An,  VERY  TRICKT,   I   DESSAY.     Bur  YOU   SET  THAT  CHAP  ON   THE 

PlVEMBNT    ALONGSIDE    O1    YOU    AN'   ME,    TO    BROR    'AHF    A    SALMON    AN'   A   NEMPTY   'AT     AN' 

WHERE  'up  'is  BE?"  First  Scrcever.   "Am"  [Exeunt  ambo. 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

Is  it  well  to  temper  justice  with  j.j 
This  important  question  has  been  settled  in 
the  affirmative  in  many  courts  of  law,  hut  it 
has  been  left  for  his  Honour,  Judge  EDOE,  to 
use  his  own  name  (instead  of  somebady  else's) 
in  the  playful  manner  requisite  to  (xcite 

'  laughter  m  the  Court."  A  solicitor  recently 
took  upon  himself  to  argue  with  his  Honour 
m  the  Plymouth  County  Court  a  question  of 

osts  in  respect  of  a  case  heard  some  months 

ice.  He  conducted  his  argument  with  much 

warmth  and  inaccuracy.    This  combination 


of  bad  law  and  bad  temper  enabled  the  Judge 
to  score  an  easy  victory.  "  Stand  down," 
said  his  Honour ;  "  if  you  play  with  edged 
tools  you  must  pay  for  it."  Thus  triumphed 
the  Law  and  the  Judge,  and  once  more  un- 
quenchable laughter  arose  amongst  the  blessed 
gods  "  up  in  the  gallery. 

THE  British  earthquake  has  been  sadly 
neglected.  Therefore  Mr.  CHARLES  DAVISON, 
M.A.,  i.G.S.,  of  Birminsham,  is  writing  a 
Hiftory  of  the  British  Earthquakes  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century.  With  a  view  to  add  to 
the  completeness  of  this  work,  he  has  appealed 


to  the  readers  of  the  Western  Daily  Mercury 
for  "notices  of  British  earthquakes,  either 
past  or  future,  of  any  kind  and  from  any 
place  whatever."  He  specially  desires  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  earthquakes  "  of  which 
descriptions  appear  in  the  local  press,  or  entries 
are  made  in  private  diaries."  All  local  papers 
should  at  once  start  a  special  earthquake 
column—"  Earthquakes  Day  by  Day,"  or 
"  Yesterday's  Earthquakes  "—and  writers  of 
diaries  would  do  well  to  dive  into  the  past. 
There  are  so  many  remarkable  phenomena  not 
otherwise  recorded.  Here  is  one.  "  Dined 
with  BROWN  last  night.  Insisted  on  walking 
home,  instead  of  taking  BROWN'S  advice  and 
a  cab.  Had  not  gone  far  when  strange  thing 
happened.  Pavement  suddenly  upheaved  and 
hit  me  violent  blow  on  forehead.  Fell  proi- 
trate.  Taken  home  in  dazed  condition  by 
friendly  policeman.  No  tame  to  observe  affect 
of  earthquake  on  adjoining  houses.  Shock 
very  short,  but  exceedingly  severe.  In  bed 
all  day.  Large  bruise  on  forehead.  Headache, 
&c."  There  must  be  many  interesting  entries 
of  this  kind  in  diaries  which  will  afford  valu- 
able material  for  Mr.  DAVISON'S  work.  As 
to  "  notice  of  future  earthquakes,"  which  he 
requests,  perhaps  the  Meteorological  Office, 
the  Geological  Society  and  Zadkiel  will 
kindly  oblige  with  probable  dates  and  other 
information. 


WIZARD  AND  WHILES.— Long  life  to  the 
Glasgow  Sir  Walter  Scott  Club  I  It  "  pro- 
motes the  study  of  Sir  WALTER'S  life  and 
writings,  and  encourages  a  more  familiar 
acquaintance  with  the  localities  rendered 
classic  by  his  pen."  Ninety  members  set  off 
the  other  day  to  Edinburgh,  and  drove  in  four- 
-in-hands  to  the  "beechy  grove"  at  Melville 
Castle,  the  Esk  and  DRUMMOND'S  Hawthorn- 
den,  and  then  on  to  the  cattle  and  chapel  at 
Roslin.  Lunch  at  Dalkeith,  dinner  at  the 
Balmoral  Hotel  at  Edinburgh,  and  back  re- 
joicing at  eventide  to  Glasgy,  "  after  the 
happiest  and  most  successful  excursion  in 
the  history  of  the  club."  This  is  the  way  to 
keep  up  the  dignity  of  literature.  Far  better 
than  knighthoods  1  An  excursion  "  under  the 
presidency  of  the  genial  Sheriff  SPENS,"  too  ; 
no  Sheriff  SAVES  this  time ;  and  a  dinner  at 
the  Balmoral  to  wind  up — it's  a  Talisman 
to  make  the  heart  of  Midlothian  leap  up  I 

A  MUSICAL  TREAT.  A  PRONOUNCEMENT 
AND  A  HINT.— Herr  NIKISCH'S  performance 
is  so  brilliant,  and  has  so  much  real  fire  in  it, 
as  to  have  given  rise  to  the  suggestion  that, 
to  express  the  diablerie  of  his  effects,  both 
syllables  of  his  name  should  be  short,  and 
that  his  style  should  be  henceforward  known 
as  the  "Old  Niekish"  manner.  When  the 
chane3  recurs,  go  and  hear  the  symphony  by 
TscHAlKowsxr.  Only  be  prepared.  To  pro- 
nource  this  name  correctly  you  must  take 
pungent  snuff  and  sneeze  violently  while  try- 
ing to  utter  the  word  "  Whisky."  Take  care 
to  hive  a  medical  man  ready  at  hand ;  also  a 
tailor,  with  needle,  thread,  and  buttons. 

FBOM  the  South  Wales  Daily  News:— 

AS    Groom,    Coachman,     or    Groom-Gardener, 
plain:    wife   good   Cook;    or  otherwise,    if 
required.    Good  references. 
"  Or  otherwise,  if  required,"  is  delicious.  She 
would  be  a  bad  cook  or  an  indifferent  one 
if  required."    So  convenient ! 


Half-and-Half. 
(After  Reading  some  recent  Political  Speeches.) 

ALTHOUGH  in  the  queer  Party  story 
There 's  many  a  turn,  and  many  a  twist; 

'  Ti>  strange  to  see  JOSEPH  half  Tory, 
And  SALISBURY  half  Socialist ! 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY   M.P. 
House  if  Commons,   Man/lay,  June  i-l. — Back  to-day  from  the 
booming  Baltic  to  wan  Westminster.  Given  up  the  company  of  Kings 


r 


Jesse,  the  Pilot-Engine,  clears  the  Line ! 

and  Queens  which  formed  Don  CURBIB'S daily  fare;  descended  to level 
of  Commons.  And  what  a  state  of  things  to  come  back  to !  Left 
less  than  a  fortnight  aero,  with  House  in  almost  comatose 
state.  Even  the  Busy  B's  had  ceased  to  hum.  TANNKB  no 
longer  disturbed  at  hour  of  midnight  by  poignant  curiosity 
as  to  when  the  Dook  would  retire.  SILOMIO,  his  head  ban- 
daged after  latest  buffeting  by  EDWABD  GREY  and  SYDNEY 
BUXTON,  temporarily  silent.  ALPHEUS  CLEOPHAS  for  awhile 
content  with  management  of  House  by  "my  right  hon. 
friend  the  CHANCELLOB  OF  EXCHEQUER."  In  a  moment, 
in  the  twinkling  of  ST.  JOHN  BRODRICK'S  eye,  crisis  and 
chaos  come.  Ministry  blown  up  with  charge  of  cordite, 
surreptitiously  brought  in ;  concealed  under  Front  Opposi- 
tion Bench  ;  fired  in  the  dinner  hour. 

"Cordite?"  said  TOMLINSON.  "What  is  this  cordite 
they  're  all  talking  about  ?  Thought  it  was  something  they 
made  trousers  of." 

"No,  no,"  said  Private  HANBTTBT,  up  in  all  military 
matters.  "  You  're  thinking  of  corduroy. 

House  crowded  from  furthest  bench  of  side  galleries  to 
gangway  steps  on  floor.  A  buzz  of  excitement  completes 
fulness  of  chamber.  Only  two  empty  seats.  These  on  front 
benches,  where  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  and  PRINCB  ARTHUR 
were  wont  to  face  each  other.  JOSEPH'S  seat  below  gangway 
tilled  by  COURTNEY,  who,  in  honour  of  occasion,  has  put  on  a 
white  waistcoat  and  a  smile.  Wears  both  throughout  pro- 
ceedings. A  loud  cheer  welcomes  arrival  of  PRINCE  ABTH UR 
looking  graver  thsn  usual.  Three  minutes  later  another  rings 
forth,  and  the  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  enters  with  slow  step  and 
countenance  set,  suitable  to  the  obsequies  of  an  assassinated 
Ministry.  JESSE  CoLLlsas  comes  in;  startled  by  cheer  from 
Irish  Members. 

"  JOE  's  not  far  off,"  said  TIM  HEALT,  grimly.  "  In  times 
like  these  sends  JKSSE  on  ahead,  like  the  pilot-engine  that 
goes  before  CZAR'S  train.  If  there  were  any  murderous  plot 
on  hand,  by  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY  or  any  other  brigand,  the 
blameless  figure  of  JESSE  would  be  blown  into  space,  and 
JOSEPH  would  proceed  on  his  journey  with  his  hair  unsinged." 

On  stroke  of  half-past  three  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  made 
formal  announcement  of  familiar  fact  that  Government  had 
resigned ;  THE  MARKISS  had  been  sent  for ;  Ministers  kept 
their  places  only  till  their  successors  were  appointed. 

"I  would  ask  leave  to  say."  the  SQUIRE,  with  unwonted 
tremor  in  his  voice,  observed,  bringing  to  close  his  brief, 


business-like  speech,  "  that  for  every  man  who  has  taken  part  in 
the  noble  conflict  of  Parliamentary  life,  the  chiefest  of  all  am- 
bitions, whether  in  a  majority  or  in  a  minority,  must  be  to  stand 
well  with  the  House  of  Commons." 

How  in  this  respect  the  Leader  of  the  House  through  two  Sessions 
of  peculiar  difficulty  stands  with  both  tides,  testified  to  by  a 
ringing  cheer,  repeated  when  I'KISCK  Ainimi,  who  always  does 
these  things  well,  voiced  the  common  feeling  as  he  recognised  in  the 
blushing  Sue  i  HE  "one  of  the  greatest  ornaments  of  this  HIM 

"  That  's  all  very  well,  TOBY,"  said  the  SQUIHK,  when  I  offered  him 
my  congratulations  on  deliverance  from  a  situation  long  become  in- 
tolerable. "  You  put  it  prettily.  But  I  hope  the  experience  of  the 
last  fortnight  will  oe  a  lesson  to  you.  You  hadn't  been  gone  a  week 
and  two  days  when  the  cordite  bomb  was  exploded.  Never  forget 
what  you  must  have  learned  in  your  nursery  kennel  : 

When  1he  dog'i  away  ] 
The  rati  will  pUy." 

All  business  set  aside.  All  Bills  dropped  cave  Seal  Fisheries.  This 
Cap*  en  TOMMY  BOWLES,  master  of  himself  though  Ministers  fall, 
proceeds  to  discuss  as  calmly  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  Whilst 
other  Members  already  have  their  eyes  on  their  constituencies  and 
their  faces  towards  the  door,  TOMMY,  buttonholing  Time  as  it  were 
with  his  hooked  arm,  leisurely  discusses  the  close  season  for  Seal 
Fishing. 

ne.  —  The  Government's. 


.  —  House  met  again,  expecting  further  particulars  about 
the  Ministerial  crisis.  Benches  full,  but  not  so  crowded  as  yester- 
day. Again  the  SQUIRE,  PRINCE  ARTHUB,  and  JOSEPH  absent.  The 
two  latter  not  expected.  When  they  reappear  they  will  sit  bide  by 
side  on  Treasury  Bench.  >  But  where  was  the  SQUIRE  P 

Preliminary  business  finished.  House  waiting  for  next  move. 
Must  be  made  by  SQUIBE.  Where  was  he  '<  Members  tossed  about 
on  seats.  All  eyes  strained  towards  rpace  behind  SPEAKER'S  chair, 
whence  Ministers  approaching  Treasury  Bench  emerge.  Minutes 
passed  ;  SQUIRE  still  tarried.  Horrible  rumour  that  cordite  had 
done  fresh  stroke  of  work.  FREDERICK  MILKER  taid  he  dis- 
tinctly heard  sound  of  explosion  in  neighbourhood  of  room  of  Leader 
of  House.  Another  report  was  that  SQUIBB  had  been  kidnapped, 
i-hipped  "If  to  distant  colony  by  direction  of  new  SECBETARY  OF 
STATE.  Whilst  probability  if  these  wild  guesses  balanced,  SO.CIKK 
entered,  whole  and  hale.  Had  been  waiting  to  hear  from  THE 
MARKISS.  Nothing  had  come,  so  must  adjourn. 

Business  dune.  —  House  adj<  urned. 


THKIR  Xnw  SUITS. 

Admiral  O-sch-n.  "Oh,  I  say,  Joey  old  man,  what  a  comical  costume!    It  dots 
make  me  laugh !  " 

Colonial  Ch-mb-rl-n.  "  Well,  hang  it,  Jokey  old  boy,  you  can't  say  much  !  " 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JULY  6,  1895. 


Wednesday. — All  settled:  SQUIRE  announces  that  MABKISS  haf 
undertaken  to  form  new  Ministry.  Writs  moved  for  elections  to  fill 
vacancies  consequent  on  acceptance  of  office.  Amongst  them  West 
Birmingham.  JOSEPH  having  undertaken  to  care  for  the  Colonies. 
Prospect  of  "Oar  JOE."  as  SAGE  op  QUEEN  ANNE'S  GATE  affection- 
ately callshim,  sitting  in  Cabinet  Council  with  THE  MABKISS.  strangely 
moves  House.  Irish  Members  in  particular  give  vent  to  feelings  in 
cries  that  forebode  lively  times  for  new  Minister. 

House  lost  crowded  appearance  of  earlier  days  of  week.  Interest 
already  transferred  to  constituencies.  GOEST  among  absentees.  SARK 
looking  for  him  everywhere.  Been  rending  article  in  magazine  where 
GOBST  writes: — "  A  ladv  resident  in  East  London  informed  me  that 
she  once  knew  a  man  who  was  attending  fourteen  doctors  at  the  same 
time.  The  man  died." 

SABK  wants  to  know  what  was  the  matter  with  the  doctors  ?  Why 
the  man  was  attending  them  ?  And  whether  this  is  cited  as  case  of 
overwork,  or  of  death  resulting  from  infectious  disease  ? 

The  worst  of  SARK  is  that  his  curiosity  is  almost  feminine  in  its 
intensity. 

Business  done.— Foundation  stones  of  new  Ministry  laid. 


House   of  Lords,    Thursday.— Quite    a 


crowded  House.  THE 
MAHKISS,  not  seen 
in  his  place  since  he 
became  Prime  Min- 
ister, now  there 
faced  by  ROSEBEBY. 
Large  attendance 
and  eager  interest 
explained  by  at- 
tempt to  purloin 
Seals  of  SECRETARY 
OF  STATE  FOE  WAR. 
In  dim  and  distant 
future  this  likely 
to  rank  with  the 
Diamond  Necklace 
Affair.  SAEK,  who 


Radical  newspapers 
on  incident,  tells  me 
all  about  it. 

As  soon  as  Vote 
of  Censure  passed 
on  CAWMELL-BAN- 
NEBMAN,  MAEKISS 
became  possessed 
of  uncontrollable 
passion  for  instant 
possession  of  hia 
seals  of  office.  How 
was  it  to  be  done  ? 
CAWMELL  a  Scotch- 
man ;  not  easy  to 
get  loose  property 
out  of  his  grip. 
MABKISS,  instinct 
with  influences  of 
fpacious  times  of 
Queen  ELIZABETH, 
not  to  be  trifled 
with.  Clapped  his 
hands.  Enter 
faithful  henchman, 
one  SCHOMBEBG.  A 
stoutly-built  man 
ot  herculean  strength,  bowed  legs,  grizzled  beard,  short  thick 
hair  like  hand-spikes  standing  up  above  pair  of  ears  resem- 
bling nothing  so  much  as  Tower  Bridge  when,  in  opening,  either 
nap  stands  out  at  angle  of  forty-five  degrees.  A  certain  piquancy 
given  to  his  features  by  front  tooth  protruding  like  tusk  of  wild 
boar. 

"SCHOMBEBG,"  said  THE  MABKISS,  hoarsely,  "I  want  CAWMET.- 
BAKNEBMAN'S  Seals.  His  address  is  6,  Grosvenor  Place,  8.W.  He 
comes  home  late,  with  a  latch-key.  Take  twenty  stout  fellows,  as 
like  yourself  as  the  country  produces.  Await  his  coming.  Take 
the  Seals.  If  he  resists,  a  slit  weasand  will  scarcely  be  noticed  in  a 
population  of  (according  to  the  last  census)  4,349,166.  But  Irina 
the  Seals." 

That  is  SABK'S  idea  of  the  episode  after  reading  the  papers.  THE 
MAHKISS  s  version  differs  in  some  details. 

Business  done.—TsE  MARKISS,  challenged  by  ROSEBERY,  says  new 
Ministry  have  no  policy  at  present.  However,  since  ROSEBEKY  seems 
anxious  on  point,  will  send  over  to  WHITELEY'S  and  see  what  can  be 
done. 


Cap'eii  Tommy  Casablanca  Howies. 


SUNDERED    LIVES. 

Bertie.  "I  THOUGHT   YOU    Two    NEVER    MET   WITHOUT    KISSING. 
ANYTHING  THE  MATTER?    THE  GREEN-EYED  MONSTER?" 
Muriel.   "No,  YOU  SILLY  1     HATS!" 


A  DISCOVERY  IN  LIQUEURS. 

_  SIR, — You  remember 'Mr.  Squeers's  system  of  theoretical  and  prac- 
tical teaching,  "  '  ir-i-n-d-e-r-r.'  Go  and  clean  'em  "  ?  Of  course 
you  do ;  and  if  the  quotation  is  not  letter  perfect,  it  is  its  "  spirit," 
which  is  more  suited  to  my  present  theme,  at  all  events.  Well,  Sir, 
"them's  my  principles."  Accordingly,  after  reading  your  advice 
as  to  taking  a  Summer  Sunday  trip  to  Calais  and  back  by  Calais- 
Doilvres,  or  one  of  the  large  boats  in  L.  C.  and  D.  service,  I  acted 
upon  it,  and  went.  The  trajct  was  simply  perfect !  Such  weather  ! 
3ea  so  calm !  Breeze  refreshing  !  Company  distinguished  I  Com- 
mander WATTELBLED,  and  First  Lieutenant  CABINI,  with  all  hands, 
waiting  to  give  us  (at  a  price  as  fair  and  moderate  as  the  Channel 
breeze  on  this  occasion)  excellent  refreshment.  But  to  sing  their 
praise  is  not  my  point;  they  do  their  duty,  and  pay  it  too,  as  we 
voyageurs  have  to  do,  on  cigars,  teas,  and  tobacco.  I  had  time  to 
refer  to  hotel's  list  of  wines  and  liqueurs,  and  among  the  latter  there 
ippeared  a  name  which  brought  teara  to  the  eyes  of  the  wanderer 
far  from  his  English  home;  and  that  name,  Sir,  coming  after 
"Kiimmel,  and  Mara«quin,  and  Whisky,"  was  "  Old  Tom-Gim" — 
"Tom  Gi?»"  with  an  "m."  How  far  superior  to  "  Gin"  with  an  "n." 
tt  brought  to  mind  early  days  of  catechism,  "  M.  or  N.  as  the  case 
maybe."  This  was  a  case  of  liqueurs.  How  preferable  the  soft  liquid 
"  TO  "  to  the  less  soft  "  n  "  in  making  "  Gin  "  into  "  Gim  " !  And 
low  much  one  would  like  to  alter  the  spelling,  and  make  it  "  Old 
Tom  Jim."  Would  he  not  be  seized  upon  by  a  French  librettist  as 
;he  very  name,  par  excellence,  for  a  typical  Ancient  English  Mariner 
n  an  opera?  Don't  you  see  it?  "  Capitaine  John  Smith;  First 
Mate  Old  Tom  Jim"  with  song  (nautical).  FiVeGim!  Now,  with 
my  discovery,  I  regain  the  good  ship,  and,  once  aboard  the  lugger 

.  .  by  the  way,  there  is  an  eight  een-penny  tax  now  levied  by  the 
French  on  those  who  land  at  Calais.  "  Happy  Thought.  Don't 
and."  But,  Unhappy  Thought,  if  we  don't  land  in  the  pas-de- 
Calais,  the  result  will  be  pas  de  dfjeuner.  So — "bang  goes  sax- 
pence,"  for  "  We  don't  kill  a  pig  every  week." 

Yours,  THOMAS  LE  VIEUX. 

P.S. — And  another  one-and-sixpence  extra  on  landing  at  Dover! 
All  the  "  fun  of  the  fare,"  eh  ? 
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OPERATIC    NOTES. 

.—  Quite  new  Opera,  Fautt.  Some  people  say  they've 
heard  it  before.  Others  add,  "  Yes,  and  more  than  once  this  season." 
Unwritten  law  in  Codex  Druriolanum  ii  "  You 
can't  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing."  There 
are  a  hundred  different  ways  of  dressing  chicken ; 
HI  with  Faust.  This  time  Fautt  comes  and  is 
fatist  served  with  Sauce  Marguerite  d  PEmma 
Eamet.  Uncommonly  good.  Faust  lui-meme  a 
I'Ak-arez  goes  down  uncommonly  well.  Mefisto- 
Plan-on  Sauce  au  ton  (liable,  a  little  overdone, 
perhaps,  but  decidedly  a  popular  dish.  Baton  of 
BEVIONANI  keeps  all  the  ingredients  well  stirred 
up.  House  full. 

Tuesday.  —  Carmen.  Madame  BELLINCIOKI 
and  Signor  A  NCOS  A  going  strong.  Capital  house, 
spite  of  shadow  of  dissolution  being  over  us  all. 

Wednesday.  — Nozze  di  Figaro,  with  EMMA 
KAMES  as  Countess,  singing  charmingly,  and 
looking  like  portrait  of  Court  Beauty  oy  Sir 
PETER  LBLT.  Afaurel-Almarira  all  right  for 
voice,  but  not  up  to  his  Counters  in  aristocratic 
appearance.  However,  this  is  in  keeping  with  character  of  nobleman 
whose  most  intimate  friend  is  his  own  barber,  and  who  makes  love 
to  the  barber's  fiancee  who  is  also  his  wife's  femme  de  chambre. 


KOUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

AT  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Athletic  Sports  on  Wednesday  last, 
great  surprise  was  expressed  at  the  defeat  of  the  hitherto  invincible 
Mr.  C.  B.  FEY  by  Mr.  MBNDELSON  in  the  Long  Jump.  Mr. 
MENDELSON,  who  comes  to  us  from  New  Zealand,  has  not  only  done 
a  fine  performance,  but  he  has  also  jumped  into  fame.  It  is  at  any 
rate  obvious  that  it  is  quite  impossible  for  him  to  represent  his 
University  in  the  High  Jump,  for 

With  a  musical  name  (though  he  varies  the  (polling), 
This  youth  from  New  Zealand  is  bound  to  go  far. 

He  couldn't  jump  high,  since  (it 's  truth  I  am  telling) 
No  master  of  music  e'er  missea  a  bar. 


THE  Long  Jump,  snatched  like  a  brand  from  the  burning,  practi- 
cally gave  the  victory  in  the  whole  contest  to  Cambridge,  who  also 
won  the  Weight,  the  Mile,  the  Three  Miles  and  the  Quarter, 

The  Light  Blues  triumphed,  fortune  being  shifty ; 

They  cheered  FIT/HRBIIF.HT  (printing  home  in  fifty. 
For  strength  the  weight-man's  parents  have  a  hot  son, 

Witness  the  put  of  youthful  Mr.  WAT6OK. 
LUTYENS,  who  always  pleases  as  he  goes, 

K  mipi'J  in,  his  glasses  poised  upon  his  nose. 
And  none  that  day  with  greater  dash  and  go  ran 

Than  the  Light  Blue  three-miler,  Mr.  HOB.AN. 

DoBiNG  the  practice  of  the  crews  for  Henley  Regatta  there  has 
been  one  exalted  contest,  which  I  cannot  remember  hearing  of  in 
former  years.  My  Sporting  Life  (of  which  I  am  a  diligent  and  a 
constant  reader)  informed  me  that  "  at  one  time  it  did  seem  as 
though  Jupiter  Pluvius  was  about  to  swamp  Old  Boreas,  but  the 
latter  proved  too  tough."  Quito  a  sporting  event,  evidently.  Why, 
oh  why,  was  not  Old  Boreas  present  wht  n  Pelion  was  piled  upon 
Ossa  '<  The  whole  course  of  (pre)  history  might  have  been  changed. 


A  NEWCASTLE  contemporary  has  been  discussing  the  art  of  adding 
to  the  beauty  of  women  by  the  use  of  cosmetics,  &c.  May  I  commend 
the  following  extract  to  the  notice  of  the  ladies  of  England '( 

"  No  woman  u  capable  of  being  beautiful  who  is  cipable  of  being  false. 
The  true  art  of  assisting  beauty  consists  in  embellishing  the  whole  person  by 
the  ornaments  of  virtuous  and  commendable  qualities.  How  much  nobler 
it  the  contemplation  of  beauty  when  it  is  heightened  by  virtue!  How  faint 
and  spiritless  »re  the  charms  of  a  coquette,  when  compared  with  the  loveli- 
ness of  innocence,  piety,  good-humour,  and  truth— virtues  which  add  a  n»w 
softness  to  their  sex,  and  even  beautify  their  beauty!  That  agreeablenesa 
possessed  by  the  modest  virgin  is  now  preserved  in  the  tender  mother,  the 
prudent  friend,  and  the  faithful  wife.  Colours  artfully  spread  upon  canvas 
may  entertain  the  eye,  but  not  touch  the  heart :  and  she  who  take*  no  care 
to  add  to  the  natural  graces  of  her  person,  noble  qualities,  may  amuse  as 
a  picture,  but  not  triumph  as  a  beauty." 

CHELTENHAM  is  a  pleasant  place.  I  quote  from  a  memory  which 
is,  I  know,  miserably  defective  : 

Year  by  year  do  England's  daughters 

In  the  fairest  gloves  and  shawls 
Troop  to  drink  the  Cheltenham  watere, 

And  adorn  the  Cheltenham  balls. 
This  is  not  the  place  that  one  would  naturally  associate  with 


violent  language  over  so  small  a  matter  as  the  rejection  of  tome 
plans.  A  quarrel,  however,  has  taken  place  in  the  Town  Council, 
and  terrible  words  have  been  spoken  . — 

"In  the  course  of  a  discussion  on  the  rejection  ox  some  plans,  Mr.  MAK- 
ORBTT  accused  the  acting  chairman  of  the  Street*  Committee  (Mr. 
PARSONAGE)  with  being  influenced  by  personal  and  political  motive*  against 
the  person  (Mr.  BAKNFIELU)  who  sent  them  in.  Mr.  PABSOKAOI  warmly 
retorted  with  the  lie  direct,  and  told  Mr.  MAKOBITT  that  he  knew  he  wa* 
lying.  Mr.  I.KNTHALL  accused  Mr.  I'AHSOKAOB  of  being  '(lip-shod*  in 
his  method  of  bringing  up  the  minutes  of  the  Streets  Committee,  because 
he  bad  poised  over  without  comment  a  dispute  between  the  Corporation  and 
the  Board  of  Guardians.  While  denying  thw  imputation,  Mr.  PARSONAGE 
said  lie  would  even  prefer  to  be  '  slip-shod '  than  to  follow  Mr.  LEXTII  AI.L'» 
example  of  giving  utterance  to  a  long-winded  and  frothy  oration  over  such  a 
trumpery  matter  as  a  road  fence." 

After  this  I  quite  expected  to  read  that  some  one — 

.  .  .  raised  a  point  of  order,  when 
A  chunk  of  old  red  sandstone  took  him  in  the  abdomen, 
And  he  smiled  a  sort  of  sickly  smile  and  curled  upon  the  floor ! 
And  the  subsequent  proceedings  interested  him  no  more. 

But  the  matter  seems  to  have  dropped,  and  everything  to  have 
ended  peacefully— a  great  and  bitter  disappointment  to  all  lovers  of 
motions. 

EVEN  in  aquatic  matters  Ireland  is  a  country  of  surprises.  In  the 
Eight-oared  race  the  other  day  for  the  "  Pembroke  Cup."  there  was 
a  dead-heat  between  the  Shandon  Boat  Club  and  the  Dublin  Uni- 
versity Boat  Club.  In  the  row-off,  the  Irish  Independent  savs  that 
"  Boat  Club  caught  the  water  first,  but  after  a  few  strokes  Shandon 
forged  in  front.  After  the  mile  mark,  Shandon  were  rowing 
eighteen  against  the  Boat  Club's  nineteen  or  twenty.  In  the  next 
three  hundred  yards  Boat  Club  dropped  to  seventeen,  the  others 
being  steady  at  nineteen  all  through.  About  one  hundred  and  fifty 
yards  off  the  fishery  step  the  Boat  Club  quickened  up  to  forty  and 
got  within  two  feet  of  their  opponents.  Then,  amid  the  greatest 
excitement,  Boat  Club  got  in  front  and  won  by  a  canvas."  A  stroke 
oar  who  can  row  a  race  at  nineteen  to  the  minute  all  through  ii 
steadier  but  certainly  less  versatile  than  one  who  can  spring 
suddenly  from  the  rate  of  seventeen  to  the  rate  of  forty.  As 
admirable  as  either  is  the  genius  of  the  reporter  who  describes  the 
event. 

Mr.  H.  M.  HTNDMAN  is  the  Socialist  candidate  for  Burnley.  He 
advocates  "  the  immediate  nationalisation  and  socialisation  of  rail- 
ways, mines,  factories,  and  the  land,  with  a  view  to  establishing 
organised  co-operation  for  production  and  distribution  in  every 
department  under  the  control  of  the  entire  community.  There  should 
be  a  minimum  wage  of  thirty  shillings  a  week  in  all  State  and  Muni- 
cipal employment,  as  well  as  in  State-created  monopolies."  There's 
a  modest  and  practical  programme  for  you !  But  thin  windy  gentle- 
man's opponents  may  reply  that  they  prefer  the  system  of  each  for 

himself,  and  d 1  take  the  HTNDMAN,  to  all  the  verbiage  of  the 

Socialist  froth-pot. 

MAN  r  reasons  have  been  given  for  the  fall  of  the  late  Government. 
It  has  been  left  to  a  correspondent  of  the  Birmingham  Daily  Post 
to  discover  the  real  and  only  one.  "  It  is  most  unfair,"  he  says,  "  to 
hold  them  entirely  responsible  for  all  the  shortcomings,  blunders,  and 
failures  which  distorted  their  administration.  How  could  they  help 
these  things  '  Has  it  never  occurred  to  you  that  the  Government  of 
Lord  ROSEBERY  was  the  '13th'  Parliament  of  Queen  VICTORIA? 
Can  anybody  reasonably  expect  good  government  from  a  13th  Par- 
liament P  It  is  out  of  all  question."  What  persiflage,  what  wit ! 

I  SORROW  over  the  new  town  clock  of  Dalkey.  In  my  Freeman's 
Journal  I  read  that,  at  the  monthly  meeting  of  the  Dalkey  Town- 
ship Commissioners,  a  letter  was  read  from  Messrs.  CHANCELLOR  AND 
SONS,  stating  that  the  new  town  clock  nuld  not  be  made  to  strike, 
but  they  could  make  a  new  clock  for  £100.  The  letter  was  marked 
read — and  no  wonder.  If  it  can't  strike,  it  had  better  be  wound  up, 
and  Dalkey  is  obviously  the  place  to  wind  it.  Otherwise  there 
seems  no  reason  in  the  Township's  name. 

CLKVEDON  is,  I  believe,  in  Somerset.  Anyone  in  search  of  a 
sensation  ought  to  have  gone  there  last  week,  for  it  is  stated  that 
"  Mr.  VICTOR  KOSINI'S  Spectral  Opera  Company  commenced  a  week's 
engagement  at  the  Public  Hall  en  Monday  evening."  I  cannot 
imagine  a  spectral  basso  or  lenore  robutto.  And  in  any  case,  why 
should  the  unfortunate  operatic  spectres  be  harried  into  giving  public 
performances  ? 

MUSICAL  HONOTTRS  ! !— The  friends  of  Sir  HENBT  JAMES,  Q.C., 
M.P.,  will  celebrate  his  being  raised  to  the  peerage  by  serenading 
with  "  The  Aylestone  Chorus." 
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HER  PREVIOUS  SWEET- 
HEART. 

Wednesday. — VIOLET  has  ac- 
cepted me.  this  very  day,  the  hap- 
piest of  my  life.  She  is  the 
sweetest  and  prettiest  woman  in 
the  world.  I  have  loved  her  long 
and  passionately.  She  has  not 
loved  me  long,  and  she  oould  never 
lore  me  passionately.  She  i»  rather 
unemo'ional.  Even  when  Iki«sed 
her  this  afternoon  for  the  first 
time  she  was  quite  calm.  She  tells 
me  she  has  once  loved,  as  though 
she  ciuld  never  love  again.  Her 
previous  sweetheart  was  a  Captain. 

I  am  a  mere  writer.    His  name 
was  PERCY  PLANTAGENET  CHOL- 

II  ON  DELE  Y.  Mine  is  JONES.  I  hope 
that  in  time  she  may  forget  him. 

Thursday. — Meet  her  in  the 
Row,  and  nt  under  the  trees.  Shi" 
is  fond  of  horses.  So  am  I,  but  I 
do  not  ride  often.  She  mentions 
that  Captain  CHOLMONDBLEY  was 
a  spl  endid  rider.  Listen  patiently 
to  what  she  tells  me. 

Friday. — To  the  Opera  with 
VIOLET  and  her  people.  She  does 
not  care  for  GOUNOD'S  Faust. 
Prefers  a  burlesque  with  ctmio 
songs.  Says  the  Captain  sang 
comic  songs  admirably,  with  banjo 
accompaniment.  When  it 'swell 
dnne,  I  also  like  that.  Tell  her  to. 
This  encourages  her  to  further 
reminiFcenoes.  Of  course,  she  is 
right  to  conceal  nothing  from  me 
now  we  are  engaged,  but  frark- 
ness,  even  engaging  frarkness, 
may  be  carried  too  far.  Manage 
to  charge  the  subject  at  last,  and 
then  unfortunately  the  Soldier's 
Chorus  reminds  her  of  a  parody  in 
an  amateur  burlesque  which  Cap- 
tainCnoLMONDKLEY and  soon. 

Saturday.—  Meet  her  at  Hurl- 
ingham.  She  is  so  fond  of  polo. 
She  says  the  Captain  was  a  splen- 
did player.  I  expected  that.  A 
sort  of  Champion  of  the  World. 
Of  course.  I  never  played  in  my 
life.  Listen  to  an  account  of  his 
ex  pi  nits.  Rather  bored. 

Sunday.—  Up  the  river.  Very  hot  day.  Delightful  to  lounge  in 
the  >•  hade  and  smoke.  VIOLET  more  energetic.  Compels  me  to  exert 
rayst'lf.  She  says  the  Captain  oould  do  anything  in  a  boat.  No 
doubt.  I  am  prepared  to  hear  that  he  shot  the  Falls  of  Niagara  in  a 
punt.  He  was  a  wonderful  genius.  I  am  tired  of  hearing  of  him. 

Monday. — To  Mr.  MoirraoMERY-MuMBY's  dance.  VIOLET  there 
of  course.  We  both  like  dancing.  Get  on  charmingly  together. 
Suddenly  something  reminds  her  of  the  ever-lamented  Captain 
P.  P.  C.  I  suggest  that  he  has  (aid  good-bye  to  her  for  ever,  as  his 
initial*  show.  She  does  not  see  the  little  joke.  Have  to  explain  it  to 
her.  Then  the  says  it  is  a  very  poor  joke.  No  doubt  it  is,  but  she 
needn't  tell  me  so.  Annoying.  A  certain  coolness  between  us. 

Tuesday. — To  the  French  play  with  VIOLET  and  her  aunt.  She 
understands  French  very  well.  Seems  to  think  a  lot  of  me  because 
I  know  something  of  several  languages.  Ask  her  if  Captain  CnoL- 
MONDELEY  was  fond  of  learning  languages.  Am  prepared  to  hear 
that  he  was  a  second  MEZZOFANTI.  On  the  contrary,  it  seems  that  j 


SO    THAT    DOESNT    COUNT. 


ABE  YOU  8URK  THEY  *KK  QUITO   F&X8H  t  " 

THEY 'RK  ALIVB?"        "Yes; 


"WOT  A  QmSSTION  TO  AMTl      CA»'T  YKR  8KB 

BUT  ran  'RK  Aurt,  YOU  KNOW  I " 


letter  of  farewell.  I  read  it  critically.  It  is  very  short.  Point  out 
to  her  nine  mistakes  in  spelling,  and  four  in  grammar.  She  fays  I 
am  brutal.  Indignation.  Argument.  Scorn.  Tears.  Farewell. 


GREAT  WHEEL  GOSSIP. 


ABE  you  quite  sure  that  it  is  safe  ? 

Well,  there  have  been  all  s  irts  of  stories  about  this  tort  of  thing, 
but  I  don't  believe  it.  The  PRINCE  went,  you  know. 

Oh,  yes,  of  onnrse.  Then  that 's  all  right.  Now  we  are  off.  How 
interesting  1  We  can  see  the  topi  of  the  houses !  Bat  what  are  we 
waiting  for  ? 

Oh,  for  other  passengers  to  get  into  the  cars.    How  long  does  it  take  ? 

About  three-quarters  of  an  hour.     Well,  now  we  are  off  again. 

Why,  there  is  a  mist,  and  we  can't  see  anything. 

v«_u  „„  „„=  „  .vw/m*  ^^«.«™«i4.    wi»  mo  vumiiuj,  .v  OOTLUO  ui<»t       Oh,  yes,  we  can.    Why,  that  must  be  either  Kensington  Gardens, 
he  couldn't  speak  a  word  of  anything  but  English,  and  that  he  '  Hyde  Park  Corner,  or  Battersea  Park, 
didn't  speak  very  much  that  was  worth  hearing  even  in  that.    The  I     Don't  think  there  is  much  in  it.    And  why  are  we  stopping  P 
only  French  he  could  understand  was  in  a  menu.    Apparently  he       People  getting  in  and  out.    Well,  now  we  have  had  thirty-five 
never  read  anvthing  else  in  any  language,  except  the  sporting  papers    minutes  of  it,  I  shall  be  glad  to  be  home, 
in  English.    Have  at  last  found  something  he  oould  not  do.    Do-       Oh,  here  we  are.    Now  we  can  get  out.    Come,  that  is  nice! 
lighted.    Unfortunately  show  this.    VIOLET  begins  to  defend  him.  '     No.  we  can't!     We  have  missed  the  landing,   and  have   to  go 
I  say  he  must  have  been  rather  a  duffer.     She  retorts  that  I  can't  I  round  again.* 

After  two  journeys  I  think  the  best  war  of  thoroughly  enjoying 


plav  polo.    What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?    Again  a  coolness  between  us. 
Wednesday. — It  is  all  over !     We  have  parted  for  ever.     She 
ciuld  never  forget  that  confounded  Captain.     A-ked  her  this  morn- 
ing, when  she  was  telling  me  of  his  shooting  elephants,  or  alligators. 


the  Wheel  is  to  sit  fast,  close  your  eyes,  and  think  of  something  else  I 


*  A  fact.    July  6.    Mr.  Punch's  Representative  was  taken  round  twice — 

_-  ~  „        .  .  .    the  second  time  against  bis  will— in  company  with  an  indifrnant  shareholder 

or  rabbita,  or  sparrows,  or  something  wonderful,  why  she  did  not  |  and  a«veral  impatient,  yet  sorrowful,  paswnsen",  who  complained  of  miasivg 
marry  him.     She  says  it  was  broken  off.     She  thowa  me  his  last  >  appointments.  &o  ,  in  consequence  of  their  "extra"  turn. 
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you  see,  if  we  don't  look  sharp,  we  shan't  be  in  time  to  secure  an 
outside  table  at  the  Restaurant.    Much  jollier  dining  in  the  open  air. 
His  Cousin  Imogen.  Oh,  iVs  too  hot  to  think  of  food.    I  'm  not 

see  the  Burmese  dancers  and 


i  in  the  least  hungry— are  you.  Belle  ? 
k).  1     Belle.  No ;  Id  ever  so  much  rather 


and  take 


IN    THE    EARL'S    COURT    INDIA. 

IN  BOMBAY  STREET,  INDIAN  CITY.    TIME— ABOUT  EIGHT  P.M. 

A  Matron  (to  her  friend  as  they  approach  the  natives  at  wor*  .. 

Everything  seems  for  sale  here,  my  dear.    Just  the  place  to  get  a  I  the  Indian  conjurors.    I  don't  want  to  waste  the  best  part  of  the 
nice  wedding-present  for  dear  EMILY.    I  want  to  give  ner  something  evening  over  dinner  ;  we  might  have  some  of  that  nice  Indian  tea 
Indian  as  she  will  be  going  out  there  so  soon.    What  are  they  doing  i  and  a  piece  of  cake  by-and-by,  perhaps,  if  there's  time, 
in  here  ?  oh,  glass-blowing  !  .  .  .    See,  JANE,  this  one  is  making  glass  |  [Speechless  delight,  of  Mr.  GOURMA  Y. 

bangles.  .  .  .  Well,  no,  EMILY  would  think  it  rather  shabby  if  I  Energetic  Leader  (to  his  party,  whn  are  faint,  but  pursuing).  No, 
gave  her  a  pair  of  those.  I  might  get  one  apiece  for  Cook  and  there's  nothing  particular  to  see  here.  I  tell  you  what  my  plan  is. 
PnffiBE— servants  are  always  so  grateful  for  any  little  attention  of  ;  We  '11  go  and  3o  the  Kinetoscopes  and  the  Phonographs,  have  a  look 
that  sort — though  I  shouldn't  like  to  encourage  a  taste  for  finery ;  !  at  the  Great  Wheel,  and  some  shots  at  the  Rifle  Range,  cross  over 
well,  it  will  do  very  well  when  we  come  back, 
those  brass  dinner- 
gongs— there's  a  large 
one,  I  see,  marked 
seven-and-sixpenee— 
but  I  'd  rather  give 
her  something  quieter 
— something  she  'd 
value  for  its  own  sake. 
...  Now  one  of  those 
ohaeed  silver  bowls — 
twenty-five-and  -  nine- 
pence?  Well,  it  seems 

a  little and  though 

I  was  always  ver  v  fond 
of  her  mother,  EMILY 

was  never 1  must 

think  over  it. ...  She 
might  like  a  set  of 
beetle-wing  mats  — 
only  they  're  not  likely 
to  entertain  much. .  . . 
How  would  one  of 
these  embroidered 
tablecloths— eh  P  oh, 
I  'm  sure  I  've  seen 
them  much  cheaper  at 
LIBERTY'S  ;  and  be- 
sides   (After  a 

prolonged  inspection 
of  various  articles  at 
various  stalls.)  After 
all,  I  shall  be  going  to 
Tnnbridge  Wells  next 
week.  I  think  I'll 
wait.  I  might  see 
something  there  I 
liked  better,  you 
know  I 

A  Wife  (to  her  hus- 
band, who  is  examin- 
ing the  stock  of  a 
native  shoemaker 
with  interest).  No, 
CHARLES.  I  put  up 
with  a  great  deal  for 
the  sake  of  your 
society  of  an  evening : 
but  if  you  imagine  I 
am  going  to  have  you 
sitting  opposite  me 
with  your  feet  in  a 
pair  of  slippers  sepa- 
rated into  two  horrid 
toes,  you  make 


"  Stands  Bmiling  feebly.' 


great  mistake !    Put  the  dreadful  things  down  and  come  away. 

Mr.  McPairtan  (from  the  North,  to  his  small  nephew).  Eh 
ROBBIE,  my  Man,  I'm  thinking  your  mither  wouldna"  just  approve 
o  my  takkin'  ye  to  sic  a  perfairmanee  as  yon  Burrmese  dancing- 
women.  .  .  .  Nay,  nay,  laddie,  there  's  deceitfulness  eneugh  in  the 
naitural  man  withoot  needing  to  lairn  ony  mair  o't  fro'  these  puir 
juggling  Indian  bodies  wi'  their  snake-chairmin'  an'  sic  godless 
Ride  on  the  elephant  ?  Havers ! 


a  turn  on  the  Switchback,  finish  up  with  a  cold-meat 

supper  at  SPIEES  AND 
POND'S,  and  a  stroll 
round  the  band-stand, 
and,  by  the  time  we  've 
done,  we  shall  have 
got  a  very  fair  idea  of 
what  India's  like .' 

First  Relative  (to 
Second).  What's  be- 
comeof  Aunt  JOANNA  P 
I  thought  she  was 
going  on  one  of  the 
elephants. 

Second  Relative. 
She  would  have  it 
none  of  'em  looked 
strong  enough  for  her. 
And  what  do  you 
think  she  goes  and 
does  next?  Tries  to 
bargain  with  a  black 
man  to  take  her  for  a 
lurn  on  one  o'  them 
little  bullock  -  carts  t 
I  really  hadn't  the 
patience  to  stop  and 
see  what  come  of  it. 

Mits  Rashleigh  (by 
the  Burmese  Cheroot 
Stall,  audibly,  to  her 
companion).  Just  look 
at  this  girl,  my  dear, 
with  a  great  cigar  in 
her  mouth !  Fancy 
their  being  New 
Women  in  Burmah ! 
And  such  a  hideous 
creature,  too ! 

Her  Companion. 
Take  care,  my  dear, 
she'll  hear  you.  I 
expect  she  under- 
stands English. 

Miss  Rashleigh 
(with  ready  tact  and 
resourcefulness). 
Then  let's  tell  her  how 
pretty  she  is  I 

Is  THK  IKDIAN 
JUNGLE. 

Mr.  Moul  (to  Mrs. 
MOUL,  as  they  halt 
before  a  darkened 


doms ! 


godli ... 
Ye  can  de  that  fine  in 


the  Zooloagical  Gairdens.  .  .  .  'Twould  be  just  sinful  extrawvagance 
in  me  to  be  throwing  away  guid  siller  wi'  so  mony  bonny  sichts  to  be 
seen  for  naething. 

Mr.  Oourmay  (who  is  dmng  f»r  his  dinner,  to  his  pretty  cousins, 
irho  cannot  be  got  past  the  Indian  craftsmen).  Yes,  yes,  very  in- 
teresting, and  all  that ;  but  we  can  see  it  just  as  well  if  we  come 


back  later,  you  know. 

His  Cousin  Belle.  But  they  may  have  stopped  by  then, 
lust  see  him  finish  the  pattern  ;  it 's  too  fascinating  ! 


I  must 


—  —  — «-»v   ^rtjut   IVBW    ,      *v      a    vw  j  14OI. tvtu>(<t/cy  . 

ur.  Uourm,  I— er— don't  want  to  hurry  you,  you  know,  only, 


interior  representing  a  coolie  sleeping  in  an  Indian  hut,  which  a 
leopard  is  stealthily  entering).  Ah,  now  I  do  call  that  something  like! 
Lovely  I  ain't  it  ? 

Mrs.  Moul.  It 's  beautiful.  'Ow  ever  they  can  do  it  all !  (After 
a  pause.)  Why,  I  do  believe  there 's  a  animal  of  some  sort  up  at  the 
further  endl  Can  you  see  him,  SAMSON? 

Mr.  Moul.  A  animal  I  where  ?  Ah,  I  can  make  out  somethmk 
now.  (With  pleased  surprise.}  And  look— there's  a  man  layin 
down  right  in  front — do  you  see  ? 

Mrs.  Moul.  Well,  I  never  1  so  there  is  1  To  think  o'  that  now. 
They  'ave  got  it  up  nice,  I  will  say  that. 

[They  pass  out,  pleased  with  their  own  powers  of  observation. 

IN  THE  INDIAN  THEATRE. 

Hindu  Magician  (as  he  squats  on  the  stage  and  takes  out  serpents 
from  flat  baskets).  Here  is  a  sna-ake— no  bite-^Bombay  cobra,  verri 
good  cobra.  (Introducing  them  formally  to  audience.)  Dis  beeg  cobra, 
dis  smahl  cobra.  (One  of  them  erects  its  hood  and  strikes  at  his  foot, 
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u-hich  he  in! hi/ratal  promptly.)  No  bite,  verri  moch  nice  sna-ake. 
(He  /iluy-t  a  tune  to  them  ;  one  listens  coldly  and  critically,  the  others 
slither  rapidly  towards  the  edge  of  the  platform,  to  the  discomposure 
of  spectators  in  the  front  row ;  the  Magician  recaptures  thtm  by  the  tail 
at  the  critical  moment,  ties  them  round  his  neck  and  arms,  and  then 
puts  them  away,  like  toys.)  Here  I  have  shtone ;  verri  good  Inglis 
shtone.  I  hold  so.  (Cloiing  it  in  his  flit.)  Go  away,  shtone.  Goto 
Chicago,  Leeverpool,  Hamburg.  (Opening. Hit.)  Shtone  no  dere.  I 
shut  again.  (Opening  fist.)  One,  two,  Inglis  thillin's.  (Singling 
out  n  Spectator.)  You,  Sar,  come  up  here  queeck.  Comonn ! 

The  Spectator.  Not  me !  Not  among  all  them  makes  you  've  got 
there  -  don't  you  think  it ! 

The  Magician  and  a  Tom-tom  player  (together),  Verri  nice 
sna-akes — no  bite.  Comonn,  help  play. 

Angelina  (to  EDWIN,  as  the  invitation  is  coyly  but  firmly  declined). 
EDWIN,  do  go  up  and  help  the  man — to  please  me.  And  if  you  find 
him  out  in  cheating,  you  can  expose  him,  you  know. 

[EDWIN  clambers  np  and  stands,  smiling  feebly,  at  the  Magician's 
side  amidst  general  applause. 

The  Magician  (to  EDWIN).  Sit  down,  sit  down,  sit  down.  Now 
you  count—how  menni  Billings  ?  Dere  is  seeks. 

Edirin  (determined  not  to  be  taken  in).  Four,  you  mean. 

The  Magician.  I  tell  you  seeks.  Count  after  me — One,  tree,  five, 
seeks.  Shtill  onli  four,  you  say  ?  Shut  dem  in  your  hand— to.  Now 
blow.  (EDWIN  puffs  at  hit  fist.)  Open  your  hand,  and  count.  One, 
two,  tree,  four,  five,  seeks,  summon,  ight,  nine,  tin,  like,  vise !  Dis 
Inglisman  make  money  verri  moch  nice ;  verri  troot  Ingbsman.  Put 
dem  in  your  hand  again,  and  shut.  Hublo  I  Now  open. 

[EDWIN  opens  At's  fist,  to  discover  in  it  two  smalt  and  extremely 
actire  serpents,  which  he  rejects  in  startled  dismay. 

Angelina  (to  herself).  How  nasty  of  EDWIN  !  He  must  have  felt 
them  inside. 

The  Magician  (to  EDWIN).  Verri  nice  sna-akes ;  but  where  is  my 
monni?  (EDWIN  shakes  his  head  helplessly.)  Ah,  dis  Inglisman 
too  moch  plenti  cheat.  (He  seizes  EDWIN'S  note,  from  which  he 
extracts  a  shower  of  shillings.)  Aha!  V« rri  goot  Inglis  nose— hold 
plenty  monni ! 

Angelina  (as  EDWIN  returns  to  her  in  triumph).  No  :  please  turn 
your  head  away,  EDWIN.    I  can't  look  at  your  note  without  think- 
ing of  those  horrid  shillings  ;  and  oh,  are  you  <i>iite  sure  you  haven't 
got  any  of  those  horrid  snakes  up  your  sleeve  P    I  do  wish  you 
adn't  gone !  [So  does  EDWIN. 

A  Serious  Old  Lady  (as  the  Magician  produces  from  his  throat 
sereral  yards  of  coloured  yarn,  a  small  china  doll,  about  a  grots  of 
tcnprnny  nails,  and  a  couple  of  eggs).  Clever,  my  dear  ?  I  daresay ; 
but  it  seems  to  me  a  pity  that  a  man  who  has  been  given  such 
talents  shouldn't  turn  them  to  better  account  1 


ELECTION  INTELLIGENCE. 

Sryltiry-on-the-Pocket.— Both  candidates  very  busy.  Meetings 
are  being  held  all  day  long  at  the  principal  hotels,  and  any  number 
of  livery-stable-keepers  have  promised  to  lend  their  carriages  on  the 
dajr  of  election.  The  agents  on  either  side  have  an  enormous  staff  of 
assistants,  and  trade  was  never  known  to  be  brisker  during  the 
present  century. 

Crowncrushington. — This  will  be  a  very  near  contest.  As  political 
feeling  runs  rather  high,  a  number  of  extra  beds  have  been  prepared 
in  the  hospitals.  The  police  have  been  reinforced,  and  the  military 
are  close  at  hand,  and  every  other  preparation  has  been  made  to 
secure  the  declaration  of  the  poll  with  as  little  friction  as  possible. 

Mcddle-ciim-Muddleborough, — At  present  there  are  seven  candi- 
dates, but  as  three  of  these  have  issued  their  manifestoes  under  some 
misapprehension  it  is  not  unlikely  that  the  number  will  be  reduced 
before  the  day  of  nomination.  It  is  not  easy  to  foretell  the  result,  as 
since  the  establishment  of  the  ballot  every  election  has  ended  not 
only  in  surprise  but  stupefaction. 

Selfseekington.— It  is  not  unlikely  that  there  will  be  no  contest  in 
this  important  borough.  The  (until  recently)  sitting  member  has 
fixed  the  dav  that  would  naturally  have  fallen  to  the  function  of  the 
returning  officer  for  the  laying  of  the  foundation  stones  of  his  Baths, 
Wash-houses,  Free  Library  and  Town  Hall,  and  the  opening  of  his 
Public  Park. 

JVrottenborough.— The  popular  candidate  has  pledged  himself  to 
tupporting  Local  Veto,  the  Licensed  Victuallers,  Establishment, 
Disestablishment,  Home  Rule,  the  Integrity  of  the  Empire,  Anti- 
Vaccination,  the  Freedom  of  the  Medical  Profession,  and  many 
other  matters  of  conflicting  importance.  The  polling  will  be  of  a  per- 
furctory  character,  as  expenses  are  being  cut  down  on  both  sides. 

y.any-town-on-the-Snooze.— There  will  be  no  contest  in  this  divi- 
sion. At  present  there  is  no  intelligence  of  any  sort  to  chronicle. 


TAU  FOB  THE  TESTIMONIAL.— "  The  power  of  GRACE,  the  magic  of 
a  name." 


DALY    NEWS,   AND    DRAMATIC    NOTES. 

KKK  these  lines  can  appear,  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona  and 
their  two  Ladies  will  have  vanished  from  Daly's  Theatre  like  the 

Kaselees  fabric  of  a 
dream,  leaving,  how- 
ever, a  very  pleasant 
recollection  of  the 
play  in  the  minds  of 
all  who  saw  it— ard 
a  great  many  did, 
for  SHAKSPIARK'S 
Tiro  Oentt  is  a  dra- 
matio  curiosity. 
Prettily  put  on  the 
stage  as  it  was,  with 
good  music,  pictu- 
resque costumes  and 
clever  acting,  it  will 
dwell  in  our  memo- 
ries aa  an  excep- 
tionally attractive 
revival. 

Mr.  GIOROK 
CLARKE,  the  "  stern 
parient,  appeared 
aa  something  be- 
tween a  Doge  and  a 
Duke,  and  equally 
good  as  either,  you 
bet;  that  is,  "'low- 
ing,'" at  Uncle 


The  Duke  discovers  the  rope-ladder  under 

Valentine's  cloak. 
"  The  Rope  Trick  exposed." 


Remus  has  it,  that  either  Doge  or  Duke  has  passed  the  greater 
part  of  hi*  life  in  the  United  States.  Mr.  FRANK  WORTHTNO  (nice 
seasidey  name  on  a  hot 
night  in  town)  a  gentle- 
manly -  villainous  Proteus, 
and  Mr.  JOHN  CRAIG  an 
equally  gentlemanly- vir- 
tuous Valentine.  So  "Gents 
both  "  are  disposed  of.  Mr. 
JAHKS  LEWIS,  aa  Launce, 
playing  "the  lead"  to  his 
dog,  put  into  the  part  new 
humour  in  place  of  the  old 
which  has  evaporated  by 
fluxion  of  time.  Launce's 
sly  dog,  very  original ;  part 
considerably  curtailed. 

I  see  that  a  descendant 
of  TYRONE  POWER  appears 
as  "Mine  Host."  I  did 
not  gather  from  his  costume 
that  he  was  "  a  host  in  him- 
self," but  thought  he  was  a 
Venetian  Judge  or  retired 
Doge;  the  latter  surmise 
receiving  some  confirmation 
from  the  fact  that,  while  the 
ringing  was  going  on,  he,  be- 
ing somnolent,  "  doge'd  "  (as 
Mrs.  Gamp  would  say)  in  hit 
chair.  Sleeping  or  waking  his 
was  a  dignified  performance. 
MissELLior  agracefulSy/ria. 

who.  as  a  Milanese  brunette,  „ _  . .,   , 

is  artistieilly  contrasted  with  T-"  Thlrd  Pl*e  m  her  ^fe- 

Miss  ADA  HE  HAN,  of  Florentine  fairness,  as  Julia.  All  that  is  wanting 
to  this  sketchy  character  Miss  RKHAN  nils  in,  and  makes  the  design 
a  finished  picture.  Improbable  that  Proteus  should  never  recognize 
Julia  when  disguised  aa  a  boy  until  she  herself  reveals  her  identity. 

However,  it  was  a  very  early  woik  of  WrmAJi's:  mere  child's  play. 
•  ••••• 

The  most  Clement  of  critics,  our  learned  and  ever  amiable  Scotui 
of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  speaking  with  authority  from 
his  column  last  Saturday,  recalls  to  us  how  many  English 
actors  and  actresses  have  successfully  played  in  French 
on  the  Parisian  stage,  axd  adds  to  the  list  the  name  of 
MARIE  H ALTON*,  who,  excellent  both  in  singing  and  acting 
aa  La  Cigale  at  the  Lyric,  will  soon  appear  at  a  new 
theatre  in  Paris,  where  she  is  to  "create"  French  rules— 
'.:  which,' Mile.  MARIE,  is  a  very  pleasant  wayof  makisg  your 
bread.  But  if  we  have  in  this  actress  an  English  CHAU- 
MOXT,  why  does  not  some  such  astute  manager  as  Mr. 
EDWARDES,  the  Universal  Theatre  Provider,  induce  HALT- 
ON  to  Stay  on— here,  not  only  for  hi  r  own  "  benefit,"  but 

for  that  of  the  Light  Opera-loving  public  P 
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TrtUE    HYPERBOLE. 


He.  "WHAT  A  LOVELY  FROCK  I  .  .  .  WORTS,  I  STTTPOSK?"  She.  "  MONSIEUB  WORTH  is  DEAT>.' 

He.  "An  I  IT  LOOKS  AS  IF  IT  CAUE  FROM  HEAVEN  I" 


THE  OLD  CHIEFTAIN'S  FAREWELL. 

["The  impending  Dissolution  brings  into  its 
practical  and  final  form  the  prospective  farewell 
which  I  addressed  last  year  to  the  constituency  of 
Midlothian." — Mr.  Gladttone't  Farewell  Letter  to 
the  Electors  of  Midlothian.] 

Aif.—Surna's  "  The  Farewell." 

IT  was  a'  for  pur  Glorious  Cause 
I  sought  fair  Scotland's  strand  ; 

It  was  a'  for  fair,  rightf  u'  1  iws 
To  bless  the  Irish  land, 

My  dear ; 
To  bless  the  Irish  land. 

Now  a'  is  done  that  man  could  do, 

And  a'  seems  done  in  vain, 
Mv  loved  Midlothian,  farewell, 

I  mauna  stand  again, 

My  dear ; 

I  canna  stand  again. 

For  fifteen  lang  an*  happy  years, 

That  ne'er  may  be  forgot, 
We  have  foregathered,  loved,  and  fought. 

Fare  farther  I  may  not, 

My  dear ; 

Fare  farther  may  I  not. 

Yet  say  not  that  our  love  has  failed, 

Or  that  our  battle 's  lost  ; 
Were  I  yet  young  I  'd  fight  again, 

And  never  count  the  cost, 
My  dear ; 

And  never  count  the  cost. 

Te*ither  we  'ye  won  mony  a  fight, 

You  following  where  I  led ; 
But  now  late  Winter's  chilling:  siows 

Are  gatherin'  round  my  head, 
My  dear ; 

Are  gatherin'  round  my  head. 


And  limes  will  change,  and  CMef  tails  pass. 

Lang  time  I ' ve  borne  the  brunt 
Of  war ;  and  now  I  'm  glad  to  see 

CARirrHAEL  to  the  front, 
My  dear ; 

Sir  TAMMY  to  the  front. 

A  champion  stout,  I  mak  nae  douM., 

He  '11  carry  on  my  task. 
To  see  ye  braw  and  doing  we  el, 

Henceforth  is  a'  I  ask. 

My  dear ; 

Henceforth  is  a'  I  ask. 

True  Scot  am  I—  Midlothi  in' a  hiart 

I  won.    Now  I  fare  far, 
And  leave  a  younger  chieftain,  TAM, 

To  lead  the  Lowland  war, 
My  dear ; 

To  lead  the  Lowland  war ! 


H«Tturned  him  right  and  round  about 

Upon  the  Scottish  shore. 
He  eae  his  bonnet  plume  a  shake, 

With  "  Adieu  for  evermore, 
My  dear ; 

Adieu  for  evermore  I 

"  ROREBEBY  will  from  fight  return, 

Wi'  loss  or  else  wi'  gain : 
But  I  am  parted  from  my  love, 

Never  to  meet  again, 

My  dear ; 

Never  to  meet  again. 

"  When  day  is  gone,  and  night  is  come, 

A'  folk  are  fain  to  rest ; 
I  '11  think  on  thee,  though  far  awa', 

While  pulse  throbs  in  this  breast, 
My  dear ; 

While  pulse  throbs  in  my  breast ! ' 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

SMITH,  ELDEB  &  Co.  are  carrying  out  a 
happv  thought  in  projecting  what  they  cill 
the  Novel  Series,  a  title  which  is  the  least 
felicitous  part  of  the  business.  It  is  designed 
to  meet  the  views  of  those  who  dtsire  to  pos- 
sess, not  to  borrow  (or  indeed  to  steal)  good 
books.  The  volumes  will  not  be  too  large  to 
be  carried  in  thepocket,  nor  too  small  to  lie  on 
the  shelf.  Neatly  bound,  admirably  printed, 
they  are  to  cost  from  two  shillings  up  to  four 
shillings,  presumably  according  to  length  and 
the  inclusion  of  illustrations.  The  series  leads 
off  with  The  S'ory  of  Betsie  Costrel',  by  Mrs. 
HUMPHRY  WABD.  The  story,  if  not  precisely 
pleasant,  is  decidedly  powerful.  Once  taken 
up,  there  is  uncontrollable  disposition  to  read 
on  to  the  end,  a  yearning  Ihe  size  of  the  volume 
makes  it  possible  conveniently  to  satisfy.  The 
new  series  starts  with  a  promise  announce- 
ments of  succeeding  contributions  seem  likely 
to  fulfi'.  THE  BABON  DB  BOOK-WOBMS. 


New  Carillon  at  the  Royal 
Exchange. 

THE  tunes  ara  admirably  selected.  First 
air  every  morning,  "I  know  a  Bank,"  to  b3 
known  as  "  The  Morning  Air." 

For  Panic  Days.— "  Oh  dear,  what  can 
the  matter  be! " 

Bad  Business  DJVI.— "Nae  luck  abaut 
'  the  House.' " 

Good  Business.— "  Here  we  go  up,  up, 
up!" 

South  African  Market  Chorus.— "  Mine 
for  Evermore  I " 

This  scheme  of  arrangement  is  to  1)3  gene- 
rally known  as  "  The  Belli  Stratagem." 
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ABE   YOU   READY p 


(8-L-8B-BY  and  R-s-B-BY  ttarting  the  Bicyclitt  Competitor!  B-LF  B  anJ  H-BC-BT.) 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

A  REAL  UNCROWNED  KIN<;.— At  a 
meeting  of  the  Town  Commissioners 
of  Einsale,  a  report  of  the  proceed- 
ings discloses  a  conversation  of  a 
truly  remarkable  kind — 

"The  Chairman  thought  that  if  thoy 
paid  Mr.  PI-NCR  hia  quarter's  salary  up  to 
the  1st  February  they  would  be  dealing 
very  fairly  with  him,  especially  as  they  bad 
appoint) cl  his  son  as  his  successor.  .  .  . 
Misars.  KIELY  and  P.  S.  O'CosNOK  con- 
tended that  as  Mr.  PUNCH  was  never  dis- 
missed In  i  h™i,  and  the  non-performance 
of  hie  duties  was  through  no  fault  of  his 
own,  he  was  entitled  to  some  remunera- 
tion." 

We  should  think  he  was,  indeed ! 
Some  remuneration,  quotha  '•  Does 
not  the  mere  fact  that  he  bears  a 
name  honoured  and  revered  in  every 
corner  of  the  globe  entitle  him  to  a 
pension  on  the  very  highest  scale 
known  to  the  L.  G.  B.  ?  Not,  we 
need  hardly  say,  an  "  old  age"  pen- 
sion. Perpetual  youth  is  the  pre- 
rogative of  all  PUNCHES.  And  they 
"  have  appointed  his  eon  as  his 
successor."  Well,  of  course !  How 
can  a  PUNCH  do  anything  but  suc- 
ceed P  He  would  be  a  rum  PUNCH 
if  he  didn't !  Greetiu  gs  to  our  distant 
kinsman  of  Einsale ! 

ONE  MAN,  ONK  TOPPER!— In  the 
Glasgow  Herald  somebody  writes  as 
follows:  — 

"  It  is  surely  time  Mr.  DUNCAN  saw  to 
bia  bus-drivers'  hata!  Such  a  miscel- 
laneous collection  of  seedy  hats,  I  think, 
could  not  be  fcund  elsewhere  ;  they  are  n 
positive  disgrace  to  the  city." 

The  writer  ought  to  have  signed 
himself  "MACBETH-"  the  "un- 
guarded DUNCAN,"  whoever  he  may 
be,  must  be  on  his  guard,  or  pas- 
sengers will  strike  for  better  hat*. 


MAKING   ALLOWANCES. 

The  Little  Minister.  "How  WILL  YOU 'KB  LOOKING,  MAC- 
CUILUM  ! " 

The  Big  Farmer.  "WML— I'M  WML  is  PAIBTS.  EOT  I'M 
OWEK  MUOKLE  TO  BB  WKL  ALL  OWKR  AT  AIN  TIMK  I " 


All  bus-driver*  and  conductors  shoulc 
wear  silk  hats,  to  typify  the  habitna 
softness  of  their  addrcFi.    Why  no 
put  them  into  livery  at  once  P    Th< 
company  that  did  that  would  pro- 
bably attract  no  end  of  custom.    No 
revolution  like  it,  since  the  abolition 
of  the  box-seat !     Uniform  charge 
and  uniformed  conductors  should  be 
the  future  rule  of  the  road. 


"NOT  KILT,  BUT  SPACHELIM."— 
At  Clonakilty  Sessions  the  other  day 
the  following  evidence  was  given : — 

"  PATRICK  FREX  was  extmintd,  am 
stated  he  resided  at  DunnycoTv,  paiith 
of  Ardfield.  .  .  .  Otre  defendant's  brother 
•  blow  of  his  open  hand  and  knocke< 
him  down  for  fun,  and  out  of  friendship 


What  a  good-natured,  open- 
handed  friend  Mr.  PATBICK  FEEN 
must  bel  JOHN  HKOABTT,  the 
person  assaulted,  corroborated  the 
account,  and  added, — 

"  When  he  was  knocked  down,  he 
stopped  there.  (Latightir.)" 

In  fact,  he  "held  the  field."  and 
"remained  in  possession  of  the 
ground."  Who  will  now  tay  that 
the  old  humour  is  dying  out  in 
Erin? 

OP  DR.  TRISTRAM  (SHANDY)  IN  THE 
INCONSISTOBY  COURT. — "0  TRIS- 
TRAM !  TRISTRAM  1  TRISTRAM  !  "  *  * 
"  And  pray  which  way  is  this  affair 
of  TRISTRAM  at  length  Kittled  by 
these  learned  men  P  " 

"  Toby"  to  Yoriek. 

WHAT  a  nice  dish  for  lunch  would 
be  what  we  find  mentioned  in  the 
Racing  Order  of  the  Day,  i.e.  "Plate 
of  150  tori."  Excellent  I  To  be 
washed  down  with  a  draught  of 
Guineas  stout ! 


BRIGGS,  OF  BALLIOL. 
PART  I. 

BHIQGS  was  the  gayest  dog  in  Balliol.  If  there  was  a  bonfire  in 
Ihe  quad,  and  if  the  dons  found  their  favourite  chairs  smouldering 
in  the  ashes,  BRIOOS  was  at  the  bottom  of  it.  If  the  bulldogs  were 
led  a  five-mile  chase  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  gownless 
figure  that  lured  them  on  was  BRIGGS.  If  the  supper  at  VINNIE'S 
became  so  uproarious  that  the  Proctor  thought  it  necessary  to 
interfere,  the  gentleman  that  dropped  him  from  the  first- floor  window 
was  BRIGGS.  Anyone  else  would  have  been  sent  down  over  and  over 
again,  but-BRioos  stroked  the  Balliol  boat :  BWGGS  had  his  cricket 
blue;  BRIGGS  was  a  dead  certainty  against  Cambridge  for  the 
quarter  and  the  hundred :  in  short,  BRIGGS  was  indispensable  to  the 
College  and  the  'Vanity,  and  therefore  he  was  allowed  to  stay. 

But  what  is  this  P  A  change  has  come  over  BRIGOS.    He  is  another 

man.    Can  it  be P    Impossible— and  yet?    Yes,  it  began  that  very 

night.  Everyone  has  heard  of  Miss  O'GRiss,  the  Pioneer.  She 
came  up  to  Oxford  to  lecture ;  her  subject  was  "  Man :  his  Position 
and  Raison  d'etre."  BRIGOS  and  I  went  to  hear;  went  in  light 
laughing  mocd  with  little  fear  of  any  consequences.  We  listened  to 
(he  O'GRESS.  "There  is  no  doubt,"  she  said,  "that  Man  was 
intended  by  Nature  to  be  the  Father.  For  this  high  calling  he 
should  endeavour  to  fit  himself  by  every  means  in  his  power.  He 
should  cultivate  his  body  so  as  to  render  himself  attractive  to 
Woman.  He  should  be  tall," — her  eye  fell  on  BRIGGS— "he  should 
be  handsome," — still  on  BRIGGS — "  he  should  be  graceful,  he  should 
be  athletic."— At  this  point  her  eye  seemed  fairly  to  feast  on  BUIGGS, 
and  a  curious  lurid  light  lowered  in  it.  She  paused  a  moment.  I 
was  sitting  next  to  BRIGGS,  and  I  felt  a  shiver  run  through  him.  I 
looked  at  his  face,  and  it  was  ghastly  pale.  I  asked  him  in  a  whisper 
if  he  felt  faint?  He  impatiently  motioned  me  to  be  silent,  and 
remained,  as  I  thought,  like  a  bird  paralysed  beneath  the  gaze  of  a 
serpent.  I  heard  no  more,  so  anxious  was  I  on  my  friend's  account ; 
nor  could  I  breathe  with  any  freedom  until  the  audience  rose  and  we 
were  once  again  in  the  fresh  air. 


The  following  day  there  was  a  garden-party  at  Tiinity.  BRIQGS 
faid  he  was  playing  for  the  'Varsity  against  Lancashire,  and  there- 
fore could  not  go.  Imagine  my  surprise  then,  when,  as  I  was  doing 
the  polite  amorg  the  strawberries  and  cream,  1  caught  eight  cf  him 
slinking  down  the  lime  grove  at  the  heels  of  the  O'GRFSS.  I  rubbed 
my  eyes  and  looked  again.  Yes,  it  was  BRIGGS  indeed.  The  face 
was  his ;  the  features  were  his ;  the  figure  was  his ;  the  clothes  were 
his— but,  the  buoyant  step?  the  merry  laugh  r  where,  where,  oh  1 

where  were  they  ? 

•  ••*•• 

The  Long  Vac.  passed,  and  we  were  all  up  again  for  Michaelmas 
Term.  There  was  a  blank  in  our  circle.  "  Where '«  BRIGGS  ?  " 
asked  BROWN.  "Where's  BJUGGS?"  asked  TBOITIR  of  Trinity. 
We  looked  at  one  another.  What!  Nobody  seen  BRIGGS  ?  Not  up 
yet  ?— Better  go  and  see.  We  went  to  his  rcomp.  No  BKIGGS  there, 
and  not  a  sign  of  his  coming.  We  went  to  JONES.  JOMM  knew  no 
more  than  we;  to  SMITH,  GREKN,  ROBERTS -all  equally  ignorant. 
At  last  we  tried  the  Porter.  What!  hadn't  we  heard  the  news? 
News?  No!  What  news?  The  Porter's  face  grew  long.  Why, 
Mr.  BBIGGS,  'e  weren't  ccmin'  up  no  more.  Not  coming  up? 
Not  coming  up?  Nonsense!  Impossible !— Fact,  gentlemen,  fact. 
The  Master.  Vd  'ad  a  note  from  Mr.  BRINGS,  tayin'  as  'ow  'e 
wouldn't  be  back  agin.  No  one  knew  ncthink  more  than  that.  No 
one  could  explain  it. 

There  was  despair  in  Balliol.  What  would  become  of  u»  t  With- 
out BRIGGS  we  could  never  oatch  B.  N.  C.  Magdalen  would  bump 
us  to  a  certainty,  and  we  could  hardly  hope  to  escape  the  House.  In 
football  it  would  be  just  as  bad.  Eeble  and  Exeter  would  simply 
jump  on  us,  and  not  a  single  Balliol  man  would  have  his  blue.  Ihe 
position  was  appalling ;  ruin  stared  us  in  the  face ;  the  College  was 
in  consternation,  for  BRIGGS  had  disappeared. 


NOTE  BT  A  RATIONALIST. 

'  Home  Rule  all  Round !  "    That  cry  is  in  the  air : 
What  Ireland  wants,  though,  is  Home  Rule  all  square. 
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'la  TOUE  SON   IMPROVING   IN  HIS   VlOLlN-PLAYIKG,    MR.   JoXKS?" 

"WELL — EITHER  HE'S  IMPROVING,  OR  WE  'RE  GETTING  USED  TO  IT  I' 


BORX,  MAY  4,  1825.        DIED,  JUNE  30,  1895. 

AKOTHRB  star  of  Soienca  slips 
Into  the  shadow  of  eclipse !  — 
Vet  no ;  the  light  is  nowise  gone, 
But  burning  still,  and  travelling  on 
The  nnbirn  future  to  illume, 
And  dissipate  a  distant  gloom. 
True  man  of  Science  he,  yet  more, 
Master  of  metaphysio  lore, 
Lover  of  history  and  of  art, 
He  played  a  multifarious  part. 
With  clear  head  and  incisive  tongue 
Dowertd.  on  all  he  touched  he  flung 
Those  rarer  charms  of  grace  and  wit 
Great  learning  mav  not  always  hit. 
To  his  "  liege  lady  Soienoe  "  true, 
He  narrowed  not  a  jealous  view 
To  her  alone,  but  found  all  life 
"With  charm  and  ethic  interest  rife. 
Knowing  plain  lore  of  germ  and  plant, 
With  dreams  of  HAMILTON  and  KANT, 
All  parts  of  the  great  human  plan. 
England  in  him  has  lost  a  Man. 
The  great  Agnostic,  clear,  brave,  true, 
Taught  more  things,  may  be,  than  he 
deemed  he  knew. 

Business. 

Inquirer  (drawing  up  prospfctai).  Shall  I 
write  "  Company  "  with  a  big  C  ? 

Honest  Broker.  Certainly,  if  it 's  a  sound 
one,  as  it  represents  "Company"  with  a 
capital. 


MR.  BRIEFLESS,  JUN.,  ON  THE  LONC 
VACATION. 

UKFORTUirATEt,Y  I  was  prevented,  ly  an 
appointment  of  a  semi-professional  character 
—I  had  been  desired  by  a  maiden  aunt  to  give 
her  my  advice  upon  a  question  of  damage 
arising  out  of  a  canine  assault  cimmittfd 
by  her  lap-do? — from  being  present  at  the 
General  Meeting  of  the  Bar,  and  canse- 
ouently  was  unable  to  take  part  in  the  annual 
deliberations  of  my  learned  and  friendly  col- 
leagues. From  what  passed  on  the  occasion 
to  which  I  refer,  I  gather  that  there  was  an 
inclination  to  call  the  Benchers  of  the  Inns 
of  Court  to  account.  It  seems  to  me — and  1 
believe  that  I  am  right  in  the  opinion— that, 
so  long  as  our  Ma*ttrs  worthily  represent  the 
dignity  of  the  profession,  we  Members  of  the 
Inner  and  Outer  Bar  have  no  tangible  cause 
for  complaint. 

But  I  fancy  the  leading  subject  at  the 
Forensic  Congress  was  the  Long  Vacation. 
Judging  from  the  numerous  letters  that  have 
reached  me  from  both  branches  of  the  pro- 
fession, this  is  a  matter  of  the  first  import- 
ance to  all  of  us.  I  have  been  asked  by 
many  of  my  learned  and  friendly  colleagues, 
and  my  nearly  equally  learned  and  even  more 
friendly  clients,  to  give  my  opinion  on  the 
subject.  One  respected  correspondent  who 
hails  from  Ely  Place,  writes,  "How  could 
you  possibly  recover  from  the  wear  and  tear 
of  your  arduous  practice  in  Trinity  Term, 
had  you  not  a  part  of  August  and  nearly  the 
whole  of  September  and  October  ready  to  hand 
I  for  recuperation?"  I  quite  agree  with  Sir 


GEOBGE — I  should  say,  mv  respected  corre- 
spondent— that  as  I  ne'r"the  Long."  I  do 
feel  the  need  of  rest — nay,  even  considerable 
rest.  Then  a  learned  friend  who  represents 
not  only  the  Bar,  but  chivalry  in  its  forensic 
form,  sends  me  a  caricature  of  "  DICKY  W." 
that  would  suggest  that  were  the  holidays 
to  be  decreased,  a  wearer  of  a  most  distin- 
guished order,  and  an  athlete  of  no  small 
fame  would  be  reduced  to  a  condition  of  com- 
plete collapse.  Once  again,  an  ornament  to 
our  Bench — perhaps  the  greatest  ornament — 
honours  me  with  the  suggestion  that  were 
we  to  lose  a  month  of  recreation,  it  might 
sadden  the  terraces  of  Monte  Carlo,  and 
eclipse  the  merriment  of  Newmarket  Heath. 
It  is  needless  to  state  that  all  these  com- 
munications have  had  weight  with  me. 
Sfill,  I  have  deemed  it  desirable  to  approach 
the  subject  with  an  open  mind.  It  seems  to 
me  (and  no  doubt  to  many  others)  that  the 
question  narrows  itself  into  a  matter  of 
nuance.  I  have  therefore  taken  PORTINGTON 
into  my  counsels,  and  examined  with  unusual 
care  the  pages  of  my  Fee  Book.  After  much 
consultation  with  my  admirable  and  excellent 
clerk,  and  an  exhaustive  audit  of  the  figures 
of  my  forensic  honoraria,  I  have  come  to  the 
matured  conclusion  that  the  lengthening  or 
the  shortening  of  the  Long  Vacation  does  not 
affect  me  financially  in  the  very  least. 

(Signed)    A.  BRIEFLESS,  JUNIOB. 
Pump-handle  Court,  June  22,  1895. 


FOOTBALL  is  to  be  played  in  all  the  schools 
and  colleges  of  Russia.  The  champion  of  the 
game  is  known  as  Prince  KHIKOFF. 
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THE    FATE    OF    ROTTEN    ROW. 


ON  VIEW  AT  HENLEY. 

THE  most  characteristic  work  of  that  important  official,  the  clerk  of 
the  weather. 

The  young  lady  who  has  never  been  before,  and  wants  to  know  the 
names  of  the  eights  who  compete  for  the  Diamond  Sculls. 

The  enthusiastic  boating  man,  who,  however,  prefers  luncheon  when 
the  hour  arrives,  to  watching  the  most  exciting  race  imaginable. 

The  itinerant  vendors  of  "  ooolf  rs  "  and  other  delightful  comestibles. 

The  troupes  of  niggers  selected  and  not  quite  select. 

The  house-boat  with  decorations  in  odious  taste,  and  company  to 
match. 

The  "perfect  gentleman's  rider"  (from  Paris)  who  remembers 
boating  at  Atnieres  thirty  years  ago,  when  JULES  wore  when  rowing 
lavfnder  kid-gl»v«s  and  high  top-boots. 

The  calm  mathematician  (from  Berlin),  who  would  prefer  to  see  the 
iac*s  represented  by  an  equation. 

The  cute  Yankee  (from  New  York),  who  is  quite  sure  that  some  of 
the  loting  crews  have  been  "got  at"  while  training. 

The  guaranteed  enclosure,  with  band,  lunch  and  company  of  the 
same  quality. 

The  "very  best  view  cf  the  river"  from  a  dozen  points  of  the 
compass. 

Neglected  maidens,  bored  matrons,  and  odd  men  out. 

Quite  the  prettiest  toilettes  in  the  world. 

The  Thames  Conservancy  in  many  breeches. 

Launches:  steam,  electric,  accommodating  and  the  reverse. 

Men  in  flannels  who  don't  boat,  and  men  in  tweeds  who  do. 

A  vast  multitude  retidtntial,  and  a  vaster  come  per  rait  from  town. 

Three  glorious  days  of  excellent  racing,  at  once  national  and 
unique. 

An  aquatic  festival,  a  pattern  to  the  world. 

And  before  all  and  above  all,  a  contest  free  from  all  chicanery,  and 
the  very  embodiment  of  fairplay. 

FBOM  A  CORRESPONDENT.— "  SIB,  —  I  cccasionally  come  across 
allusions  to  '  Groves  of  Blarney:  Which  Groves  was  this  ?  There 
was  a  celebrated  fishmonger  known  as  '  Grarrs  of  Bond  Strett : '  is 
Groves  of  Blarney  an  Irish  branch  of  that  family  ?" 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons.  Monday,  July  1.—  Presto  1  Quick  trans- 
formation scene  e  fleeted  to-day.  Conservatives  to  the  right ;  Liberals 
to  the  left.  Stupendous,  far-reaching  change ;  one  of  those  rarely 
hatipy  events  that  please  everyone.  Hearing  what  people  say,  it  is 
difficult  to  decide  which  the  more  j>lea«d,  Liberals  at  being  turned 
out,  or  Conservatives  at  springing  in.  On  Ministerial  side  happiness 
marred  in  individual  oases  by  being  left  out  of  the  Ministry. 

"I'm  getting  up  in  years  now,  TOBY,"  said  THE  MARIISS,  "and 
I've  had  pretty  long  experience  in  making  up  Ministries.  But  I 
assure  yon  I  've  been  staggered  durinr  last  week,  including  in 
special  degree  the  last  hour.  The  more  offices  assigned,  the  narrower 
becomes  the  basis  of  onera'ion,  and  the  more  desperate  the  rush  of 
the  attacking  party.  You'd  be  surprised  if  you  saw  the  list  of  men 
who  have  asked  me  for  something.  As  a  rule  they  don't  put  it  in 
that  general  way.  They  know  precisely  what  they  want,  and  are 
not  bashful  in  giving  it  a  name,  though  they  usually  end  up  by 
sajine  that  if  this  particular  post  is  disposed  of,  anything  else  will 
do.  In  fact,  like  the  cabman  and  the  coy  fare,  they  leave  it  to  me.  1 
am,  ai  you  know,  of  placid  temperament,  inclined  to  take  genial 
views  of  my  fellow-man.  But  I  declare,  if  the  process  of  forming  a 
Ministry  under  my  direction  were  extended  beyond  a  fortnight,  I 
should  become  a  continued  cynic." 

Business  done.— Parties  change  sides. 

Tueiday.— "  Quel  /our  pour  le  ban  Jot!"  said  my  Friend, 
dropping  with  easy  grace  into  the  French  of  Aldemey-atte-Sark. 

Home  full,  considering  the  nearness  of  Dissolution.  Members 
anxious  above  all  things  to  meet  their  constituents.  Grudge  every 
hour  that  holds  them  from  thtir  embrace.  Still,  it  is  well  upon 
occasion  to  practice  self-denial.  Ten  days  or  even  a  fortnight  with 
constituents  during  progress  of  contest  inevitable.  Just  as  well 
not  to  anticipate.  So  House  crowded  to  tee  PBIKCE  ABTHUB, 
return.  Slight  flush  on  his  cheek  as  with  swinging  stride  he  comes 
to  take  up  sceptre  PEEL  once  held,  that  Dizzr  defily  wielded,  that 
GLADSTONE  of  late  laid  down.  After  him.  second  only  to  him, 
JOSEPH— JOSEPH  in  his  very  best  summer  snit,  appropriate  to  occa- 
sion when  sun  shines  most  brightly.  Then  JOIIM,  who  has 
descended  to  frivolity  of  white  waistcoat,  which  casts  ghastly  pallor 
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over  festive  scene.    Last  of  all,  type  in  these  days  of  stern,  unbend- 
ing Toryism,  MICHAEL  HICKS-BEACH. 

"BEACH,"  said  SAHK,  coming  back  to  the  English  tongue,  "  has 
never  either  manoeuvred  or  wobbled.  He  is  of  the  very  flower  of 
English  political  squirearchy.  He  has  principles  and  convictions, 
and  he  sticks  to  them.  Sj,  when  a  Conservative  Ministry  arrives,  he 
walks  in  last,  and,  on  the  Treasury  Bench,  takes  any  seat  others  may 
not  have  appropriated.  Consider  these  things,  TOBY,  my  boy.  If 
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you  're  bringing  up  any  pups  to  a  political  career,  the  study  may  be 
usef  al  to  you  and  them."  Private  HAITBURY  got  his  stripes.  After 
pegging  away  for  years  at  Treasury,  PHISCE  AHTHUB  now  put  him 
on  to  repel  attacks.  Will  do  it  well  too.  An  admirable  appointment. 
Bad  thing  about  it  is,  that  it  breaks  up  a  cherished  companionship ; 
parts  friends  by  the  height  and  width  and  back  of  Treasury  Bench.  ' 

Business  clone. — Ministers  sworn  in. 

Thuredau.  —  Notable  change  come  over  BOLTONPABTY  in  the 
last  tew  days.  Unmistakable  Retreat-from-Moscow  look  about 


him.  When  Liberal  Govern- 
ment went  out  and  JOSEPH 
handed  THEMABKisstothefront, 
BOLTONPAKTY  beamed  with  large 
content.  The  Sun  of  Austerlitz 
shone  once  more. 

"JOSEPH,"  he  said,  folding  his 
arms  in  historic  fashion,  letting 
his  massive  chin  rest  on  his 
manly  chest,  what  time  his  noble 
brow  shone  with  the  radiance  of 
mighty  thoughts,  "JOSEPH  will 
never  forget  his  early  friend  and 
ally.  It's  not  as  if  at  the  last 
General  Election  I  stood  under 
bis  flag,  won  a  seat,  and  laid  it 
at  his  feet.  I  fought  North  St. 
Pancras  as  a  Home-Kuler,  cap- 
tured it,  and  before  new  Par- 
liament was  many  months  old, 
went  over  to  other  side,  making 
early  rift  in  lute  of  GLADSTONE'S 
majority.  Some  men  in  such 
circumstances  would  have  gone 
back  to  their  constituency  and 
said,  'Dear  boys,  there's  a  mis- 
take somewhere.  You  elected 
me  on  a  particular  understand- 
ing. Since  then  I  have  taken 
another  view  of  the  situation  and 
of  my  duty.  Sj  I  come  back, 
return  the  trust  you  placed  in 
my  hand,  and  give  you  oppor- 
tunity of  electing  me  again,  or 
choosing  another  man.'  That 
might  have  led  to  inconvenience. 
Wouldn't  run  any  risk  ;  so  kept 
my  seat,  and  voted  steadily  with 
JOSEPH.  Suppose  they  won't  put 
me  in  the  Cabinet  right  off  ?  But 
I  shall  have  choice  of  first- ela si 
Under-Secretaryship.  Shall  it 
be  War,  Navy,  or  Home  Depart-  ...  . 
ment?  Anyone  excellent;  but  \"tuc  Kewarded!  The  rew  Secretary 
obviously  I  must  go  to  the  War  of  the  I™"*!,  »&•  H-nb-ry. 
Oflice.  Don't  know  whether  there  's  any  particular  uniform  for 
Financial  Secretary.  If  not,  could  soon  knock  one  up  from  old 
portrait  of  the  Emperor." 

Diy  after  day  BILTONPABTY  stayed  at  home,  expecting  every  hour 
to  be  sent  for.  Nothing  came  till  Wednesday  morning's  papers 
arrived,  with  the  news  that  son  AUSTEN  was  Secretary  to  the  Admi- 
ralty, JESSE  COLLINGS  was  installed  at  the  Home  Oflice,  and  POWELL 
WILLIAMS— who  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field,  and  didn't  in  any 
respect  resemble  the  Emperor  NAPOLEON— was  Financial  Secretary  to 
the  War  Office !  "  That 's  bad  enough,  TOBY,"  said  BOLTOK  PARTY, 
tiling  away  an  iron  tear  that  coursed  down  his  steel-frrey  cheek. 
"But  there's  worse  behind.  What  do  you  th'nk  JOSEPH  did 
when  he  heard  I  wasn't  ^^\ 

altogether  pleased  ?  He 
offered  me  a  statue! 
Said  he'd  no  doubt 

AKEKS-DOUGLAS      Could 

pick  up  on  reasonable 
terms  an  old  statue  of 
NAPOLION  ;  with  a  little 
touching  up  it  would 
serve,  and  there  was  a 
place  ready  on  the  site 
proposed  for  CBOM- 
WELL'S.  There  was,  he 
said,  well-known  pic- 
ture of  NAPOLEON  Cross- 
ing the  Alps.  Why 
shouldn't  there  be  a 
s'atue  of  BOI.TONPARIY 
Crossing  MarylcbDne 
Road,  North  Pancras  '•: 
This  is  man' s  gratitude ! 
I  've  been  cruelly  Elba'd 
on  one  side,  and  nothing 
remains  for  me  now  but 
St.  Helena." 

Business  done.— All.  Tobv  runs  dow71  to  nis  Constituency. 

Saturday. — Prorogation  to-day,  with  usual  imposing  ceremony. 
On  Monday,  Diseolution.  Off  to  the  country.  Of  course  no  one 
opposes  me  in  Barks.  But  must  do  the  civil  thing  by  my  constituents. 
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TO  A  LADY  HUMORIST. 

YUI-R   laugh  would  chase  away 

the  blues. 

Your  smile  is  always  sunny, 
One  must  be  gay — who  could  re- 
fuse ? 

Your  "mission"  is  just  to  amuse; 
Discarding     all     blue  -  stocking 

views, 
Yon  fancy  what  is  funny. 

You  have  no  fads  on  Man's  De- 
scent 

From  something  quite  atomic, 
On  Diet,  Dit-estahlishimnt. 
On  Dress,  Diminishing  of  Rent, 
Divorce  or  Dockyard  Discontent — 

You  seek  for  something  comic. 

Yon  wear  no  hygienic  shoe, 

Your  dress  is  never  frightful, 
Your  sense  of  humour  makes  you 

too 

Alive  to  what  yon  should  not  do, 
You  laugh  at  folks,  not  they  at 

you, 

You  write   what's   quite  de- 
lightful. 

So  laugh,  and  always  make  us 

gay; 

Stern  women  are  alarming, 
The  boldest  men,  I  need  not  fay, 
Are   simply  scared   by   such  as 

they, 
Yon  do  not  bore  us,  anyway. 

Your  conversation 's  charming. 


Un metrical  Adaptation  of 
Robbie  Eurtts'  celebrated  Line 
to  the  "  New  Woman,"  whether 
in  male  attire  on  or  off  Bicycle, 
in  her  Club,  driving  her  trap,  <tc., 
Stc. — "A  woman's  a  woman  for 
a'  that." 


SPORTING    EVENT-A    RECORD. 
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Of  Mr.  ATHOL  MATHKW'S  Ilit- 
tory  of  Punch  the  Baron  can  a< 
present  say  nothing,  no  copy  ol 
this  work  having  a*  yet  been 
brought  to  Our  Booking  Office 
and  without  a  ticket-of-leave,  or 
ticket-for-leavet,  granted  by  Mr 
Punch  himself,  per  the  Bamn  de 
B.-W,  the  book  of  MAHC("MODO 
he  is  called  and  MAHU,"  at 
SHIKI.P.T  BROOKS  used  to  quote 
from  King  Lear)  will  not  have 
received  the  "  imprimatur."  Al- 
ready it  appears,  as  we  read  in  a 
letter  from  Mr.  HENKY  SPIEL- 
MAHN  (who,  if  any  man  living 
knows  anything  about  Mr. 
Punch's  history,  is  the  PuBchian 
Biographer  and  Historian  par  ex- 
cellence and  "by  appointment" 
to  the  Daily  Chronicle.  Friday, 
July  12,  that  in  Mr.  MAYIIF.W'H 
book  there  are  numerous  errors 
on  important  matters.  "  May- 
hew-manum  ett  errare."  Bui 
"  Heir  Vow  SriKLXAicir  will  put 
him  right  in  his  forthcoming 
book,"  say.  THE  J0DICIOUg 

BAHON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


COVKTT  GARDEN  OPERA  PRO- 
VEKB.  —  "When  in  doubt  play 
Fau,t." 

"H»ppr THOUGHT!"  (Aoropoi 
of  a  recent  can  in  the  Maryle- 
bone  Police  Court).— What  a  good 
title  for  an  old-fashioned  panto- 
mime in  the  East  End  (where 
the  real  pantomimes  used  to  be) : 
"  Harlequin  and  the  Mytterious 
Manx  Mannikmt ;  or,  Snapihot 
and  the  Demon  Camera .'" 


BK1GGS,  OF  BALLIOL. 
PABTII. 

Two  years  passed,  and  never  a  syllable  could  I  learn  of  BRIOOS. 
Then  I  met  TROTTER  of  Trinity  at  Piccadilly  Circus.  "By  the 
wav,"  said  he,  "  I  suppose  you  have  heard  about  poor  old  BRIGGS  ?  " 
"  No !  "  I  cried.  "  What  of  him  I"'  "  Oh,  I  thought  you  would  be 
sure  to  know,  or  I  would  have  broken  it  to  you  more  gently." 
"  Why  ?  "  I  atked,  with  apprehension.  "  Has  anything  happened 
to  him?"  "Well,"  he  replied,  with  some  hesitation,  "I— er— I 
hardly  like  to  tell  you.  You  were  such  a  friend  of  his."  "  You 

don't  mean  to  say  that  he  is 1"'    "Dead?    No,  poor  fellow,  not 

dead  exactly,  but  worse  than  that,  I  fear.  He  has  become  a  New 
Man,  you  see."  I  looked  at  TBOTIER  in  bewilderment.  "  Why  .you 
see,  he  is  married— yes,  he  married  the  O'QaKss,  you  know.  Poor 
BBIGGS!  I  saw  him  yesterday,  and,  upon  my  word,  I  should 
scarcely  have  known  him.  But  go  and  see  him  yourself ;  you  will 
never  believe  my  story." 

TROTTEK  wrote  me  the  address  on  a  card,  and  the  next  day  I 
called.  The  maid  looked  somewhat  surprised  when  I  atked  for 
Mr.  BBIOOS.  He  was  at  home,  oh,  yes,  he  was  at  home,  but  she 
didn't  know  whether  he  could  see  me  or  not,  as  he  was  feeding  the 
baby.  This  announcement  rather  staggered  me,  but  I  pulled  myself 
together  snfh'oiently  to  assure  her  that  I  was  an  old  friend  of 
Mr.  BRIGGS  ;  ar.d,  on  learning  this,  she  asked  me  to  walk  upstairs. 
"  This  is  the  nursery."  she  said,  when  we  had  reached  the  topmost 
•torey.  "  You  will  find  Mr.  BRIOGS  inside." 

I  opened  the  door,  and  what  a  scene  greeted  met  There  was 
BBIGOS,  my  old  friend  BHIGGS,  the  gallant  BBIGGS  of  Balliol,  rocking 
ceaselessly  to  and  fro  the  while  he  crooned  in  a  low  monotone  to  a 
bundle  of  pins  and  flannel  that  lay  cradled  in  his  arms.  I  sprang 
forward  to  grip  him  by  the  hand.  He  laid  his  linger  on  his  lips,  and 
in  an  agonised  whisper  murmured,  "  Sh !— You  '11  wake  the  baby  I  " 
I  controlled  myself,  and  sank  into  a  chair,  to  which  he  motioned  me. 
BBIGGS  hushed  the  infant  anxiously  for  a  minute  or  two  until  it  was 
well  asleep ;  then  he  turned  to  me,  and  with  a  sickly  smile  whis- 
pered, "  1  'm  glad  to  see  you.  ROBIHSON,  but  please  talk  very  gently, 
for  fear  of  waking  the  Cutsababoo." 


It  grieved  me  to  hear  poor  BKK.GS  talk  in  this  fashion,  but  there 
were  a  thousand  questions  I  was  burning  to  ask  him. 

"  Oh,  BRIGGS,  why  did  you  leave  Balliol  so  suddenly  P  "  "  Sh !  " 
he  answered,  looking  nervously  round  him.  "  She  took  me  away." 
"  And  why  did  you  never  write  to  anyone  P"  "  Sh !  She  forbade 
me."  "Forbade  youP"  "Yes,  yes,  indeed.  Oh,  ROBINSON,  you 
do  not  know  my  wife  !  "  I  was  inwardly  thankingmy  stars  that  I 
had  not  this  honour  when  BRIOGS,  overcome  with  his  emotion,  sud- 
denly flung  up  his  arms  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  The 
action  upset  the  equilibrium  of  the  baby,  which  rolled  off  his  lap, 
fell  on  the  floor,  and  awoke  with  a  scream.  With  a  cry  of  dismay 
BRIGGS  caught  up  the  bundle,  and  tossed  it  violently  up  and  down, 
addressing  it  the  while  in  such  intelligible  terms  as  these — "  And 
did  it  wake  its  darling  ducky  Cutsababoo,  it  did  I  It  was  a  naughty 
cruel  Dada,  it  was ! " 

It  would  be  hard  to  say  which  made  the  greater  noise,  B  BIGGS  or 
the  baby  ;  but  BRIGGS  had  the  staying  power,  and  after  a  fight  the 
baby  gave  it  up.  BRIOGS  gazed  at  it  as  it  lay  exhausted  in  his  arms, 
then  turning  to  me,  he  said. ."I  think  the  Cutsababoo  has  done 
crying  now,  ROBINSON.  Will  you  excuse  me  if  I  sing  him  to  by- 
byes  ? '"  In  olden  days  BRIOGS  had  a  glorious  baritone  voice,  and  to 
hear  him  sing  the  Balliol  Boating  Song  was  a  musical  treat.  I  there- 
fore readily  agreed  to  stay  and  lirten.  "The  Duckydoo  is  very 
particular,"  explained  BBIGGS.  "  He  will  only  go  to  sleep  to  his 
own  ickle  tune,  The  -Veir  Lullaby. 
"  Mummy  has  gone  to  the  city, 

CuUaba-Cultabahao  ! 
But  Mummy  will  think  of  her  Pretty, 

And  buy  aim  a  little  toy  too. 
Daddy  will  dandle  the  Darling, 

And  show  him  hit  beautiful  toy. 
Hushaby,  Pet!     Baby,  don't  frtt ! 

Sleepery,  Peepery  Boy ! 

BBIGGS  had  just  reached  the  end  of  the  second  verse  when  his 
keenly  sensitive  ear  caught  the  sound  of  a  latchkey  turning  in  the 
door.  A  look  of  terror  crossed  his  faoe.  "It's  the.'  It's  the!" 
he  cried.  "  Oh,  ROBINSON,  if  she  finds  you  here  I  Oh,  if  you  love 
me,  fly  I  "  I  needed  no  second  bidding.  With  a  hasty  grip  of  the 
band  I  bade  my  friend  farewell,  and  this  is  the  last  that  has  been 
seen  of  BRIGGS  of  Balliol. 


"  Mummy  U  making  the  money, 

CuUaba  -  CuUababoo  1 
To  buy  a  new  bonnet  for  sonny, 

A  jacket  for  Daddykini  too. 
Daddy  will  dandle  the  Darling, 

And  show  him  his  beautiful  toy. 
Hushaby,  Pet !    Baby,  don't  fret ! 

Sleepery,  Peepery  Boy  ! " 


vol..  fix. 
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CUE  FOR  CANVASSERS. 

(By  a  Cynic. ) 

["  In  all  the  doubtful  eonntitticiKiet  the  remit 
may  be  regarded  as  depending  largely  upon  the 
I  riBiiini.ni  and  argument  brought  to  bear  upon  indi- 
v. dual  electors." — The  Yorkthire  Pott. 

PERSUASION  P    Argument  ?    Very  nice  names 
For  Radical  Caucndtes,  Primrose  Dames, 
And  other  retailers  of  party  riddles, 
Ex  parte  statements,  and  taradiddles ! 
Gregarious  voters,  of  old  bribes  did  you  all ; 
Now  argument  deals  with  the  "  individual. 
With  the  man — or  his  wife — you  must  seek 

occasion, 

Canvasser  clever,  to  fry  "persuasion." 
To  "argue"  that  BLOOQS  is   the   likeliest 

chap 

To  pour  prosperity  into  your  lap  ; 
To     "persuade"     the    Missus    that    that 

McQtJIBK 

Will  deprive  her  "man"  of  his  beer  and 

work! 

Oh,  sweet  are  the  virtues,  upon  occasion, 
Of  moral  (or  even  immoral)  'suasion  I 
When  blankets  run  out  and  when  money 's  all 

spent, 

Then,  then  comes  the  value  of  "  argument." 
And  if  the  "  argument "  takes  the  form 
Of  orders  and  jobs  in  a  perfect  storm  ; 
And  when  "  persuasion  "  the  future  gauges 
A  promise  of  liquor  and  higher  wages  ; 
Why,  then  the  result  is  the  same  almost, 
'Twixt    you    and  me,   and  the  ( Yorkshire) 

Post.' 


A      DALY      SACulFICE      10 

Again,  thanks  to  the  enterprise  of  Mr. 
AUGCSTIN  DALY,  one  of  BHAKSPEABE'S 
comedies  is  rendered  resplendent  with  ap- 
propriate a  ccessories.  A  Midsummer  Night' i 
Dream,  furnished  with  new  illustration", 
and  sparingly  curtailed  by  necessary  "onts," 
becomes  more  poetical  than  ever.  Miss  ADA 
REHAH  is  a  "  dream "  in  herself,  and  Mr. 
LEWIS,  as  an  American  playing  in  England, 
becomes  "translated"  every  evening  to  the 
complete  satisfaction  of  an  appreciating  and 
crowded  audience.  The  play  should  run  from 
Midsummer  into  Michaelmas, 


A  HENLEY' BARCAROLLE. 

(By  a  Paratyllabic  Swain.) 

MY  lovylade.  I  peg  and  bray 
That  yon  will  pun  my  joint  to-day ; 
And  we  will,  dreaming  o'er  the  stodge, 
In  come  remote  lackwater  hedge. 

We  '11  take  a  man  JOE,  bandoline, 
And  hick- cup,  as  we  slop  between 
The  bangled  tanks — we  11  sink  and  drip, 
And  strum  the  things  on  board  our  (hip. 

List  to  my  lovesick,  mew,  ard  cDme 

Far  from  the  giddy,  higgling  gum  I 

Relaying  hearses,  we  will  croon, 

And  through  each  glowering  hide  we  '11  spoon  ! 


ADVERTISEMENT  (in  "Standard").— 
"  Great  Yarmouth.  Small  House.  Close 
Aquarium  and  sea.  Servant  left."  Who  was 
there  when  "  servant  left"  P  Also  why  "olose 
Aquarium  and  sea"?  Perhaps  easy  out  un- 
wise to  close  the  former,  but  quite  impossible 
to  shut  up  the  latter. 

"Qooo  Bis  "-LEY.  "  TELL  THAT  TO  THE 
MARINES."-  -The  United  Services  Cap  was  ad- 
j  udged  to  the  Marines  at  Bisley.  In  this  com- 
petition the  Marines  were  the  best,  "  all  told." 


LABOUR    OF    LOVE! 


Benevolent  Lady  (who  has  with  infinite  trouble  organised  a  Country  Excursion  for  tome  over- 
worked London  Dressmakers).  "  THEN  MIND  YOU  'KB  AT  THE  STATION  AT  NINE  TO-MORROW, 
ELIZA.  I  BO  HOPB  IT  WON'T  RAIN  I " 

"RlSl,    MlS8  I       I   "OWP  NOT,    TO    BB    8CRB  I       THB   OOT/NTRY '8    BAD    ENOCOH    WHBN   IT '« 

FOISM,  TN'T  IT,  Miss  t " 


A  SMOKING  CHRIS-UAH  CONCERT.— In  these 
smoking  hot  July  days  a  Smoking  Mission 
seems  a  good  notion.  Yet  the  Baccy-nalian 
missionaries  may  probably  have  to  say,  •'  We 
have  pipe'd  unto  you,  and  you  have  not 
responded,"  except  as  long  as  the  supply 
held  out.  Will  there  be  distributed  tracts 
entitled  A  Bird's  Eye  View  of  Heaven,  A 
Short  Cut  to  Truth.  Returns  to  Virtue, 
What  is  Life  t—A  Mixture  ! 

PROVERB  A  PROPOS  OF  LATEST  NEW  WALTZ, 
"  KINO  GRETCHEN."— "It's  the  last  STRAUSS 
that  breaks  the  record." 


BAWBEES  ACROSS  THE  BORDER.  —  The 
Dundee  Adeertiser  has  recently  publi-hed 
a  table  showing  the  dUtribution  of  Minis- 
terial salaries  amongst  Peer*,  Liberal  Union- 
ists, and  Scotchmen.  According  to  our 
canny  contemporary,  "  Scotland  fares  badly 
in  the  new  Administration."  The  reason  ti.r 
this  lament  is  found  in  the  fact  that  the 
share  of  CaUd'mia  —  "the  spoil  is  taken 
chiefly  by  the  Clan  Balfour, '  remarks  the 
D.  .4.— amounts  only  to. £12,425.  And  yet 
this  sum  represents  the  "  banging "  of  a 
good  many  ''saxpences,"  North  Britain  is 
unreasonable ! 
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WASTING    HER    SWEETNESS. 

(An  Electioneering  Stitdy.) 


"  I  'm  so  glad  to  have  found  you  at  home,  Mr.  BILOER.  1  "m  Mr§. 
HONETBALL,  and  I  want  you  to  support  my  husband  at  the  election 
— he 's  standing  as  a  Liberal,  you  know.  .  .  .  Oh,  yes,  I  think  1  can 
tell  you  his  views  on  the  Liquor  Traffic.  He 's  anxious  to  see  the 


Mrs.  H.  H.  (to  herself,  as  she  threads  her  way  through  a  grove  they  were  done  away  with.  .  . .  Certainly  you  may  ask  me  a  ques- 
of  drying  linen).  "  I  do  wish  they  would  hang  out  their  washing  i  tion.  ...  No,  of  course  my  husband  would  not  dream  of  putting 
somewhere  else— it's  absolute  ruin  to  one's  hat!  "What  a  depresiing  i  down  Clubs:  he  belongs  to  peveral  himself....  Oh,  you  meant 
place— but  then  they  're  all  the  more  likely  to  be  on  our  side.  Have  •  Working-men1  s  Clubs.  You  belong  to  one  yourself  ?  So  sensible  of 
I  got  my  canvassing  cards  and  the  bundle  of  leaflets?  Yes— then  i  you !— and  of  course  there  can  be  no  possible  objection,  so  long  as 

I  'd  better  begin.  .  .  .     How  do  you  do,  Mr.  DOLLOP  ?  .  .  .    No,  please   no  intoxicating  liquor Not  conducted  on  Teetotal  principles  ? 

don't  move— I  see  I 've  come  upon  you  all  at  your  tea.  So  refreshing  '  I  'm  afraid  that  would  make  a  difference....  Why  (  Because, 
on  a  warm  afternoon  like  this!  . .  .  No,  not  any  for  me,  thanks,  I  don't  you  see.  if  people  can  go  and  join  Clubs,  and  get  drink  there, 
never  touch  it— and  besides.  I  had  some  before  I  came  out,  you  •.  there  would  be  no  use  in  closing  the  public-houses,  would  there? 
know.  .  .  .  Oh,  never  mind  about  wiping  a  chair  for  me,  Mrs.  We  must  be  Ingiral.  ...  No  doubt  intoxicating  drinks  are  supplied 
DOLLOP.  . . .  Yes,  quite  comfort-  in  Clubs,  out  I  don't  see  what 


able,  I  assure  you.  What  a  de- 
lightful home  you  have,  with  all 
those  charming  coloured  pictures 
on  the  wall,  and  BO  beautifully 
clean,  too! . . .  Ah,  if  you  only 
knew  the  trouble  and  worry  of  a 
great  house  and  a  whole  tribe  of 
servants.  .  .  .  But  you  mustn't 
say  that ;  no  one  need  despair  of 
getting  on  nowadays,  you  know. 
And  this  is  your  little  boy  and 
girl  ?  such  bright,  intelligent 
little  faces.  Jam  is  so  wholesome 
for  them,  isn't  it  ?  ...  HALBUT 
and  HAIICK  ?  Really  !  such 
pretty  names  /  always  think; 
and  both  beginning  with — er — 
H.  .  .  .  "Well,  yes,  I  have  called 
on  some  particular  business.  I 
daresay,  now,  Mr.  Deixor, 
you're  quite  a  politician.  ...  A 
plasterer  ?  Now,  how  delight- 
lul  I  Because  I  must  tell  you 
that  my  husband  .  .  .  No,  I 'm 
afraid  not.  You  see,  we  've  only 
just  had  the  whole  house  tho- 
roughly done  up.  I  was  only 
going  to  say  that  my  husband 
has  such  a  respect  for  plasterers 
as  a  class,  you  know.  Haven't 
I  mentioned  who  he  is  ?  How 
stupid  of  me !  He 's  Mr.  HONEY- 
BALL,  the  Radical  Candidate  for 
this  place. . . .  Yes,  I  've  come 
about  the  elections,  of  course. 
Oh,  but  you  ought  to  care :  I  'm 
sure  you're  far  too  intelligent 
a  man  to  be  really  indifferent 
who  represents  you  in  Parlia- 
ment I  And  my  husband  is  so 
devoted  to  the  working-classes ; 
it 's  been  quite  the  aim  of  his  life 
to  do  something  for  them.  His 
motto  is, '  Trust  the  People.' . . . 
Oh,  dearme,  no — he's  not  &shop- 
keeper— he  's  at  the  Bar.  .  .  . 
Certainly  not.  He 's  in  favour  of 
doing  away  with  public-houses. 
He 's  a  barrister — a  lawyer,  you 
know Ah  '  ' 


"  I  love  the  smell  of  tobicco  ! ' 


that  has  to  do  with  it.  ...  My 
husband?  No,  he's  not  a  total 

abstainer,  but  still .  .  .    No, 

no ;  it 's  not  a  question  of  one 
law  for  the  Rich  and  another 
for  the  Poor  at  all.  You  don't 
quite  understand.  ...  If  you 
really  have  heard  enough,  I  '11 
go,  of  course.  . .  .  Not  at  all. 
If  anything  I  've  said  has  helped 

fou  in  making  up  your  mind, 
'm  only  too Don't  trouble 

to  come  to  the  door !  " 

"  Mrs.  MANGLES,  I  think  ? 
Your  husband  not  at  home,  I 
see.  It  doesn't  matter  —  you 
will  do  quite  as  well.  I  'm  Mrs. 
HONETBALL.  ...  Oh,  you  have 
heard  the  name. . .  .  Seen  my 
husband's  picture  on  the  pla- 
cards? Oh,  you're  not  taking 
a  liberty  in  the  very  least.  I 
shall  be  only  too  delighted  to 
give  you  one.  He  is  rather  nice- 
looking,  isn't  he  ?  I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do— when  I  get  home, 
I  '11  send  you  one  of  his  photo- 
graphs to  put  on  your  mantel- 
piece. .  .  .  Oh,  I  don't  think  I 
should  have  it  coloured,  if  I 
were  you. .  .  .  But  his  hair  and 
moustache  aren't  auburn,  and 
what  do  yon  want  to  put  him  in 
a  red  tunic  for  ?  ...  Really  ? 
The  living  image  of  your  first 
young  man  ?  He  will  be 
flattered!  .  .  .  You've  had 
several  since  ?  I  can  quite  be- 
lieve that.  . .  .  Well,  if  you 
will  promise  to  get  your  hus- 
band to  give  me  his  vote,  per- 
haps   Why  should  I  have 

to  go  to  the— er — '  Cimingtery ' 
for  it  ?  ...  Last  Christmas  ? 
—dear  me  I  I'm  very  sorry  I 

Good-bye,  Mrs.  MANGLES  ; 

and— er — if  I  do  find  I  have 

a     photograph     to    spare 

but  the  portrait  of  him  on  that 
know ! " 


....   — ,  but  perhaps  you  haven't  been  fortunate  in  such   leaflet  is  really  more  like,  you  knc ..  . 

lawyers  as  you  've  met.  .  .  .  Well,  but  you  wouldn't  like  the  Tories  "  No,  don't  put  down  your  pipe,  Mr.  GOWLES  ;  I— I  lov,i  the  smell 
to  get  in,  would  you  ? .  .  .  But  they  've  had  their  '  innings,'  as  yon  !  of  tobacco!  .  .  .  You  weren't  intending  to— how  friendly  of  you !  .  .  .  I 
call  it;  they've  been  in  a  whole  fortnight— and  what  have  they  '•  daresay  you  don't  know  who  /am  ?  ...  Perhaps  not,  but  you'll  let 

I've  come  to  ask  you  to  vote  for  my 
he's  not  a  Tory,  you  know,  he's  a 
Not  going  to  vote  for  either  of  them  ? 


.  .  V*l  u"v»»J\*    ill*  T  v   UVW    :    a£  U.1  liOi,  '  /*r //(•,   A     ill    3  LUC    •     •     •       A.^  Vl<  1UU1O  ill  I  till  J  W1A    «**>J    I»^I-A» 

six  votes,  while  you  only  have  one  ?  ...    It 's  foolish  to  say   of  Commons  ?    Oh,  but  you  don't  really  want  to  destroy  one  of  our 
they  re   welcome  to  them,'  like  that,  when  they  only  use  them  to   most  ancient  institutions  I  ...  Capitalists  ?  oh,  they  're  sharks  and 

deprive  you  of  your  rights Then  there's  Welsh  Disestablish-    bloodsuckers  and  landgrabbers  and  all  that,  I  quite  agree  with  you 

inent.  . . .   Oh,  if  you  really  can't  see  the  immense  importance  of  it,   there— only  they're  all  Tories,  you  know. .  . .  Why  shouldn't  you 
all  1  can  say  is,  I  m  extremely  sorry.  .  .  .    Yes.  I  'm  going  now,  and  j  share  in  all  the  wealth  you  're  assisting  to  produce  ?    Why  are  you  to 
'_«_°Te  th?  election  diy  comes,  yon  will  have  learnt  to  take  a   be  robbed  of  the  product  of  your  brain  and  hands?— I  really  don't 

j  know— it 's  very  wrong,  no  doubt — what  do  you  produce  ?  .  .  .    Oh, 


more  enlightened Good  afternoon.' 
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you  "re  a  bill-poster  P  I  tee.  Now  don't  get  excited. .  . .  Your  only 
hope  is  in  the  Gospel  of  HateP  .  •  .  Now  really,  such  a  disagreeable 
thmir  to  say !  ...  If  I  could  only  bring  you  to  see  that  by  voting 

for  the  Liberals .  .  .  I  'm  not  a  smooth-tongued  hnmbug,  and  it 's 

extremely  rud«>  of  you  to  call  me  anything  of  the  kind.  ...  I  never 
said  yon  hadn't  a  perfect  right  to  vote  aa  you  pleased.  .  .  .  Very 
well,  then,  keep  your  horrible  vote,  I  'm  sure  /don  t  want  itl  (To  her- 
self, as  the  drparts)  I  shall  go  home.  If  I  see  any  more  of  these 
people,  I  shall  find  I  've  turned  into  a  rabid  Tory— and  I  'm  sure 
HOHACE  wouldn't  like  that !  " 


a  la  "  'Ria." 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

M.OSDAY  memorable  for  MELBA.  Never  sang  better  than  as  mad- 
as-a-hatter  heroine  of  DONIZETTI'S  Lucia  di  Lamniermoor.  Three 
hoarty,  deafening,  unanimous  encores  for  the  brilliant  tireworky 
Hanwellian  vocalisation  in  LUCY'S  (not"H.  W.  Lucr's,"  of  the 
It.  N.,  but  Miss  LroiA's)  great  de  lunatico  inquirendn  scena. 
After  encore,  inevitable  gigantic  basket  of  flowers  handed  up  to 

triumphant  cantatrioe  by 
Beaming  BEYIONANI  and 
talented  assistants  in 
orchestra.  Conductor  and 
musicians  ought  not  to  be 
used  as  agents  for  de- 
livery of  bouquets  to 
primetlonng.  If  somebody 
among  audience  wishes  to 
publicly  present  singer 
with  floral  testimonial, 
why  not  let  that  Some- 
body step  forward  (as  the 
person  in  church  who 
would  "forbid  the  banns'  ' 
is  invited  to  do)  and  hand 
it  to  her  himself  on  a 
stick?  Or  if  he  be  in 
some  other  part  of  the 
house,  DULCISSIMUS  DRC- 
RIOLANUS  would  himself 
introduce  him  and  his 
basket  of  flowers  on  to, 
and  off,  the  stage.  The 
encores  and  the  floral 
testimonial  quite  turned 
mad  heroine's  head. 
That  is,  FO  turned  it  round 
again  that  she  became  quite  sane  and  chatted  amicably  with  two  or 
three  of  the  leading  chorus  "  up  stage  "  until  it  suddenly  occurred  to 
her  that  she  must  go  mad  again,  which  she  did  at  once,  most 
effectively.  After  this  "  Fra  poco,"  the  swan-like  (if  swan  a  tenor) 
death-song  of  Edgardo,  cannot  go  for  its  value  unless  sung  by  a 
most  popular  and  highly-lifted  tenor.  So  it  stands  to  the 
credit  of  Signor  DASH-MY-VIGNAS  that,  in  this,  he  was  enthu- 
siastically applauded,  and  soon  after  "laid  him  down  and  dee'd" 
in  the  midst  of  an  admiring  and  more-or-less  sympathetic  Chorus. 
Great  opera  for  Chorus  giving  expression  to  their  feelings.  How 
they  cry  or  laugh,  and  point  and  gesticulate  and  threaten  and 
sympathise  as  guests  in  low  dresses  without  anything  distinctively 
Scotch  about  them,  except  in  the  case  of  one  lady  over  whose 
shoulder  I  fancy  I  detected  a  tartan  scarf  of  clannish  pattern. 
Normanno,  played  by,  I  think,  lonno  COBSI  (which  name,  in  com- 
pliment to  the  national  Scotch  liquor,  ought  to  have  been  changed  to 
"  Iwiano  CORSI"),  bore  remarkable  resemblance  to  Markis  o'  SALTS- 
BtjRT.  I  do  not  remember  ever  having  seen  or  heard  Lord  SALISBURY 
as  a  vocalist.  To  be  remembered  as  The  MELTU  Night  of  the  Season 
—  up  to  now. 

Wednesday.  —  CALVE  as  Carmen  simply  perfect.  That  is  all  I 
have  to  say  ;  like  the  Raven  (not  Barnaby  Kudge'i,  but  EDGAR 
A.  POE'S),  1  announce  "Only  this,  and  Nothing  More."  And 
ALVAKEZ  as  Jose,  "Gentleman  JOE,"  who  does  not  drive,  but  is 
driven  to  madness,  first-rate  ;  in  last  scene,  struggle  and  a^saseina- 
tion  most  thrilling,  dramatically:  even  stall-by-the-Eeison'd  opera- 
goers  holding  breath,  and  clutching  at  backs  of  seats.  Audience, 
ordinarily  indifferent  to  fate  of  heroine  in  last  act,  wait  till  bitter  end. 
They  only  quit  when  quite  sure  Carmen  cannot  possibly  sing  any  more. 
Madame  MELBA,  who,  by  request  of  the  Management  "  —  how  modes'ly 
is  this  put,  0  DRURIOLANOS  OPERATICUS  !  —  "  has  kindly  contented  to 
play  Michaela,"  exceeded  the  terms  of  her  amiable  contract,  as  she  not 
only  "  played  "  Michaela,  but  sang  the  music  superbly,  her  singing 
being  faultless,  which  her  '  playing  "  was  not.  Mossoo  ALBKRS  rather 
out  of  it  aa  Escamilln,  and  Toreador  was  not  an  Encoreador,  whereat 
Toreador  non  contento.  All  the  principals  sang  in  French,  "  knowing 
the  language,"  but  clever  Chorus  stuck  to  Italian.  Benissimo  .' 
BEVIGNANI  beaming,  and  beating  time.  House  crowded;  elections 


and  political  parties  disturb  not  the  harmony  of  Covent  Garden.  Yet 
"last  week  but  one"  announced,  and  end  in  view.  WAOBTAFF, 
teeing  CALVE  in  first  act  with  scarf  or  belt  round  waist,  suggests 
riddle,  "  Why  is  CALVK  a  perfect  Carmen  .' "  Before  you  ran  break 
away  from  him,  without  damage  to  your  button-hole,  he  answers, 
"  Because  she  plays  the  part  with  a-band-on."  Eril.  WAOSTAFF. 

Friday. — Paghacci. — A  new  Ifedda  in  Mile.  ZKLIB  DF  LHMAN. 
Nedda  is  rather  a  Loose'nn,  and  Mile.  Xi'.t.iK  is  as  good  a  ffedda  as 
you  can  get  "  when  t'other  dear  charmer's  away.."  Then  to  follow, 
CALVK  in  CaM-lleria  Jlusticana  admirably  dramatic.  Can't 
believe  this  Magdalenish  saint-like  woman  can  possibly  be  that 
deuce  of  a  young  woman,  Carmen,  of  t'other  night.  But  Famina 
varium  et  mutaoilt  (also  cantabile)  temper."  All  the  others  good  as 
ever,  specially  GIULIA  RAVOGLI,  as  the  gay  Lo-la-K-ety. 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

'I'ii  K  hedgehog  is  sometimes  accused  of  helping  himself  to  a  drink 
from  a  recumbent  cow,  but  his  larger  relative,  the  domestic  pig,  is 
to  be  even  still  more  commended  for  his  enterprise.  According  to 
the  Weitern  Daily  Mercury,  in  a  farmyard  in  the  parish  of  Uff- 
culme  a  pig  was  observed  to  rear  on  his  hind  legs  and  suck  milk 
from  a  cow.  This  sight  must  have  enormously  impressed  the  spec- 
tator. But  it  ought  to  have  been  a  dog. 

SPRKLT  a  Radical  Unionist  is  a  new  departure  in  politics.  Mr. 
STRAUSS,  who  is  opposing  Mr.  C'ONTBEAHE,  M.P.  for  the  Camborne 
division  of  Cornwall,  in  reply  to  a  question  at  Cusgame  said  that  he 
was  a  Radical  Unionist,  but  the  name  Liberal  was  good  enough  for 
him.  Mr.  STRAUSS  is  to  be  congratulated  on  his  new  political 
"  Doctrinen" ;  but,  if  he  should  succeed  in  defeating  Mr.  CONTBKARK, 
he  seems  likely  to  lead  the  Whips  a  pretty  dance. 


IT  seems  a  little  hard  on  a  Parliamentary  candidate  when  he  is 
seriously  misrepresented  by  his  own  friends.  This  is  what  Mr. 
MICHAEL  "WILLIAMS  has  suffered  in  the  St.  Austell  division  of  Corn- 
wall at  the  hands  of  his  friend  Canon  BUSH.  With  every  intention 
of  doing  Mr.  WILLIAMS  a  good  turn,  the  worthy  Canon  fired  off  a 
letter  in  the  local  press  containing  a  serious  misquotation  of  a  speech 
said  to  have  been  made  bv  Mr.  WILLIAMS  about  the  false  doctrines 
of  the  Nonconformists.  The  explosion  of  this  shell  in  the  Noncon- 
formist ramp  has  not  improved  Mr.  WILLIAMS'S  chance  of  success, 
and  he  probably  believes  in  the  truth  of  the  old  saying,  that  "  Good 
wine  needs  no  Bush." 


A  PULL  ALL  TOGETHER.— What  our  forefathers  would  have  called 
"  seeking  an  explanation  from  one's  representative,"  is  now,  in 
these  days  of  political  slang,  known  as  "pulling  your  member's 
leg  I  "  Witness  what  happened  in  West  Fife : 

"  Mr.  WEMTSS  said,  that  if  they  returned  him  they  would  have  the  ad- 
vantage of  being  able  to  run  down  to  WEIITBS  when  he  did  anything  wrong 
and  pull  hi*  leg  at  the  co»t  of  a  sixpence  in  train  money,  whereat,  if  they 
wanted  to  pull  Mr.  BIRRELI,  over  the  coals,  it  would  cost  them  £3  to  g«  to 
London." 

The  electors  would  certainly  seem  to  "  have  the  pull "  by  Mr. 
WEMYSS'S  proximity :  but  why  didn't  some  heckler  retort  by  saying 
that  in  pulling  a  candidate's  leg  voters  must  be  careful  not  to  get 
hold  of  a  calf  ?  

SLOW  TRAIIUNG.— The  Cork  County  National  Teachers'  Associa- 
tion has  passed  a  resolution  that  "for  the  tilth  class"  the  geography 
of  the  British  Isles  is  enough,  and  "that  the  British  Colonies  be 
held  over  till  the  examination  in  the  second  year."  But  how  will 
the  British  Colonies  like  being  held  over  ?  And  is  not  Ireland  itself 
going  to  be  a  self-governing  British  Colony— some  day  P  But  that 
idea,  too,  seems  "held  over"  for  the  present  The  National 
Teachers,  however,  are  true  Nationalists,  because  they  also  resolved 
that  "  Professors  of  Irish  should  be  appointed  in  all  the  Training 
Colleges."  If  females,  they  will  be  expected  to  wear  the  Celtic 
fringe,  of  course.  ^__ 

READY  AND  WILLING  (in  the  Comell-Leander  Fiasco).— Oae  crew 
wasn't  "ready,"  but  the  starter  was  "  WILLAN  "— like  Barkis. 
The  Cornell  crew  was  ready  and  willin'.  So  they  had  the  starter 
with  them  at  all  events;  and,  they  started.  Angry  partisans 
described  the  proceeding  as  "  Willanous."  So  it  was,— from  one 
point  of  view.  

EtECTiox  PARADOXES. — Standing  for  a  seat,  aad  running  against 
a  sitting  Member. 

THE  GENERAL  ELECTION  CUT. — "  Take  yo'ir  seats,  Gentlemen!" 
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AGGRAVATING    FLIPPANCY. 

The  Professvr  (who  has  just  come  bade  from  the  North  Pole).  " AND  THE  FAUNA  OF  THESE  INHOSPITABLE  REGIONS  is  AS  POOR  AS 

THE  FLOR*.  I    You  COULDN'T  NAME  A  DOZEN  ANIMALS  WHO  MANAGE  TO  LIVE  THERE." 

Mrs.  Malapert.  "On— I  DARE  SAY  I  COULD!"  The  Professor.  " REALLY— WHAT  ARZ  THEY?" 

Mrs.  Malapert.  "WELL,  NOW — FIVE  POLAR  BEARS,  LET  us  SAY,  AND— AND  SEVEN  SEALS  I"       


IL  "TRUE  BLUE"  INGLES E. 

All"  Ultistrissimo  Signer  Punch. 

ILLUSTBIOUSEST  SIB,— I  feel  myself  in  duty  of  to  write  to  her  these 
few  lines  for  to  tell  to  her  the  my  opinion  of  the  of  her  country.  Ah, 
the  beautiful  England!  One  speaks  in  Italy  of  the  cielo  inglese, 
when  the  sky  is  grey  and  overcast.  For  the  firat  time  I  come  now 
in  the  my  fhip  to  the  of  her  country.  Ecco,  the  sky  is  blue !  In 
the  our  country  so  many  things  are  blue— the  sky,  the  sea,  the  lakes, 
the  distant  mountains,  but  in  the  our  language  not  there  is  the  word 
"blue."  One  says  "azure"  or  " turquoise,"  but  not  the  general 
term  "blue."  Therefore  before  I  come  to  England  I  think,  "  We 
Italians  see  the  colour  blue,  but  not  can  say  it,  and  these  english 
have  the  word,  but  see  never  the  colour."  And  ecco  I  arrive,  and 
the  sky  is  blue !  Not  it  is  the  blue  of  Napoli,  not  it  is  the  blue  of 
Geneva,  and  perhaps  it  is  to-day  only,  but  veramente  it  is  blue.  It 
is  much  curious. 

Also  I  have  found  other  things  blue.  Some  time  the  sea  is  pale 
blue.  Some  time  the  milk  is  pale  blue.  And  one  english  says  to  me, 
"  The  sea  was  rough  and  the  wind  blue."  but  this  not  can  I  under- 
stand. The  his  friends  say  he  likes  chaff.  Diavoh,  what  taste  I 
But  perhaps  the  chaff  is  much  helpful  for  the  digestion,  like  the 
english  brown  bread,  which  some  brave  men  eat.  The  his  friends 
say  also,  "  He  chaffs  till  all  is  blue."  Perhaps  when  one  eats  the 
chaff  the  eyesight  is  altered.  It  is  much  curious.  There  are  other 
things  blue  in  England.  There  are  "  the  blues."  One  my  friend 
says  to  me  that  this_  phrase  is  the  french  ennui.  Then  I  have  not 
it  seen  yet,  for  it  is  always  festa  since  our  arrival.  I  have  heard 
that  the  blues  are  at  Orford  and  at  Cambridge,  above  all  at  the 
College  of  Girton.  But  the  evening  past  I  saw  the  blue  the  most 
beautiful.  Ah,  the  exquisite  eyesl  Ah,  la  bellissima  signorina 
inglese .'  so  graceful,  so  courteous,  so  beautiful !  And  the  her  eyes 
were  blue,  so  blue !  Never  have  I  seen  a  colour  so  sweet.  The  sea 
at  Napoli,  the  sky  at  Palermo,  the  lake  at  Bellagio— it  seems  to  me 
that  they  are  grey  and  ugly  when  I  think  to  the  her  eyes. 

Ah,  Signor  Punch,  Her  is  a  man.  Her  can  love,  Her,  I  know  it 
admires  the  beauty  of  the  women !  So  to  her  I  tell  that  those  blue 
eyes  have  hit  the  heart  of  the  italian.  Not  in  Italy,  but  in  England 
one  sees  the  blue  the  most  divine. 

Her  I  beg  to  accept  the  my  compliments  and  I  have  the  honour  to 
say  myself  Her  Devotedest  Servant, 

ANDREA  DORIA  DARDOLO  VESPUCCI-COLOMBO. 


ORDER!    ORDER! 

'"Colonel  NORTH  bases  his  appeal  for  support  on  the  plea  that  he  will 
•ee'to  it  that  West  Leeds  gets  its  lull  thnre  cf  whaterer  work  may  be  going.'' 
— Leeds  Mercury.] 

0  "  DARK  and  true  and  tender  is  the  NORTH  !  " 

And  wondrous  service  to  West  Leeds  he  '11  render ; 
He  '11  see,  when  Government  work  is  going  forth, 

West  Leeds  shall  have  its  chance— at  least  to  tender. 
"  Orders  are  heaven's  first  law."    That  is  the  kernel 

Of  the  "  dear  Colonel's  "  creed ;  and  it  contents 
Those  who  to  Governments  raise  the  cry  eternal 

Of  "  Give  your  orders,  Gents  1 " 


ECHOES  FROM  THE  POLLS. 

ELECTED  am  I  ?    Well,  I  am  really  much  obliged. 

Oh,  certainly,  shall  be  truly  delighted  to  do  anything  in  my  power. 

Fancy  in  these  hard  times  that  it  is  a  little  difficult  to  increase  a 
subscription  list. 

Only  too  pleased,  but  must  be  rather  careful  not  to  infringe  the 
Bribery  Acts. 

Truly  intend  to  live  up  to  my  opinions.  Would  not  alter  them  for 
worlds. 

Cannot  recall  everything  I  said  during  the  heat  of  the  election,  and 
probably  was  imperfectly  reported. 

Do  not  claim  any  more  liberty  of  action  than  to  obey  the  dictates 
of  my  conscience. 

Afraid  cannot  adequately  represent  every  phase  of  political 
opinion. 

Will  give  as  much  satisfaction  in  Westminster  as  practicable.    . 

Party  arguments  are  rather  superfluous  after  the  contest,  and 
therefore  have  to  be  avoided. 

Sorry  cannot  stay  longer  in  the  Division  itself,  as  my  presence  is 
required  within  the  precincts  of  St.  Stephen's. 

Would  have  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life  to  discuss  all  these 
matters  of  controversy  at  another  time. 

Sorry  cannot  give  exaet  date,  but  why  not  say  just  before  the 
next  General  Election  P 

MEMOEABLE.— Wednesday,  July  10th.  Evoning  F6te  at  Botanical 
Gardens.  JVo  Ruin  !  ! 
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THB  VBTBRAN  (loquitur).  "  DEAR  ME  1    WHAT  HAS  BECOME  OF  HARCOURT  P  " 
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EX-HON.  PEIVATE  A.  BRIEFLESS,  JUN.,  ON  THE 
I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C.  AT  BISLEY. 

IT  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  during  the  sitting  of  the  Courts 
I  have  little  time  for  what  may  be  termed  recreation.  So  when  I 
visited  Bisley  on  the  occasion  of  the  competition  for  the  Ashburnhara 
Shield,  it  was  in  a  semi-military  and  aemi-foren'io  capacity.  It  was 
BO  doubt  pleasing  to  see  one's  schoolfellows  of  a  later  generation 
maintaining  the  prestige  of  a  common  Alma  JUad-r  ;  but  the  chief  at- 
traction in  my  eyes  of  the  successor  to 
Wimbledon  was  the  presence  under 
canvas  of  much  that  is  left  of  the 
"  Devil's  Own."  And  here  let  me 
pause  for  a  moment  to  discuss  the 
traditional  derivation  of  the  alterna- 
tive title  of  the  Inns  of  Court  Rifle 
Volunteer  Corps.  I  believe  His  late 
Majesty  King  WtLLUM  THB  FOURTH 
(of  marine  memory)  is  usually  believed 
to  have  been  the  first  to  call  his 
lawyer  warriors  by  the  name  that,  to 
certain  minds,  has  had  since  an  un- 
sympathetic significance,  I  am  of 
opinion  that  the  Sailor  Sovereign 
merely  confirmed  a  title  that  had 
already  been  obtained  by  usage.  It  is 
more  than  possible  that  the  initial 
supporters  of  the  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C. 
were  counsel  seldom  holding  briefs  of 
their  own,  but  frequently  appearing  as 
"learned"  but  absent  " friends."  It 
is  needless  to  hint  to  the  Bench  and 
Bar  that  I  refer  to  "devils."  If  my 
assumption  is  correct,  then  indeed 
would  the  Battalion  be  justly  known 
to  fame  as  "  the  Devil's  Own." 

I  wish  I  could  deny  the  reports  that 
have  found  their  way  into  the  papers 
that  the  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C.  is  less 
prosperous  than  it  was  of  yore.  Per- 
sonally, I  have  it  on  my  conscience 
that  I  have  not  for  many  years  ap- 

,,.,  peared  on  parade.    To  the  beet  of  my 

The  Skeleton  of  a  Regiment.      ^    l    ^    Qnl     once  joined  lhe 

ranks.  The  occasion  was  a  prize  distribution  in  Line-  Jn's  Inn  Hall. 
As  an  honorary  member  I  was  posted  in  the  front  rank  of  "A" 
Company.  Then  came  the  perplexing  command,  "  Fours  right," 
which,  so  far  as  I  was  concerned,  ended  in  disaster.  A  little  later 
I  retired  from  all  active  military  service,  and  have  remained  in 
retreat  ever  since.  Still,  at  the  sound  of  the  bugle  my  pulse 
quicken*,  and  I  feel  that  had  I  chosen  the  Tented  Field  instead 
of  the  Forum  for  the  exercise  of  my  professional  duties  my  career 
would  not  have  suffered  in  prosperity  from  the  alteration.  In  fact, 
I  believe  that  with  the  conditions  changed  I  should  have  had  just  as 
good  a  chance  of  becoming  Commander- in-Chief  as  Lord  Chancellor. 
But  these  are  regrets  that  are  out  pf  place  in  the  columns  of  a 
periodical  that  guards  the  interests  of  the  universe  in  general,  while 
fostering  the  loftiest  aspirations  of  the  legal  profession  in  particular. 
So  I  cast  them  aside  as  unworthy  the  attention  of  a  counsel,  a  soldier, 
and  a  gentleman. 

Let  me  return  to  the  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C.  at  Bisley.  I  found  "  1hose 
of  the  faithful  who  have  been  true  to  their  trust "  defending  them- 
selves—there was  no  trace  cf  defiance  in  the  action— from  the  fierce 
fire  of  the  noonday  sun  by  wearing  straw  hats  and  sporting 
flannels.  It  was  a  pretty  picture,  that  made  by  the  martial  lawyers 
at  their  mid-day  parade.  The  tents,  the  tubs,  thj  kitchen 
utensils,  and  last,  but  not  least,  the  mess-house,  with  its  dining 
saloon  and  ante-roon>.  Alas,  that  the  stability  of  the  latter  should 
be  inappropriate  I  Alas,  that  the  corps,  once  the  pride  of  the  Volun- 
teer Service,  should  be  reduced  to  four  companies,  and  (so  I  believe) 
have  lost  its  adjutant  I  Ichabod !  How  the  mighty  have  fallen ! 

As  I  watched  the  sad  and  yet  impressive  tableau  old  memories 
flocked  upon  me.  Where  was  the  private  who  caricatured  his 
Colonel,  and  showed  how  a  shako  could  be  combined  with  a  horse- 
hair wig,  and  yet  look  military  and  forensic  P  Where  was  the  lance 
corporal  who  invariably  confirmed  his  captain's  ommands  with  an 
"  as  your  Lordship  pleases  ?  "  Where  was  the  rear-rank  wag  who, 
on  being  told  to  charge,  said  he  "  must  leave  that  sort  of  thing  to  his 
clerk,  who  kept  his  fee-book  P  "  .Where  was  the  vocalist  who  would 
sing  the  songs  of  J.  L.  MOLLOT,  Barrister-at-Law,  and  knew  the  ins 
and  outs  of  "  The  Maske  of  Flowers  P  "  All  of  them  gone,  and  their 
places  scarcely  filled  by  new  comers!  And,  as  I  gazed  upon  an 
energetic  private  of  the  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C.,  apparently  preparing  to 
meet  the  demands  of  an  expected  detachment  of  hunirry  lunohers,  I 
wondered  whether  anything  could  be  done  to  revive  the  fortunes  of 
the  Grand  Old  Battalion.  Could  the  hours  of  leisure  of  the 


warriors  be  occupied  by  regimental  trips  down  the  river,  regiment*! 
drags  to  the  races,  regimental  dinners  to  one  another,  regimental 
visits  to  the  play,  regimental  strolls  in  the  Row,  regimental  hicjcles 
in  Battenea  Park  ''  I  fancy  something  of  this  kind  ha*  already  been 
suggested.  Then,  if  Barristers  do  not  flick  in  sufficient  number* 
to  the  banners  of  the  Lamb,  the  Horse,  and  the  Oriftin,  why  not  throw 
open  the  ranks  to  wealthy  persons — so  to  speak — fond  of  the  leaders  of 
litigation  ?  Again  I  imagine  some  such  plan  has  already  been  under 
consideration. 

And,  as  I  thought  the  matter  over,  I  became  gloomier  and 
gloomier.  So  sad  was  I  that  I  had  to  visit  the  adjacent  cemetery, 
to  revive,  under  the  modified  merriment  of  the  place,  into  com- 
parative cheerfulness.  The  mere  recollection  of  the  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C. 
unmans  me.  It  is  better  that  I  should  pause,  for  I  can  write  no  more. 

Pump  Handle  Court,  July  12, 1895.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Juir. 


THE  CRY  OP  THE  COUNTER. 

(By  a  Shopkitper  who  had  hoped  bctt'r  things  of  the  Season.) 

G K i. AT  Scott !    Sold  again !    It 's  all  up  with  the  Season, 

Though  Summer  in  Summer,  and  Goodwood 's  not  gone ! 
We  Shopkeepers  hoped  for  good  luck,  and  with  reason, 

For  things  did  look  bright.     But  once  more  we  are  done  ; 
Done,  clean  as  a  whistle !    A  General  Election  ! 

Sprung  on  us,  through  BRODRICK,  and  cordite,  and  itnff  ! 
A  plague  on  both  parties,  a  curse  on  each  section  ! 

Your  M.P.  's  a  mooncalf,  a  muddler,  a  mutt ! 

The  weather  was  stunning  ;  Death  had  not  been  busy 

With  Royalties— bless  em  ! — and  London  wa»  full ; 
And  though  of  course  ROSKHKH v  is  not  a  DIZZT, 

He  (/('</  win  the  Derby,  which  gave  him  some  pull. 
The  Parties  kept  wrangling, — but  nobody  bothered  : 

They  didn't  make  progress, — but  none  of  us  oared ; 
Though  LABBT  playea  tricks,  or  SII.OMIO  pothered, 

We  stuck  to  our  counters,  unshocked  and  unscarcd. 

And  now,  betwixt  grass-time  and  harvest,  the  dnffen 

Fight  over  theer  fudge  and  kick  over  the  show. 
And  so  once  again  the  poor  Shopkeeper  suffers. 

A  murrain  on  HARCOURT,  a  plague  upon  Jot ! 
Fur  policy  BALFOFR  sets  forth  "  Dissolution," 

And  thinks  he  has  scored.    Had  I  temper,  and  breath, 
And  his  ear,  I  could  smash  up  his  smart  elocution. 

Hit  game 's  Dissolution, — to  us  it  means  death. 

The  fat's  in  the  fire,  and  the  spark 's  in  the  powder, 

We  're  in  for  a  long  spell  of  wigs  on  the  green. 
Our  clients  will  scatter,  and  louder  and  louder 

Will  swell  the  fool-chorus  of  partisan  spleen. 
Sir  BOTTLEBI  SNIPE  must  be  off  beyond  Humber, 

And  sweet  Lady  SPKKDWELL  goes  Primrosing,  south, 
And  I.  poor  shopkeeper,  may  just  as  well  slumber, 

With  rage  in  my  heart  and  my  thumb  in  my  mouth. 

Oh,  slaves  of  the  shop,  from  Pall  Mall  to  far  Pcckham, 
Say,  is  it  not  time  that  you  rose  and  rebelled  P 

The  parties  just  play  with  us.    Can  we  not  check  'em  ? 
By  Jove,  if  one  chorus  of  shopdom  but  swelled, 

Like  the  working  man's  howl,  on  those  Westminster  wobblers, 
^  The  sweet  little  game  they  all  play  it  might  stop. 

For  Socialist  dockers  and  Radical  cobblers 
They  've  ears  ;  but  they  're  deaf  to  the  Cry  of  the  Shop. 

The  rents,  rates  and  taxes  pile  higher  and  higher, 

The  Stores  undersell  us— and  cop  ready  cash! 
The  Hebrew  monopolist,  fiercer  and  slyer 

Than  tiger-cat,  schemeth  to  send  us  to  smash. 
The  landlord  rack-rents  us,  and  then  pops  the  profit 

He  draws  out  of  us  into  syndicate  Stores  1 
I  tell  you  the  thopkeeper's  life  is  a  Tophet, 

M.P.'s  play  at  "  Progress,"  and  ve  pay  all  tcores. 

Ard  then  they  ask  me  for  my  vote  1 ! !    Why,  what  guerdon 

Have  I  for  my  votings  these  twenty  years  past  f 
Continual  addition  to  back-breaking  burden! 

I  say  the  last  straw  has  been  laid  on,  at  last ; 
At  least  upon  this  individual  camel. 

To  forward  true  Progress  I  don't  think  I  'm  loth. 
But  sick  of  prolonged  Party  trick,  trap,  and  trammel, 

If  I  had  my  wish,  I  would — vote  against  both! 

THE  MODEKX  Ixiox.  —  This  mythological  character  finds  his 
present  representative  in  a  shareholder  Bound  to  the  Great  Wheel 
tt  Earl's  Court.  However,  Ixion  and  his  wheel  went  on  for  ever  1 
In  which  case  Modern  Ixion  ought  to  be  an  exceptionally  lucky 
person. 
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"I  SAT,  OLD  MAN,  WHAT  'a  THAT  AWFUL  Row  GOING  ON  N*xi  DOOR?" 

"OH,    THAT  'S    THE    OMPHALE    CLUB.       THE    LADIES    ARE    HAVING    THEIR    FIRST    WHIS 

PARTY  OF  THE  SEASON  I " 


THE  NEW  NORRIBLE  TALE. 

(From  a  Philistinith  Point  of  View.) 
Am—"  The  Norrible  Tale." 

'Tis  a  norrible  tale  I  'm  going  to  tell 
Of  the  frightful  fortunes  which  befel 
A  family  who  late  resided 
In  the  same  suburban  street  that  I  did. 

0  it  is  a  nonible  tale  I 

'Twould  make  a  Maeterlinck  turn  pale, 

With  its  frightful  blend  of  the  grim  and 
glum, 

Of  fiddle-de-dee,  and  fi-f  o-f  nm ! 

0  they  were  a  decent  Philistine  lot 
Till  they  caught  the  contagion  of  "  Tommy- 
Rot," 

That  kind  of  mental,  malarial  fever, 
Which  floors  the  foolish  and  foils  the  clever. 
0  it  is  a  norrible  tale,  &c. 


This  Influenza  of  the  Soul 

Haunted  their   house   like  some  gruesom 

"  troll." 

(The  family— which  their  name  was  GIBSON— 
Knew  all  about  such   from   the   works   c 

IBSEN.) 

The  father  first  felt  the  spell  unholy, 

And    the    man's    demeanour    grew    tml 

"  trolly." 

He  was — in  Peckham — a  Master  Builder, 
And  he  "  carried  on  "  with  a  drudge  name 

'TILDER. 

The  slavey  said  it  was  truly  thrilling, 
But  struck  for  another — weekly — shilling. 
"  She  was  ready  to  thrill  till  all  was  blue, 
But  it  must  be  reckenised  in  her  '  screw ! ' ' 

His  wife  declared  he  was  most  inhuman, 
And,  for  her   part,   she   should  turn  New 
Woman! 


I  So  she  grew — to  him — an  emotional  icicle, 
And  mounted  knickers,  and  rode  a  bicycle. 


The  eldest  son,  an  athletic  young  fellow, 
Who  had  gained  his  "  Blue,"  took  at  once  to 

Yellow. 

Muscle,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  despotic, 
Is  beastly  vulgaw  ;  good  form's  Neurotic ! 

he  youngest  daughter,  a  blue-eyed  fairy— 
ler  pies  were  prime,   and  her  name  was 

MARY— ) 

'ow  took  to  cricket,  and  cigarette-smoking, 
.nd  manly  manners  in  togs— and  joking. 

he  eldest  one,  of  a  statelier  carriage, 
onoeived    quaint    notions   about    "Group- 
marriage:  " 

Since  man's  a  satyr,  and  brings  satiety, 
he  only  virtue  is— in  variety .'" 

Another  girl  took  to  writing  novels 
in  dirt  in  "  dosses,"  and  vice  in  hovels ; 
farjing  the  tame  with  Kiplingy  verses, 
With  ingenious  rhymes  to  street-slang  and 
curses. 

'he  youngest  boy,  who  was  "  only  a  nipper," 
Contributed     "Art"     to    the   "Sixpenny 

Snipper," 
Which   his    sisters    sa:d    was     "  supremely 

delicious, 

s  a  blend  of  the  infantile  and  vicious." 

***** 

'he  father  died  of  his  drudge  and  drink, 
'he  wife  broke  her  back  at  a  skating  rink  ; 
ind   as   to   the    slavey,    whose  name   was 

'TILDER, 
Ihe   "thrilled"— on    street-preaching    and 

rum— till  they  killed  her. 

?he  eldest  son  read  NORDATJ  and  LOMBROSO, 
[ill   his    brain  went  shaky  —  'twas   always 

so-so — 

Te  imagines  himself  a  pot  of  mustard, 
)f     which     egomaniacs    are     making     a 

custard. 

Che    youngest    daughter 's    an    "  Amazon 

Queen" 
At  the  East-end  Halls,  and  she 's  loud  and 

lean ; 
[he  eldest— whose  freedom  all  bonds  would 

sully — 
[g   tied   to— and    thrashed    by— a    pugilist 

bully. 

The  writer  of  sensuous  snippety  novels, 
In  Grub  Street  gutters  forlornly  grovels ; 
The    "Boy   Genius   of    Gehenna,"   of   the 

babbling  boasters, 
Turns  a  very  poor  penny  by  Stygian  Posters 

0  it  is  a  norrible  tale  I 

And  what  do  New  Women  and  New  Art 
avail? 

Egomania-Tommyrotica  is  all  a  hum, 

Half  fiddle-de-dee,  and  half  fi-fo-fum  I 


BANDS  AND  BOMBS.— How  many  Hungarian 
Bands  are  there  about  ?    There 's  a  "  Rea 
Blue  Hungarian  "  (does  this  mean  a  "  Tru 
Blue,"  good  old  Tory,  Band  ?)— there's  an 
"Anglo-Hungarian,"  and  a  "White  Hun- 
garian."   In  fact,  Hungarian  Band  "with 
variations."    The  Real  Hunir'ry:an'  -Thirsty 
Bands  are  to  be  seen  every  night  in  th( 
Feeding   Places  of  the  Indian  Exhibition 
Earl's   Court,  where,   specially   within   the 
bowers  of  the  al  fresco  Welcome  Club,  can 
be  served  a  very  good  dinner  which  may  b 
bettered;  and,  if  you  are  a  Luoullus,  you 
comme   gourmet   will   have  to   Look-ullus 
where  for  it.    [N.B.— To  get  this  jest  wel 
received  give  the  dinner  yourself,  and  to 
wards  the  middle  of  the  feast  try  Ihe  jape 
They  '11  all  laugh  then— mail  apres  ?] 


JULY  20,  1895.] 
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"AYE!     BUT   HOW?" 

iSj«ir«  (in  dog-cart).  "  HKRK  I  YOU  FOOL  I    HOLD  HIS  H«AD  1 1 " 


MISONEOGYNY. 

DKAK  MB.  PUNCH,— New  Wcmai  dead? 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  Don't  believe  she  ever 
existed.  Never  met  her  anywhere  myself, 
and  never  met  anybody  who  has.  It's  my 
belief  there  "ain't  no  sioh  person."  Merely 
an  idea  or  an  influence,  don't  you  know ;  and 
you  can't  shake  hands,  go  into  dinner,  dauce, 
or  flirt  with  a  poisonous  inflnence,  any  more 
than  you  can  with  a  bad  smell.  Whatever 
she  is,  though,  afraid  she's  driven  me  into 
evil  courses  -rhymes.  Here  they  are :  — 

Oh,  where  is  that 
horrible  modern 
monstrosity, 
Where  is  the 
woman  whom 
people  call 
r'New," 

Who  thinks, 
speaks,  and  acts 
with  such  utter 
atrocity, 

Tell  me,  oh  where 
are    the    "wo- 
men who  do  "  P 
Half   angry,  half 
sad       (upon 
grounds    senti- 
mental) man 
Begs  the  New  Woman  to  stoutly  proclaim— 
"No  longer  a  lady,  and  not  yet  a  gentle- 
man " — 

Where  are  the  creatures  who  own  to  the 
name  ? 


This  monster  has,  surely,  no  lasting  vitality, 

Only  existing  in  fancy  and  print ; 
It  is  just  an  unlovely  abstract  personality, 

Com  from  the  end-of-the-century  mint. 
And,   therefore,   in   physical   prowess   and 
mental,  man 

Owns  her  supremacy,  calm  and  serene, 
Because  the  New  Woman  is  like  the     Old 
Gentleman,"  [seen. 

Heard  of  more  often— thank  heaven— than 

Shouldn't  worry  if  I  were  "  Misoneogy- 
nist."  New  woman  fad  nearly  played  out, 
only  a  black  cloud  floating  across  the  blue 
fky  of  common  sense.  Nice  idea,  isn't  it? 
Till  cloud  rolls  by  shall  remain, 

Yours  cheerily,  A  BACHELOR. 


THE  "BO«EY-LAND  OF  SciEirCB." — From 
the  Glatgow  Herald:  — 

"  The  fourth  meeting  of  the  eleventh  session  of 
the  Andcreonian  Naturalists  Society  was  held  at 
204,  George  Street,  Professor  G.  BuLLToDD,  H.B., 
c.M.,  President,  in  the  chair.  After  the  minutes 
of  last  meeting  had  been  read,  Mr.  ARCHIBALD 
SHAKKS  exhibited  an  Ichtbvodoru  ite  of  Uyracan- 
thus." 

Plucky  of  Mr.  SHAKES,  that !  As  the  Qyra- 
canthus  is  an  animal  with  both  a  fin  and  a 
spine,  and  it  was  captured  in  Ayr,  it  must  be 
a  sort  of  flying  shark.  How  on  earth  did  Mr. 
SHANKS  get  it  to  George  Street  ?  It  ought  to 
be  called  "  By  George  Street '.  "  in  future. 


"  THE  COLONEL'S"  PARADOXICAL  PURPOSE. 
—To  convert  West  Leeds  into  "  NORTH  Leads." 


A  TRUE  SPORTSMAN'S  TIP. 

AT  anti-gambling  "spoil-sports,"  loudly 
The  "sportsmen"  they  would  spoil  are 

fretting. 
Good    friends,    though    you    protest    si 

proudly, 

The  true  bpoil-eport  is— Batting ! 
Although  it  suit  the  baser  sort, 
What  *s  sport  to  them  is  death  to  Sport  I 


"PICCADILLY  Sports"  is  a  headline  cra- 
j  tiring  up  pleasant  visions  of  races,  and  other 
jinks  tin  conducive 
to  the  peace  and 
comfort  of  law- 
abiding  citizens —  •*'"' j '•'•••»L. 
only  authorised  •*"-.  .'  * 
race  in  Piccadilly, 
the  "purblind 
race  of  miserable 
men."  Tetletno 
irate  old  gentle- 
man storm  the 
columns  of  the 
Tunes  with  a 
tirade  against  the 
police  and  County  ..- .  _-J 
Council  on  this 
account.  Because  there  happens  to  be  another 
Piccadilly  up  north.  Sine  (Piccad)  Mi  ludi. 
We  shall  expect  to  be  reading  shortly  ef 
"  Holborn  miners  out  on  strike,"  "  Heroic 
rescue  by  the  Pall  Mall  lifeboat."  or  "A 
serious  affray  with  poachers  at  Paddington." 
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ELECTION    INTELLIGENCE. 

TOBY  ONCE  MORE  M.P. 

ON  Monday  the  Electors  of  Barkshire  assembled  in  the  great  hall 
of  their  county  town  t*>  elect  a  Member  to  serve  in  the  Fourteenth 
Parliament  of  Ciueen  VICTORIA.  The  Hi«h  Sheriff  presided.  Owing 
to  the  constitutional  rule  which  forbids  Peers  to  take  part  in.  Parlia- 
mentary electoral  proceedings,  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  the  county 
was  precluded  from  showing  himself  on  the  platform.  It  was  said 
that,  indisposed  to  he  entirely  o-at  of  so  interesting  and  popular  an 
event,  his  lordship  was  present  disguised  as  a  tide-waiter.  Our  re- 


"  Carried  unanimously." 

presentative,  however,  did  not  observe  in  the  throng  any  person  in 
nautical  dress. 

The  hall,  which  was  crowded  to  its  ntmnst  capacity,  was  gaily 
decorated  with  fl^gs.  Across  the  full  length  of  the  hall  was  sus- 
pended a  banner  bea'ing  the  proud  device  "  BABKS'S  is  WILIIN'." 

Our  esteemed  ex-Member  was  accompanied  on  the  platform  by  the 
principal  county  gentry  of  all  shades  of  political  opinion.  On  taking 
bis  seat  in  the  front  row  of  chairs,  he  was  received  with  rounds  of 
Kentish  fire,  made  in  Barkthire.  Having  been  proposed  and  seconded 
in  eulogistic  terms,  rpport  of  which  he  has  expressed  a  desire  we 
should  suppress,  the  High  Sheriff  inquired  if  any  elector  desired  to 
propose  another  candidate  '< 

"I  should  think  not,"  said  a  burly  Baikshire  fanner,  ominously 
grasping  a  stout  blackthorn. 

After  this  no  one  seemed  disposed  to  move,  and  the  High  Sheriff 
declared  TOBY,  M.P.,  duly  elected.  There  were  loud  cries  for  the 
Member,  who,  overcoming  natural  and  usually  insuperable  diffidence, 
got  on  his  hind  legs. 

"Brother  electors,"  he  said,  "it  is  an  old  saying,  'What  Bark- 
shire  thinks  to-day,  England  will  do  to-morrow.'  Obviously  some 
inaccuracy  underlies  the  aphorism,  since  whilst  you  have  to-day 
thought  me  worthy  of  being  elected  Tonr  Member,  it's  no  use 
England  coming  round  to-morrow  and  asking  me  to  represent  it  in  the 
Commons  House  of  Parliament.  This  is  the  fourth  time  Bark^hire 
hai  done  me  this  honour;  and  base  indeed  is  the  man— (A  Voice, 
'  Who  pays ' ) — who  could  be  insensible  to  such  testimony  of  confi- 
dence and  esteem.  Brother  electors—  (A  Voice,  '  Who  stole  the 
Emperor  William's  uniform  ?'  Disturbance  at  the  end  of  the  hall. 
Another  Voice,  '  Chuck  him  out.')  No,  electors  of  Barkshire,  let 
him  stay.  If  he  is  put  outside,  he  loses  the  opportunity  of  observing 
your  bthaviour,  and  learning  how  gentlemen  comport  themselves 
when  publicly  assembled  in  discharge  of  a  solemn  duty. 
(Loud  cheers.  A  Voice,  '  That  fetches  'em ! ')  I  was  about 
to  observe,  when  our  friend's  feelings  temporarily  overcame  him,  that 
since  I  entered  the  room  I  have  had  a  number  of  questions  handed 
up  to  me.  They  are  a  little  late,  since  I  am  no  longer  a  candidate 
but  am  duly  elected.  That,  however  unusual  the  case  may  be 


makes  no  difference.  The  first  question  is :  '  Will  you,  if  elected, 
see  that  every  man  in  Barks-hire  over  fifty  years  of  age  hai  three 
acres  of  the  best  land  in  the  puish,  with  a  cow  for  every  adult  child 
and  a  calf  a- piece  for  each  infant  in  arms  ? '  Certainly  ;  I  hope  I 
may  live  to  see  established  those  desirable  conditions  as  between  man 
and  man.  (Cheers.)  Another  esteemed  friend  asks:  'Do  you 
understand  Local  Veto  to  mean  that  a  man  may  go  into  the  public- 
house,  take  his  noggin  or  what  not,  and  when  asked  to  pay  may 
refuse  ? '  I  could  not  if  I  tried  put  my  views  on  the  situation  more 
clearly.  The  Veto,  as  you  all  know,  is  a  Latin  word  meaning  to 
vete,  or,  as  we  say  in  English,  to  refuse  to  stump  up.  A  public- 
house  is,  according  to  19  Viet.  c.  190.  a  locality.  Local  Veto  is,  there- 
fore, the  inalienable  right  of  the  English  citizen  as  defined  by  my 
friend.  (Loud  cheers.)  'Are  you  in  favour  of  Equalisation  of  the 
Rates  ? '  To  be  frank  with  you,  my  idea  of  rates  is  that  they  should 
be  equalised  to  the  extent  that  makes  them  absolutely  impalpable. 
('  No,  no.'  '  Yet,  yes.'  Uproar  under  the  gallery.  Cries  of  JUDAS!  ' 
A  free  fght,  during  which  a  man  teas  ejected,  omitting  to  take  his 
coat  with  him.)  Don't  put  him  out ;  don't  put  anyone  out.  If 
there 's  a  renewal  of  the  interruption,  form  a  ring  round  the  man ; 
then  we  will  see  where  we  are.  Here 's  another  question :  '  Do  you 
approve  of  Ice  Creams  made  in  foreign  prisons  smuggled  over  here  in 
barrel-organs  and  ground  out  in  our  streets,  ruining  the  digestion  of 
our  working  men  ? '  That  is  a  question  which  hardly  seems  to  need 
reply  from  a  patriotic  Englishman.  But  I  will  say— and  yon  observe 
I  say  it  emphatically — No.  (Loud  cheering.)  '  Are  you  in  favour  of 
a  Second  Chamber,  or  do  yon  go  the  length  of  Tenifieation  P ' 
That  is  a  very  nice  question.  It  shows  how  deeply  and  intelligently 
the  men  of  Barkshire  study  the  questions  of  the  day.  It  is  not  a 
matter  on  whioh_  I,  for  one,  care  to  dogmatize ;  I  will  therefore 
content  myself  with  saying',  that  between  two  and  ten  we  might 
find  the  happv  medium.  (More  cheering,  the  audience  rising  to  their 
feet,  waving  hats  and  handkerchiefs.)  Now,  gentlemen,  that's  all 
the  questions  I  have,  and  I  hope  you  '11  agree  that  I  have  answered 
them  frankly.  Ah  I  here 's  another  one  coming  up.  (A  dirty  piece 
of  paper  is  passed  from  hand  to  hand  till  it  reached  the  hon. 
member.)  '  Could  you  lend  me  five  bob  till  Saturday  night  ? ' 
(Laughter,  in  which  the  hon.  Member  heartily  joined.)  I  think, 
gentlemen,  it  is  time  we  now  proposed  a  vote  of  thanks  to  the  High 
Sheriff."  (This  was  carried  unanimously,  and  the  meeting  broke  up. 
A  torch-light  procession  conducted  the  popular  member  to  hisfamtly 
teat,  The  Kennel,  Harks.) 


A  LITERARY  TURN. 

THERE  was  a  case  in  the  Edinburgh  Court  of  Session  the  other 
day,  which  shows  what  is  thought  of  authors  north  of  the  Tweed — 
and  not  by  publishers,  either.  A  witness  remarked  of  a  "  defender  " 
that  "  he  was  of  a  literary  turn  of  mind,  and  he  thought  that  spoiled 
him."  Many  persons  have  had  similar  thoughts,  but  they  have 
generally  refrained  from  uttering  them  quite  so  bluntly. 

Mistress  HATHAWAY  rejoic.d  in  a  daughter  christened  ANNE, 
Whose  proceedings  she  regarded  with  concern  ; 

Qunth  she—"  That  WILLUM  SHAKSPEAEE  as  a  son-in-law  I  ban. 
Why  ?    Because  he  has  a  literary  turn." 

Growled  Sir  W-LL-M,  on  perusal  of  a  certain  Life  of  Pitt  — 
"  Well,  we  all  unquestionably  live  and  learn  ; 

But,  in  spite  of  DIZZY'S  precedent,  I  don't  believe  one  bit 
In  a  Premier  with  a  literary  turn." 

Said  W-LS-L-Y,  when  a  recent  work  he  blankly  had  surveyed— 

"  To  answer  this  biography  I  yearn. 
What  an  admirable  soldier  H-ML-Y  might,  perhaps,  have  made, 

If  he  had  not  had  a  literary  turn !  " 


"  JUST  ON  THE  CAKDS." — Herr  IFF'S  orchestra.  In  how  uncer- 
tain a  state  of  mind  would  a  telegram  from  Herr  IFF  leave  the 
giver  of  the  entertainment  who,  having  requested  wire  informing  him 
whether  Herr  IFF  and  his  band  could  o»me,  should  receive  this 
reply:  "  If  can  come  will  be  there  at  hour  stated."  This  supposes 
that  some  well-informed,  grammatical,  telegraphic  young  lady-clerk 
has  corrected  the  spelling  of  "  IFF."  A  propos  of  IFF,  a  complete  enter- 
tainment would  be  a  recital  by  the  Veteran  Howl?  of  WATTS'  poems, 
accompanied  by  IFF'S  band  ;  and  a  reading  from  Le  Chateau  d'If. 


INTELIIOIBLE,  BUT  NOT  CLEAB.— "  I  think,"  said  Mrs.  R.'s  married 
niece,  "  that  good  singing  is  quite  wasted  on  an  ordinary  evening 
party.  Now  I  remember  an  evening  when  SANTLEY  sang  in  a  crowded 
drawing-room  at  our  house,  and  a  pin  might  hare  dropped!" 


A  DECISION.  THE  DR.  G.  TESTIMONIAL.— The  D.  T.  is  a  good 
judge  of  popular  sentiment,  and,  attired  as  a  Judge,  is  D,  T,  ermined 
that  '95  shall  be  remembered  as  "  the  Year  of  GKACE." 
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THE  LOST  RECORD. 

(The  Wail  of  a  Wiped-out 


Are-"  The  Loit  Chord." 

READING    one    day    in    our 

"Organ," 
I  was  happy  and  quite  at 

ease. 
A  band  was  playing  the  "Loit 

Chord," 
Outside  —  in   three   several 

keys. 
Bat  /  cared  not  how  they  were 

playing. 

Those  puffing  Teutonic  men  ; 
For  I  'd  "  cut  the  record  "  at 

cycling, 

And  was  ten-mile  champion 
then! 

It   flooded   my   cheeks   with 

crimson, 
The  praise  of  my  pluck  and 

calm  ; 

Though    that    band    seemed 
blending  "  Kafonzleum  " 
With  a  touch  of  the  Hun- 

dredth Psalm. 
But  my  joy  saon  turned  into 

sorrow,    -a33»«— 
My  calm  into  mental  strife  ; 
For  my  Record  was  "  cut  "  on 

the  morrow, 

And  it  cut  me,  like  a  knife. 
A  fellow  had  done  the  dis- 

tance 
In  the  tenth  of   a   second 

less! 
And  henceforth  my  name  in 

silence 

"Was  dropt  by  the  Cycling 
Press. 

I  have  sought—  but  I  seek  it 

vainly  — 

With  that  Rccoul  again  to 
shine. 


(Midst  crack  name*  in  our  Cy- 
cling Organ, 

But    they    never    mention 
we  mine 
It  may  be  some  day  at  the 

Oval 
I    may    cut    that    Record 

again, 
But  at  present  the  Cups  are 

given 
To  better— or  luckier— men ! 


CONCLUSIVE. 

SCBN* — Hibernian  Table  tfhi'ile. 

Guest.  "  WAITS  R  I    I  BAT — THIS  is  PORK  I    I  WANT  MUTTON  I" 
Waiter  (rather  bulled),    "Yis,  SORR,  IT'S  MUTTON  YE  WAST,— Btrr  ir  ' 
I'OKK  Y«  'LL  SAVS!" 


Or  COURSE,  —  Directly  it 
was  known  that  Sir  WILLIAM 
HABCOUBT  had  accepted  an  in- 
vitation to  contest  West  Mon  • 
nviuthfhire,  and  that  Mr. 
WARMINOTON  had  generously 
offered  to  retire  in  his  favour, 
there  was  a  rush  for  the  evi- 
dent joke  of  styling  the  self- 
effacing  Q.C.  '''Mr.  WARM- 
INOPAJI."  It  is  uncertain 
which  paper  was  the  first  to 
get  the  Warmingpan  into  its 
sheets.  Sir  WILLIAM  did  not 
find  the  vacated  seat  too  hot 
to  hold  him.  Just  nice. 

NEW  TITLES.— Sir  HUTBT 
LOCH  is  created  Baron  LOCH  of 
Dry  law.  The  title  will  be  ap- 
propriately written  out  on 
parchment.  For  was  there  ever 
a  more  dry-ai-dust  title  than 
that  of  a  Barren  Loch  and  Dry 
Law ! !  Mr.  STERN  comes  to  the 
front  as  Baron  WAHDSWOKTH  : 
not  of  Wandsworth  Common, 
"and  so,"  as  a  Sbakspeaiian 
clown  might  say,  "  the  title  is 
uncommon."  Finally 
Cook  a  doodle  doo  ! 
Lord  HOUOHTON  *>  Earl  of  Crewc! 
bung,  evidently,  the  living  re- 
presentative of  SHAKSPKAU  s 
r'  Early  Village  Cock." 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

BALLOTKBY. — The  Cork  Agricultural  Society  had  before  it  a  pro- 
posal of  the  County  Board  to  rent  their  ground  for  holding  sports. 
The  Chairman  eaid, 

"  It  was  to  be  understood  that  the  grounds  would  only  be  let  on  the  under- 
standing that  no  drink  would  be  sold,  and  that  no  political  meeting!  or  gamb- 
ling would  be  allowed." 

Rather  hard  on  politicians  this,  to  bracket  their  patriotic  endeavours 
with  pit ch-and-toss  and  alcoholic  indulgence!  If  politics  are  like 
strong  drink,  nobody  at  any  rate  can  call  them  a  form  of  "  refresh- 
ment !  But  defeated  candidates  will  quite  agree  that  the  game  of 
"  bltu  et  /aune  "  is  a  good  deal  worse  than  "  rouge  el  noir." 

A  DAY  SHIFT.— From  the  North  British  Daily  Mail  comes  news 
of  a  daring  electoral  outrage.  The  Liberal  candidate  wanted  to 
address  the  colliers  in  one  of  the  Lanarkshire  towns;  but  his  meeting 
was  very  poorly  attended.  The  cause  was  that  the  colliers  were  afl 
waiting  at  the  bottom  cf  the  pit  ready  to  be  drawn  up,  but  "it  was 
found  necessary  to  send  down  an  extra  quantity  of  wood  at  that 
particular  time"  :  so  that  the  colliers  could  not  get  to  the  surface  for 
an  h'  ur,  when  the  political  meeting  was  over !  Smart  man,  the 
Conservative  agent  in  that  division!  The  pitmen  could  not  be 
wound  up,  so  the  meeting  was.  It  isn't  only  in  Lanark  that  the 
Liberal  Party  wants  a  lift ! 

"LITTEBAL"  TRUTH. —The  effects  of  the  Central  Election  on  the 
Press  reem  to  be  most  marked  in  Ireland.  An  Irish  contemporary 
has  the  following  : — 

"IRELAND.  THE  VICEBOYALTY  TO  BE  AIIOLILHED.— Colonel  SACNDER- 
SON,  addressing  the  Orangemen  of  Diamond,  near  Armagh,  said  that  Ix>rd 
LAI.ISIU-HY'S  Government  would  bring  in  a  Bill  to  obolieh  the  office  of  Irish 
Yirrrox ." 


DRINKING  SCENE  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

(In  consequence  of  the  Growing  Demand  far  Lighter  Liquor*,) 

Sows—  The  interior  of  a  Dining-room.     The  ladiet  have  juit  left, 
and  the  gentlemen  are  discussing  their  bereragei. 

Smith.  I  say,  BBOWN,  if  it  is  not  an  impertinent  question,  where 
did  you  get  that  toast-  and-  water  P 

Brown.  I  thought  you  would  be  deceived  I  It  was  a  cup,  not  the 
pure  article  !  My  butler  is  a  first-rate  hand  at  it.  I  will  give  you 
the  recipe  if  you  like. 

Smith.  Do.    It  was  excellent.    What  is  the  secret? 

Brown.  Something,  I  fancy,  to  do  with  watercress. 

Jonei.  I  say,  BBOWW,  that  was  really  very  nice  sherbet.  Turkish 
or  Persian  ? 

Brown.  Neither.    Came  from  the  Stores.    Home-made. 

Jonet.  Well,  it  certainly  was  capital.  I  could  have  sworn  that  it 
had  been  manufactured  East  of  the  Levant. 

Jlrown.  More  likely  East  of  Temple  Bar.  Aid  now  shall  we  have 
a  whitewash  before  we  join  the  ladies  '•: 

Six  Guests.  No,  thanks  !    Really  not 

Half-a-dozen  more  of  the  Company.  Really  not  !    No,  thanks  ! 

Brown.  Nonsense  !  (Produces  a  pint  bottle  of  lemonade.)  Non- 
sense, I  repeat!  Look  here,  my  boys.  (Lock*  door.)  Not  one  of 
you  fellows  shall  leave  the  room  until  you  have  finished  this  ! 

[Draws  cork  of  pint  bottle,  and  distributes  the  lemonade  amidtt 
the  good-natured  protestations  of  the  revellers.  Srene  closes 
in  upon  the  Temperance  orgy. 


IN  THK  "NEWCASTLE  PROGRAMME.''—  Last  week  Sir  CHARLES 
FBEEMANTLK,  K.C.B.,  was  presented  with  his  portrait  psinttd 
by  Hon.  JOHN  COLLIKR,  in  Hon.  JOHN'S  best  style;  and  so,  for 
this  work,  COLLIER  cannot  be  "  hauled  over  the  coals."  A  propos, 


What  is  really  to  happen  to  the  Irish  Viceroy  is  rather  mysterious.  !  evidently  the  artist  to  paint  the  present  Ministry  should  be  a  ( 'oilier. 
Is  he  to  be  "  abolilhed,"  or  only  "  oboliehed "  '(  Perhaps  "  Lord  j  as  it  is  a  CWition  Cabinet.  If  the  Collier  were  a  Radical,  how 
I.  VLimuKT  "  will  kindly  explain.  '  coal-black  the  portraits  would  come  out ! 


VOL.  crx. 
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"GENTLEMAN   JOE." 

Jot  Ch-ml-rl-n  (the  Driver,  to  Ma  fare  Lird  S-l-sb-ry,  with  A.  J.  B-lf-r).    '  ALL  EIGHT,  GOVMNOR  !    I  KNOW  THK  WAT  I " 
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'ARRY  ON  THE  ELECTIONS. 


DEAR  CHARLIE,— 0  'ip,  'ip,  'ooray,  an'  three 

more,  and  a  tiger  I    Qreat  Scott  1 
I  'm  as  'appy  as  ten  on  'em,  CHARLIE,  though 

thusty  and  thundering  'ot. 
I  've  bin  up  to  my  eyes  in  it  this  time,  and 

now  these  'ere  Polling  Returns 
Are  a-sendiog  me  slap  oil  my  champ,  though 

I  'm  sorry  they  didn't  chuck  BURNS. 

Oh !    I'm  feeling:  0  K  and  a  arf ;   I  could 

stand  on  my  Yi  with  delight. 
For   the    KaHs    are   knocked   out   in  three 

rounds,  'Ome  Kale's  smashed,  and  Old 

England 's  all  right. 
And  although  it  is  late,  and  I  'm  tired,  1  'm 

so  full  of  our  Glorious  Win, 
That  I  feel  I  must  sit  down  and  drop  yer  a 

line,  mate,  afore  I  turn  in. 

I  'm  the  Pet  of  the  Primrosers,  CHARLIE,  and, 

'ang  it,  I  've  earned  it  all  round, 
For  I  'ye  worked  like  a  nig,  and  no  error.    It 

suits  me  right  down  to  the  ground. 
I  've  canvassed  and  posted  tremenjous,  I'm 

'usky  with  cheer  and  chi-ike, 
And  I  've  mounted  the  Unionist  colours,  and 

blazed  round  the  streets  on  a  bike. 

There  was  full  arf  a  mile  on  us,  CHARLIE,  a 

scarlet  percession  on  wheels ; 
With  Japanese  lanterns  a-nj  ing,  and'ucderds 

o'  kids  at  our  'eels. 
I  felt  I  was  "  charging:  the  guns,"  like  thai 

brave  Ballyolava  Brigade, 
With  shouts  for  "Lord  Mroao  and  Malt!" 

and  a  little  one  in  for  "  The  Trade." 

I  tell  yer.  old  man,  'twos  hezoiting.  We 
dashed  along  Mulberry  Scrub?. 

And  up  the  'igh  street  a  rare  buster,  'ot  rayed 
by  the  V>hoys  at  the  Pubs. 

We  scooted  around  for  ten  mile,  the  'ole  dis- 
tance one  thunderin'  cheer ; 

And  when  we  pulled  up  at  the  "  Crown,"  if 
you  "d  just  seen  me  lower  the  beer  I 

I  lapped    off    a   quart  in    one   quencher. 

"  Thai 's  rippin* !  "  sez  I  to  the  Bung-. 
"  I  felt  liked  a  dashed  wooden  'orse,  wilh  a 

lump  o1  red  leather  for  tongue." 
"  Ah !  "  sez  'e,  "  and  jest  fancy,  old  man,  if 

them  Vetoers  'ad  their  vile  way, 
Wy,  /  couldn't  sell  you  a  tankard,  and  you 

wouldn't  'ave  any  say  I  " 

But  jimminy-whizz,  'ou>  we  squelched  'er 

We  got  our  man  in  two  to  one, 
Though  our  neighbourhood  used  to  vote  Bad, 

and  a  Tory  was  not  in  the  run. 
Wot  beans  it  must  be  to  old  'ABCOTJRT,  wot 

toko  to  LAWSON  and  CAINE  I 
Well,  they  've  got  their  fair  arnser  this  time ; 

let  us  'ope  they  won't  try  it  again. 

Workin'-men  on  the  Radical  ramp?     Ton 

should  jest  'ear  wot  /'ear,  old  pal. 
Let  big  pots  make  the  round  o'  the  pubs,  and 

they  won't  talk  that  footy  fal-lal. 
Labour  wants  steddv  work  and  good  wyges, 

and  likes  to  see  England  look  big  ; 
Acd  then,  with  its  baccy  and  beer,  it  'a  all 

one  to  it,  Tory  or  Whig. 

Wot'«  it  care  for  Welsh  Churches,  or  Scotch 

'uns,  as  don't  'ardly  enter  its  own  ? 
And  as  to  'Ome  Rule — for  yer  worker  there's 

dashed  little  meat  on  that  bone. 
Talk  of  Betterment,  Progress,  Peer-smashing, 

and  such-like,  may  do  for  the  Clubs ; 
But  all  Labour  gits  is  'igh  rates,   shocking 

trade,  and  a  raid  on  its  pubs. 

Workman  stz  it 's  too  good  enough,  CHARLIE  ; 

believes  as  it 's  better  by  far 
To  vote  for  Old  SOL,  a  big  Navy,  an'  maybe  a 

jolly  good  war. 


UNLUCKY    SPEECHES. 

She  (giving  him  a  flower).  "  SWEET  AS  THE  QIYEB  ! " 

He  (wishing  to  be  very  complimentary  indeed}.   "  OH— 8WEKTXR  FAB  I ' 


He's  sick  of  the  bloomin'  old forriners  copping  Bin  sloppin'  all  over  the  place  like,  a-flllin' 
our  trade  and  our  tin,  their  cup,  and  that  rot. 

And  'e 's  game  for  Protection  and  Peers— any-  !  And  now,  arter  tackling  the  pewter,  they  find 
think,  so  Old  England  may  win  I  as  they  've  all  gone  to  pot. 


If  the  Rads  wont  his  vote  for  the  future, 
they  've  got  eomethink  solid  to  do ! 

Village  Councils  and  Vetoes  won't  work  it, 
for  all  BILLY  'ABCOTJB.T'S  boohoo ! 

'E  don't  wont  less  beer,  but  more  beer- 
money,  ah !  and  'e  don't  care  a  blow 

If  'e  gits  it  from  ROSEBERY  and  ' AHCOUKT,  or 
SOLSBCK v,  BALFOUR  and  JOE  ! 

But  'ang  it,  I  'm  preaching,  old  oyster,  and 
giving  them  Rads  the  straight  tip. 

One  thing,  they  won't  take  it,  this  lot  w»n't ; 
they  ain't  got  no  savvy,  no  grip. 


0  ain't  it  ske-romptious,  my  pippin  ?    I  feel 

I  could  washup  Drum  JOE, 
And  I  'm  bound  to  admit,  next  to  Bung,  us 

true  Tories  must  thank  Aim  this  g<\ 
He 's  crumped  'is  old  pals  a  fair  knock-out. 

If  SOLSBFRY'S  saddle  'e  '11  carry, 
And  run  straight  in  'arness  with  ARTHUR, 

'•  '11  do !  Yours,  tolbobbishly, 


NOT  THE  OSLY  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN 
THFM. — Lord  ROSEBERY  the  Derby  Winner ; 
Sir  W.  V.  HARCOCHT  the  Derby  Loser. 
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DISSOLVING    VIEWS. 

(A  Keminisccncc  of  (lie  Accent  Elections,) 
SCEME  —  The   corner   of  Northumberland   Avenue,    opposite    the 


and  that's  'ow  they  git  the  advantage  over  us.  Bat  it  jes  serves 
the  Govment  right  fur  not  parsin'  the  Second  Ballot.  They  could  ha' 
done  it,  and  they  orter  ha'  done  it  ! 

His  Companion  (disguising  a  slight  vagueness  as  to  the  precise 
nature  of  this  measure).  I  dessay,  I  dessay;  but  it's  these  'ere 
Labour  Kendidates  as  are  playin'  the  dooce  with  us.  Lost  us  several 
seats  a'ready,  they  'ave. 


National  Liberal   Club,  where  a  screen  is  erected,   on   which 

the  latest  results  of  the  second  day's  pollings,   together  with 

photographs  'of  prominent   Liberal   politicians,    and   scathing 

caricatures  of  Unionist  leaders,  are  being  exhibited  by  a  magic 

lantern  for  the  benefit  of  a  large  and  good-humoured  crowd. 

The  sympathies  of  the  majority    are,    as    might  perhaps   be 

expected,  with  the  winning  side,  but  the  minority  is  very  fairly 

represented,  while  in  "booing"  and  "brayvo"-ing  they  are  \  ma(je  any  difference  'er"«— h'e  on'y'polled "twelve  "'undred ^  and  fifty- 

incontestably  the  stronger  party.    TIME— Between  10  P.M.  and  one  votes,  and  the  Unionist  had  neely  five  thousand ! 

12.30A.M.  His  Neighbour.  No  difference  ?    'Ow  d'  yer  make  that  out  ?  Why, 

the  Radical  was  on'y  four  'underd  or  so  be'ind,  and  it  stands  to  reason, 
as  if  arf  the  Labour  votes  'ad  bin  given  to  'im,  he  'd  'a  won  easy  I 
The  Independent  (hastily).  Yes,  yes;  jesso,  jesso;  but  that  wasn't 


Spectators  (as  the  portrait  of  Sir  WILLIAM   HABCOTJBT  is  dis- 
7-...JI    v.i, i    T;W,™  -4™r,  i"     Ow  about  Durby  ?...    Brayvo! 

"E'll  come  back  yet!     (Lord 


played).  Yah  1    Tike  'im  down  If 
.  .  .    Three  cheers  fur  'AB-COUBT! 
HOSEBERY'S  likeness  follows.)  Good 
ole  Ladus  !   Cheer  up  !    Put  a  smile 
on  'im  ! 
[Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  face,  leonine 

and  benignant,  is  next  shown. 
A  Chivalrous  Conservative  (mag- 
nanimously).   'E's    a    grand    old 
chap,    any'ow  ;    /  ain't   goin'    to 
chevy  'im. 

[  Which,  to  the  credit  of  the  as- 

sembly, seems  to  be  the  general 

sentiment,     as     conveyed     by 

unanimous  applause. 
A  Sanguine  Radical.  We  shall 
'ave  the  results  in  soon  now  ;  it  's 
past  ten.  We  shall  do  better  to- 
day than  what  we  did  Saturday, 
you  see.  ,  .  .  A!h,  here's  the  first  — 
"  Hereford.  Unionist  Majority, 
313.  No  change."  You  can't  ex- 
peck  none  in  a  rotten  place  like 
that  I  You  wait  a  bit.  ...  "  Croy- 
don.  Increased  Unionist  majority 
of  835.  No  change."  Well, 
'UTCHINSON  done  very  well;  it's 
a  strong  Tory  seat,  is  Croydon. 
They're  on'y  'olding  their  own  so 
far  —  that  'sail. 

Radical  Group  (as  a  series  of 
cartoons  is  next  displayed).  Hor- 
horl  There's  JOEY,  d'ye  see? 
Boo-oo.  "'E  tiles  not  now  !  "  .  .  . 
'Go's  that  f  The  ole  Book  o'  CAM- 

BBIDGE?     No,  it's  Lord  SOLSBTJBY, 

that  is.    So  it  is.     That's  a  gooa 

'it,  eh?    Look  at  the  size  of  'is 

boots!    What's  written  on  them? 

"Comfort,"    or    somethink! 

"Chuck-out,"    is   it?      Oh,    I 

couldn't   make   the   writing    out. 

Hor-hor  ;  got  'im  there,  they  'ave. 

Garn.    King  BOM  B  A  !  .  .  .    Look  at 

ole  GOSCHIS.  'E  'ave  give  'im  a  'at, 

ain't  'e  ?    I  arek  you,  is  that  a  fice 

as  orter  be  in  Parliment  ?  .  .  .  'Ave 

they  'ad  BALFOUB  up  yet  ?    Yuss,  they  did  'im  with  'is  trousers 

shrunk  up  to  'is  knees.    Kepital  it  was.    Harhar!  that's  the  way  to 

show  that  lot  up,  and  no  mistake  I    ($c.  ,  $c.) 

The  Crowd  (as  several  results  are  announced  in  succession).  Comin' 
m  quick  now,  ain't  they  ?    Look  there  1  "  Boston.     Unionist  gain  !" 
'Oo-ra-ay!     bo-oo-oo!     "  North  Lambeth.     Unionist  gain.".  . 
"  Rochdale.    Unionist  gain  !"....    "  Bristol  (South),  increased  Con- 
servative majority.    No  change." 

The  Sanguine  Radical.  Tell  ye  what  'tis,  they  're  putting  in  all 
the  Conservative  wins  first.  And  them  bigoted  beggars  at  Bristol 
they  dunno  what  they're  votin'  for,  they  don't.  We  shall  pull  up 
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The  R.  S.  My  argument  on  that  is  this—  the  ole  question  o'  the 
Labour  was  concocted  four  year  ago  at  Devonshire  'Ouse. 

His  Companion  (guardedly).  It  might  ha'  bin,  but  I  don't  foller 
yer,  John. 

An  Independent.  Anyway,  yon  can't  say  as  the  Labour  Candidate 

ade  any  difference  'ere—  he  on'y  polled  twelve  'un 
one  yoteg)  and  the  Unionist  had  neely  five  thousand  ! 

His  Neighbour.  No  difference  ?    '         ' 


afore  long. 
Liberal 


ig.    There,  what  did  I  tell  you  ?    Look  a'  that. 
majority,  1 — Objection  raised."    Hooray !  we  ' 


up 

Durham, 
re  beginning 


And  KEIB  'ABDIE  sez 
there'll  be  three  'underd  Labour 
Kendidates  nex  t  elections.  Ah,  and 
they'll^nd"em,  too! 

A  Unionist.  I  'ope  they  may. 
More  on  'em  the  merrier  —  for  our 
sidel 

The  Independent.  Any'ow,  KKIR 
'ABDIE'S  safe  for  West  'Am.  Ma- 
jority o'  twelve  'underd  and  thirty- 
two  last  time.  Take  a  lot  o'  pull- 
ing down,  that  will  !  (Polling  at 
West  Ham  (South)  announced. 
KEIB  HA-HDIE  defeated  by  775.  Im- 
partial joy  of  Tories  and  Liberals.) 
What?  Chucked?  'Im!  The 
on'y  man  with  the  morril  courage 
to  wear  a  deerstalker  in  the  'Ouse  ! 
They  ain't  fit  to  'ave  a  vote  ! 

(Exit  disgustedly. 

A  Red-hot  Radical.  Ah,  what  I 
ses  is,  it  don't  matter  which  you 
fetch  a  man  out  of  —  whether  it's 
Newgit,  or  whether  it  's  a  mad'ouse, 
e's  good  enough  to  make  a  Tory 


of !  Look  at  'im  as  'as  got  in  agen 
for  West  Puddlesford,  'e 's  a  beauty 
—the  'ottest  member  in  the  'Ouse, 
'e  is— that  feller,  why.'e  's  a  reg'lar 
tinker's  cuss,  as  I  'appen  to  know ! 
(Another  result  is  exhibited.  A 
Conservative  Brewer  gets  in  for 
Worcester.  No  change.)  Good  pie 
Bnng'ole !  It 's  the  beer  as  does  it ! 
First  Mechanic  (after  a  Radical 
majority  at  Devanport  has  been 
announced).  Well,  I  can't  under- 
stand a  dockyard  town  voting  for 
a  Radical;  they  get  twice  the 
amount  o'  work  under  a  Tory 
government,  that's  a  matter  of 
common  knowledge. 

Second  Mechanic.    What's  the 
good  o'  that  when  others  have  got 
none  at  all  ?    I  'm  all  for  ekalizing 
the  work— let  'em  have  'alf  the  work  and  give  others  a  chance. 

First  Mech.  You  wouldn't  accept  'alf  the  work  you  've  got,  I  '11 
lay.    You  would  ?    Well,  yer  mittis  wouldn't,  then ! 

Second  Mech.  She  'd  'ave  to.    And  why  should  'alf  of  us  starve  ? 
First  Mech.  Why  should  all  of  us  ?    But  there 's  no  use  o'  you 
and  me  argufying  about  it. 

[  Which,  of  course,  they  continue  to  do  notwithstanding  ;  there 
is  a  lull  in  the  returns,  and  the  photographs  and  caricatures 
are  once  more  in  request ;  Mr.  CHAMBEBLAIN'S  being  exhibited 
upside  down  by  way  of  variety. 

A  Radical.  What   d'  yer  think  o'  JOE  now  ?   'E 's  met  with  a 
reverse,  eh  I 
A  Tory.  That's  all  right,  mate;  it  on'y  means  as  'e's  a  goin'  to 


E 's  a  reg'lar  tinker's  cuss,  as  I  'appen  to  know  !  " 
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ter  buck  up  now.  ye  see !    (Radical  groups  cheer  in  a  spirit  of  thank-  \  do  it  on  'is  'ed ! 

fulness  for  small  mercies)    "  Pontefraet.    Liberal  majority,  57.    No       An  elderly  and  excited  Irishwoman.  Ah,  bad  luck  to  'im,  the 

change.      (Frantic  Radical  enthusiasm  and  cries  of  "  Good   ole   murtherin'  scounthril !  wants  a  toitle,  does  he  ?    Jist  th' loike  of  all 

mtetrack!    )       Huddersfield.    Radical  gain."    (Roars  of  delight  \  thim  Saxon  opprissors,  th'  toirant.    What  does  he  care  hwhat  be- 
"  OMiT        /^     Av*e-  a  few  mo/e  llke  th,at<  and  we  shali  do '  comes  o'  th'  poor  Oirish,  so  long  as  he  gets  his  billyfull  ? 

uidham.    Conservative  gain  o'  two  seats."    (Tremendous  cheering  '         [She  pours  a  stream  of  denunciation  into  the  ears  of  the  nearest 
from  Conservatives.)  Well,  after  that,  I'm  prepared  for  anythink.  Radical. 

amA    ,     -r,    ,.    ,  The  Radical  (soothingly).  Good  'ole  BBTDOET.    But  look 'ere,  you 

(K..   S*  M<}dtcal  Solon.  It 'tie*  this  way,  them  Conservatives,  i  needn't  come  and  talk  to  'me  about  it.  (Indicating  a  Tory  neighbour. 
tgotno  prmserplss,  o'  course,  but  they  do  stick  together,  |  You  go  an'  tell  'im  ! 
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[Which  BRIDGET  duel,  volubly;  more  portraits  are  exhibited 
One  of  Mr.  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY  being  hailed  with  cries  of 
"  Srayvo,  LABBY  !  "  and  "  Our  Cartoonist"  being  instantlt 
recognised  at  the  latt  Mr.  PARNELL. 

Radical  Spectators  (after  result*  of  polling  at  Deptford,  Halifax 
Hartlepool,  Bristol  (North),  $c.).  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  oh  dear.  Well 
I'm  sure  I  MACNAMAHA,  the  man  'oo  polled  the  'ighest  votes  in  th 
School  Board  Election— and  look  at  him  now  !  If  SIDNEY  WKBB  'u< 
ha'  contested  that,  'e  'd  a'  won  it ! ...  There 's  another  seat  we '  v 
lost.  Well,  I  was  'appier  standing  'ere  this  time  three  years  ago 
blow'd  if  I  wasn't !  .  .  .  Oh  lor,  my  brother-in-law  '11  go  wild  ore 
this.  My  ole  uncle  '11  go  arf  orf  his  'ed.  (<Je.,  &c.) 

An  Irrelevant  Person.  Tork  about  Tories  !  Why,  I  '11  lav  any 
body  a  shillin'  ,1  KM  SMITH,  the  fighting  man,  's  a  Tory,  ana  all  o 
them  prize-fighters  are— and  that 's  'ow  it 's  done  ! 

First  Lounger.  'Oo  ain't  a  workin*  man?  I  lay  I  work  as  'arc 
as  what  you  do,  come  now ! 

Second  Lounger.  What  are  yer  then  'f    A  mat-seller '' 

First  Lounger  (indignantly).     Qarn !     A    mat-seller!     I'm    a 
Moomin'  toe-walker,  I  am.     Lean  up  agin  the  doors  o'  public-'ouses 
1  do.  and  work  'ard  at  it !  [  //is  claim  is  reluctantly  admitted 

The  Sanguine  Radical.  Twelve  Unionist  gains  to  three  Radical 
Well,  there's  no  denying  things  ain't  gone  quite  as  well  as  I  ex 
peoted.  But  there,  there's  no  telling ;  by  this  time  to-morrow  w 
shall  all  know  more  than  what  we  do  now.  I  shall  turn  in  to  LOCK 
ii ART'S  and  'ave  a  large  cocoa  after  this.  I  it-ant  it,  I  can  tell  yer ! 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

MONDAY,  July  15.  —  Tannhciuser  Combination  Company  night 
Made  in  Germany,  brought  into  England,  and  sung  in  French 
ALBANI  unexpectedly  out,  like  HAHCOFRT 
EAMES  in  as  Liberal-Unionist.  "  Miss 
KAMKS  and  miss  AI.BANI,"  quoth  WAO- 
STAFF.  MATTREL  unwell :  apologised  for 
KAMKS,  distantly  related  to  "  'Eamei 
Ancient  and  Modern,"  (which  supersede* 
TATB  and  BRAJ>Y,)  nervous  but  charming 
Protean  Mile.  BAUERMEIBTER  as  Little- 
Bo- Peep,  the  shepherd's  boy,  excellent. 
Venus-Adini  fine  and  large,  offering  to 
excellent  Tannhiiuser-Alvarez  a  great  con- 
trast to  beloved  Elizabeth- Eamts.  House 
crammed. 

Saturday. — Peacefully  comical  and  clas- 
sical Philemon  et  Baucis  followed  by  war- 
like, modern,  and  tragical  La  Nararraise. 
Bang  go  the  drums  and  cannons.  C.u.v  f.  to 
the  front!  C'est  magnifique!  Literally 
stunning !  DRUHIOLANTJS  must  get  an  opera 
written  with  a  naval  engagement  in  it  (he 
can  easily  add  this  to  his  other  engagement! 
for  next  season),  ending  with  general  explosion  and  Admiral's  cocked 
hat  going  off.  No  charge  for  suggestion.  Bombardier  BEVIGNANI 
or  Marine  M ANCINH.LI  might  revel  in  it.  Vive  la  Guerre  ! 


Breach  of  Promise  Couplet. 

[Last  week  Miss  EDMAN  sued  JAKOBOWSKI  for  breach  of  promise  and  won 
her  rase  with  £700  damages.] 

0  JAKOBOWSKI  many  tears  you  '11  shed  man, 

You  lost  your  money  when  you  lost  your  'Ed-man  I 


Election  Notes  from  the  West. 

Plymouth.—  CLARKE  secures  seat,  but  HUBBAHD,  like  dog  of 
celebrated  ancestress,  has  none. 

Falmouth.— HORNIMAN  in.     "  Fabula  narratur  de  Tea" 

Camborne  Division.— STRAUSS  conducting  great  campaign  in  a 
Miner  key.  Key  to  situation. 

Ashburton  Division. — Radicals  fighting  nix  or  nothing.  Unionist 
war-cry,  "Nix  my  dolly,  pals,  vote  away !  " 

Torquay  Dirision. — Electors  continue  policy  of  filling  np  the  cup 
by  returning  Pnii.LroTrs. 

COCPLET,  JUST  OCT. 

ON  faults  only  two  in  our  rule  I  can  touch  : 
We  gave  'em  too  little  and  promised  too  much. 
Sir  Henry  Campbell  Salladman. 


"  GOODS  GOODS."  — "The  Goode  Collection"  sold  at  Christie's 
.uesday  and  Thursday  last.    Goode  enough,  of  course ;  but  because  it 
was  the  Goode  Collection  it  evidently  could  not  have  been  the  Best. 


RECIPROCITY. 

SCENK— A  London  Dinner  Party. 
Mr.  LAMBERT  anr/ Mrs.  CRUMriHOTOlc  (chance  partners], 

Mr.  Lambert  (feeling  his  way).  Been  to  the  Opera  often  this 
season,  Mrs.  CHUMPIHOTON  ? 

Mrs.  C'rumpington.  Oh,  very  often.  I  am  so  devoted  to  music 
you  know,  that  I  go  whenever  I  can.  And,  talking  of  music,  havi 
you  heard  that  new  pianist,  Heir — what  is  his  name  ? — oh  yes,  Herr 
WIDOWSKI  ?  He 's  loo  delicious  for  words ! 

Mr.  L.  Xo ;  I  can't  say  that  I  go  to  concert*  much.     You  shook 

talk  to  my  daughter  ETHEL— she's  devoted  to  music,  and  they  tel' 

me  that  she 's  got  a  really  fine  voice.   I  'm  sure  she  practises  enough 

Mrs.  C.  Indeed  ?    Well,  I  've  no  voice,  I  'm  sorry  to  say ;  but  1 

plav  the  piano  a  little — only  a  <-ery  little,  you  know. 

Aft:  L.  Wonderful  what  a  lot  of  people  do  play  in  these  day: 
(hastily)— not  like  you,  of  course  •  but  one  hears  pianos  and  fiddles 
going  in  every  house,  and  most  of  them  are  simply  instruments  oi 
torture. 

Mm.  C.  (smiling).  Rather  a  rash  remark— isn't  it?  You've  nevei 
heard  me  play,  you  see  !  (Mr.  L.  endeai-mtrs  to  protest.)  Oh,  but  1 
assure  you  I  unite  agree  with  you.  For  instance,  my  next-dooi 
neighbours  are  always  making  the  most  awful  noises — playing  and 
singing  morning,  noon,  and  night.  The  wall  is  very  thin,  and  I  am 
nearly  driven  crazy. 

Mr.  L.  (warmly).  My  dear  Madam,  I  can  sympathise  with  von 
entirely.  I  've  often  thought  that  Parliament  ought  to  pass  a  Bill 
for  enforcing  a  close-time  in  domestic  music.  Of  course  it  only 
matters  to  me  in  the  evening,  but  we're  troubled  exactly  in  the 
same  way  as  yourself.  And  my  poor  KTIIEI,  finds  her  tinging  con- 
stantly interrupted  by  the  disgusting  row  made  by  our  next-door 
neighbour.  I  suppose  he  must  take  a  pleasure  in  annoying  us — 
anyhow  he  's  jammed  his  wretched  piano  right  up  against  our 
drawing-room  wall,  and  bangs  and  thumps  on  it  for  about  six  hours 
a  day.  Of  course  it  would  be  bad  enough  if  the  fellow  played  well ; 
but  you  never  heard  such  ghastly  noises  as  he  makes  1 

Mrs.  C.  How  sorry  I  am  for  your  poor  daughter !  Yes ;  people 
complain  in  the  papers  and  grumble  about  street-bands  and 
piano- organs ;  but  at  least  one  can  send  them  away — which,  unfor- 
tunately, one  can't  do  in  the  case  of  next-door  neighbours !  How- 
ever, 1  suppose  I  ought  to  be  grateful  that  the  people  on  the  other 
side  don't  play  at  all. 

Mr.  L.  Ah !  I  live  in  a  corner-house.  But  I  think  a  little  opposition 
noise  would  almost  be  a  relief —a  kind  of  homeopathic  cure,  you  know. 
Mn.  C.  One 's  quite  enough  for  me.  It 's  been  getting  worse, 
too,  these  last  few  weeks,  and  I  'm  delighted  to  meet  a  fellow- 
sufferer.  Come ;  can't  we  concoct  some  joint  scheme  of  deliver- 
ance ?  Do  you  think  it  would  answer  if  I  tent  round  a  polite 
note — "  Mrs.  CRUHPINGTON  presents  her  compliments  to  Mr." — 
whatever  their  name  is — "  and  would  be  extremely  obliged," — 
and  so  on.  How  would  that  do  ? 

Mr.  L.  (decisively).  Wouldn't  be  the  least  use,  I  assure  yon.  or 
I  'd  have  tried  that  plan  myself  long  ago.  The  only  result  would  be 
that  they  'd  make  more  row  than  ever,  on  purpose  to  score  off  yon. 
No,  I  fancy  I  've  got  a  better  plan  than  that. 
Mrs.  C\  (eagerly).  Oh,  do  tell  me  what  it  is  I  _ 
Mr.  L.  Well,  I  happened  to  notice  in  a  shop  in  Holborn  the  other 
day  one  of  these  new  American  toys,  it's  a  kind  of  small  fog-horn, 
driven  by  a  pair  of  bellows.  And  the  noise  it  makes  is  something 
terrific,  I  assure  you — loud  enough  to  drown  half-a-dozen  pianos. 
So  I 'ye  ordered  one  of  these,  and  as  soon  as  ever  that  scoundrel 
strikes  np  next  door,  I  shall  turn  on  the  horn;  then,  directly  he 
stops,  I  '11  stop  too,  you  see.  Rather  a  good  idea,  don't  yon  think  • 

Mrs.  C.  (much  amused).  It  is,  indeed.'  If  only  the  poor  wretch  next 
door  knew  what  was  in  store  for  him !  Oh,  if  only  I  could  silence  my 
enemy  in  that  way !  But  then,  of  course,  I  can't  a  blow  a  horn. 

Mr.  L.  That  isn't  necessary ;  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  work  the 
sellows,  and  the  thing  goes  by  itself.  Really,  I  strongly  recommend 
you  to  invest  in  one. 

Mrs.  C.  It  would  be  a  good  plan,  wouldn't  it ':  Where  did  you 
say  they  are  to  be  had  ? 

Mr.  L.  I'll  write  down  the  address,  if  I  can  find  a  scrap  of 
paper. 

[Takes  out  a  card-case  from  hit  pocket,  pencils  address  on  back 

of  visiting  card,  and  hands  it  to  Mrs.  C. 

Mrs.  C.  Thank  you  so  much,  I  '11  certainly  think  about  getting 
me  (looks  absently  at  the  other  side  of  the  card)  if  they  're  not  too 

lear,  and ( Gasping.)    Good  gracious  heavens  1 

Mr.  L.  (anxiously).  What 's  the  matter?    Are  yon  ill  ? 
Mrs.  C.  (pointing  to  the  printed  side  of  the  card  in  her  hand).   Is 
hit  your  real  address  ? 

Mr.  L.  (much  astonished).  "  No.  1,  Yarborongh  Gardens  ?  "  Yes, 
ertainly  it  is.  Why  do  you  ask? 

Mrs.  C.  (faintly).  Because— because  /  live  next  door  at  No.  3 1  ! 

[Tableau!     Curtain. 
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WHAT   THE    NEW    WOMAN    WILL    MAKE    OF   THE    NEW    MAN! 

"IF  YOU  WANT  MB  TO  KEEP  THE  NEXT   DANCE  FOR  YOU,    YOU  MUST  WAIT  UNDER  THIS  DOOB.      I   CAN'T  GO  RUSHING  ALL  OVER 

THE  ROOM  TO  LOOK  FOR  YOU,    YOU   KNOW  I  " 


THE  OLLENDOKF  GUIDE  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

THE  CARETAKER. 

Is  it  time  to  leave  town  ?  Yes,  it  is  time  to  leave  town,  because 
the  good  neighbours  have  put  up  their  shutters  (i.e.,  the  shutters  of 
the  good  neighbours).  Do  all  the  good  neighbours  put  up  their 
shutters?  Yes.  all  put  up  their  shutters,  but  one  of  them  stays  in 
town  at  the  back  of  the  house.  Why  does  one  of  the  good  neighbours 
stay  in  town  at  the  back  of  the  house  ?  To  esoape  the  expense  of 
leaving  town  incurred  by  the  other  good  neighbours  who  have  put  up 
their  shutters.  Is  that  expense  a  great  one  r  Yes.  a  very  great  one. 
Have  they  any  other  drawbacks  ?  Yes,  they  have  the  annoyances  of  a 
caretaker.  What  are  the  annoyances  of  a  caretaker  ?  The  annoy- 
ances of  a  caretaker  are  her  husband,  her  children,  her  cat,  her  dog, 
her  mother,  and  all  her  relations.  When  a  caretaker  enters  the 
house  of  one  of  the  good  neighbours,  is  she  accompanied  by  her 
annoyances  P  Yes,  the  caretaker  is  accompanied  by  her  annoyances. 
Does  the  caretaker  lead  a  happy  life  in  the  house  of  one  of  the  good 
neighbours  ?  Yes,  she  leads  a  happy  life,  and  so  do  her  husband, 
her  children,  her  oat,  her  dog,  her  mother,  and  all  her  relations. 
What  dp  the  relations  of  the  caretaker  do  in  the  house  of  one  of  the 
good  neighbours  P  They  smoke  in  the  drawing-room  in  the  house  of 
one  of  the  good  neighbours.  If  anyone  calls  to  see  the  good  neigh- 
bour, what  does  the  caretaker  do  P  The  caretaker  generally 
refuses  to  attend  to  the  bell.  Should  the  caretaker  attend  to  the 
bell,  what  does  she  do  P  She  tells  the  caller  who  wishes  to  see  the 
good  neighbour  that  she  knows  nothing  of  the  master  of  the  house's 
movements  (i.  e. ,  the  movements  of  the  master  of  the  house) .  Does  the 
caller  then  retire  under  the  impression  that  the  house  has  been  sold 
up,  and  that  the  good  neighbour  has  entered  the  Court  of  Bank- 
ruptcy (i.e.,  the  Bankruptcy  Court)_P  _The  caller  does  leave  the  house 
under  that  impression.  While  this  impression  is  being  created  in 
London,  is  the  good  neighbour  unconsciously  attempting  to  enjoy 
himself  in  Switzerland?  Yes,  the  good  neighbour  is  undoubtedly 
attempting  to  enjoy  himself  in  Switzerland,  in  spite  of  the  cookery, 
the  lack  of  accommodation,  the  expense,  and  the  weather.  If  the 
good  neighbour  ceased  to  be  unconscious,  and  became  aware  of 
the  damage  that  was  being  dme  to  his  credit  by  the  caretaker, 
what  would  that  good  neighbour  do?  The  good  neighbour 
would  probably  swear.  Then  would  the  good  language  of  the 
good  neighbour  change  in  its  character  ?  Yes ;  for  it  would  become 
the  bad  language  of  the  bad  neighbour.  Would  the  bad  language 


of  the  bad  neighbour  have  any  immediate  effect  upon  the  caretaker, 
her  husband,  her  children,  her  cat,  her  dog,  her  mother,  and  all  her 
relatives  ?  No,  for  the  bad  language  would  be  uttered  in  Switzer- 
land, and  the  caretaker,  her  husband,  her  children,  her  cat,  her  dog, 
her  mother,  and  all  her  relatives  would  be  in  London.  Then  what 
would  the  caretaker,  her  husband,  her  children,  her  cat,  her  dog, 
her  mother,  and  all  her  relatives  do  in  the  house  of  one  of  the  good 
neighbours  during  the  protracted  absence  of  the  good  neighbour  on 
the  Continent?  They  would  continue  to  smoke  in  the  drawing- 


room. 


"HONOURS  EASY." 

ME.  THELOAR  wrote  to  the  Times  the  other  day  a  propos  of  Mr. 
WILLIAMSON'S  peerage.  Messrs.  TEELOAE  and  WILLIAMSON  are  in 
the  same  business,  i.e.  the  linoleum  trade,  and  Mr.  TRELOAE  sug- 
gested that  "  Lord  LiitoLtutf  would  not  be  a  bad  title."  Quite  agree 
with  him.  Let  persons  take  titles  from  some  specialty  of  their  trade 
or  calling.  Suppose  peerages  granted  to 

Chiropodist Marquis  of  CUTACOBN. 

Soda-water  Manufacturer     .       .  Lord  SODA  AND  BANG. 

Tailor Viscount  VEST. 

Butcher  (Irish  tit'e)      .        .        .  Baron  O'BEEF. 

Jeweller Duke  of  DIAMONDS. 

Grocer Lord  SUGAB  AND  SASDS. 

Draper Earl   of   SUMMEEGOODS   AND 

WlNTERSALKS. 

Ditto Lord   REMNANTS    OF    UNDEB- 

WEAB. 

Bootmaker  (with  French  polish)  .  Marquis  DE  SHOES  ET  AUTBES. 

Numerous  variations  will  occur  to  readers.  They  can  be  for- 
warded to  our  office  as  probably  useful  when  the  next  "  honours 
easy  "  are  dealt  out.  

"On,  THE  IBONY  OF  IT!"— Last  week,  whilst  reports  of  Tory 
successes  in  the  boroughs  daily  reached  London,  the  leading  Liberal 
paper,  regardless  of  expense,  had  the  walls  covered  with  large 
placards  announcing  that  "  the  Daily  News  has  the  best  election 
intelligence."  "If  this  is  the  best,"  said  Sir  WILLIAM  HABCOUBT. 
observing  one  of  the  placards  on  his  way  back  from  Derby,  1 
shouldn't  like  to  know  the  worst." 
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THE   SPILL! 


JACK  AND  JILL  WENT  UP  THE  HILL 
TO  FETCH  A  PAIL  OF  WATER, 


JACK  FELL  DOWN  AND  BROKE  HIS  CROWN, 
AND  JILL  CAME  TUMBLING  AFTER. 


JULY  27,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


45 


OUE  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tag  Variety  S/«je,byCnABLE8 
DOUGLAS  STUAHT  and  A.  J.  PABK 
(FISHER^  UNWIN).  is  a  history  of 
the  M usio-halls  from  the  earliest 
period  to  the  present  time.  And 
a  very  interesting  history  it  is, 
admirably  told  withal.  One  comes 
upon  names  familiar  in  boyhood, 
and  is  a  little  shocked  to  find  that 
Ihe  Great  VANCE  was  really 
named  ALFRED  PECK  STEVENS. 
The  pages  glow  with  pleasant 
peeps  of  London  at  midnight,  as 
Ptndennis  saw  it,  and  as,  once 
at  least,  it  was  looked  upon  by 
Colonel  Neutcome.  It  is  sad  to 
find  how  many  of  the  old  favour- 
ites of  the  music-hall  fall  upon 
evil  times,  and  even  die  in  the 
workhouse.  SAM  COLLINS  was 
more  fortunate.  He  was  sump- 
tuously buried  in  Kensal  Green, 
where  a  marble  pedestal  carries 
his  portrait  and  his  epitaph.  This 
last  is  notable  as  containing  what, 
as  far  as  my  Baronite  knows,  is 
the  most  audacious  rhyme  in  the 
English  language.  As  it  was  ad- 
mitted to  consecrated  ground,  it 
may  perhaps  be  quoted  here.  ' '  A 
loving  husband,"  so  it  runs— 

"  A  loving  husband  and  a  faithful 

friend, 

Ever  tbe  first  a  helping  hand  to  lend  : 
Farewell,      good  -  natured.     honett- 

hearted  SAM,  [AM." 

Until  we   meet  before  the  great   I 

Pro  BAKON  BE  B.-W. 


DIPLOMATIC  INTELLIGENCE.  — 
Mr.  CHAUNCEY  DEPEW  has  arrived. 
On  business,  of  course.  De-pew- 
ted  by  American  Government. 


ON    THE   TRACK    IN    BATTERSEA    PARK. 

THBBE'S  A  WHEEL  THERE'S  A  WAY." 


THE  LABOUR  GALLIC. 

BAH!    Politics  are  a  bad  joke. 
To  get  up  steam  about  'em's 
silly. 

The  Tory  pabulum  is  stale  "  toke,'; 
The    Liberal    beverage    t  loppy 
"skilly." 

My  business,  whilst  they  storm 
and  splutter, 

Ii  to  earn   Deer  and  bread-and- 
butter. 

THURSDAY,  JULY  18.  FOR  Two 
KKIGHTS  ONLY!  —  Sir  HENBY 
IBVINO  and  Sir  John  f'alsta. 
Hitherto  Windsor  Shakspearianly 
associated  with  Merry  Wives  and 
washtnbbing  (with  "brown  Wind 
Bor  ")  of  Fat  Knight.  Henceforth 
memorable  for  I  loyal  reception  and 
dubbing  (also  with  the  best  Wind- 
sor) of  Thin  Knight.  Reported  that 
Sir  HENKY  was  invited  to  repre- 
sent a  Constituency  !  He  hat  re- 
presented two  single  gentlemen 
rolled  into  one,  such  as  Corrican 
Brothers,  and  Duboic  and  L«- 
turques.  But  to  represent  a  Con- 
stituency of  some  thousands ! !  No 
rapid  act  of  "quickest  change" 
could  effect  it.  Vice  Sir  HENRY  < 


"  lie  NUBIBDS."— WRIOHT,  the 
convict  and  ex-solicitor  of  the 
Liberator  Building  Society,  said 
in  the  course  of  examination  at 
the  London  Bankruptcy  Court 
that  he  was  "formerly  tenant  of 
Cloughton  Castle  in  Ireland.  That 
was  only  a  small  place,  but  it 
was  customary  in  Ireland  to  call 
almpstevervthingacastle."  Quite 
Wright.  Home  Rule  is  now  one 
of  these  Chateaux  d"  Eipagne  in 
Ireland,  and  "  to  let." 


THE  GENERAL  ELECTION. 

OH  pity  an  unhappy  man 

Reduced  to  desperate  dejection  t 
There 's  nothing  happening  but  an 
Election. 

Eternally  it  worries  me, 

Inducing  cerebral  affection, 
This  never-ending  topic  the 
Election. 

I  don't  love  politics,  or  care 

A  pin  for  Liberal  defection, 
Or  if  the  Tories  gained  in  their 
Election. 

Unworthy  citi/en,  perhaps 

I  need  reproof  and  stern  correction, 
Indifferent  to  any  chap's 

Election. 
Unless  I  flew  beyond  the  sea, 

I  'm  certain  that  in  no  direction 
Could  I  escape  at  all  from  the 
Election. 
For  no  one  writes,  and  no  one  speaks, 

Of  anything  but  in  connection 
With  some  loquacious  man  who  seeks 
Election. 

I  try  my  club  ;  though  men  may  come 

And  men  may  go,  there's  this  objection 
To  all  alike— they  talk  of  some 
Election. 

I  go  to  bed  ;  no  rest  for  me, 
I'm    roused    by    yells,     with    shrill 

inflection 

Of  "  Extry  midnight  speshul,  the 
Election!" 


The  papers,  taking  any  side, 
Of  any  party,  any  section, 
One  sort  of  news  alike  provide — 
Election. 

I  '11  go  to  see  my  love,  and  kits 

Her  pretty  face,  her  sweet  complexion. 
At  least  she  will  not  talk  of  this 
Election. 


"  YOU  ARE  MOST  APT  TO  PLAY  THE  SIR." 

Othello,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  i. 

FRIDAY,  July  19, 1895,  memorable  in  annals 
of  British  stage  as  a  day  set  apart  for  one 
of  the  greatest  triumphs  of  the  Drama.  Sir 
HENRY  IRVINO,  fresh  from  the  honours  of 
Royal  Windsor,  received  a  further  distinction 
at  the  hands  and  hearts  of  his  "  brothers  and 
inters  "  in  that  profession  for  which  he  has 
done  so  much.  Squire  BANCROFT  was  the 
eloquent  spokesman  for  the  enthusiastic 
audience  of  comedians  and  tragedians  which 
filled  the  Lyceum ;  yet  before  and  behind  the 
footlights  there  was  not  a  suggestion  of 
histrionics.  Unlike,  too,  the  great  unpaying, 
who  have  the  dulness  of  their  order,  the 
guests  of  Friday  were  remarkable  for  the 
tremendous  energy  of  their  goodwill.  If  this 
theatre  had  not  long  been  seasoned  to  the 
sounds  of  vociferous  cheering,  the  demonstra- 
tion might  "  have  brought  down  the  house" 
literally.  Mr.  Punch  takes  this  opportunity 
of  joining  in  the  demonstration,  and  drinks 
to  Sir  HENRY  IRVING.  May  the  Knight  of 
the  cheerful  countenance  prosper  according 
to  his  deserts.  And,  if  that  wish  is  realised, 
the  lessee  of  the  Lyceum  will  be  one  of  the 
happiest  men  on  record. 


8TAMBITLOFF. 

GRIM  mockery  of  fate  I    The  assassin's  knife 
Once  more  hath  power  upon  a  patriot's  life. 
One  steel-armed  miscreant,  with  one  felon 

blow, 

May  lay  the  moulder  of  a  nation  low. 
Masterful  man  and  fiery  patriot,  still 
Is  that  strong  heart,  relaxed  that  iron  will. 
Yet  there 's  more  honour  for  the  brave  at  rest, 
After  vain  struggle  and  abortive  quest, 
Than  for  the  ungrateful  herd  who  dare  not  rise 
To  the  full  height  of  perilous  destinies, 
The  Northern  Bear  his  distant  quarry  nosing, 
Or  the  Coburger  in  gay  Carlsbad  glosing. 

R.  PE*L  FROM  MR.  G.  — Mr.  GLADSTONE, 
writing  to  Sir  ROBERT  PEEL,  who  had  been 
addressing  the  Fazeley  branch  Lodge  of  Odd 
Fellows,  said,  "  In  ourlsmatt  community  we 
hare  four  teparate  lodgei,  and  I  have  aiio- 
ciated  mytelf  with  them  all.''  Mr.  G.  may 
now  adopt  as  his  signature,  not  the  initials 
"  G.  0.  M.,"  but  the  new  one  of  "  0.  F.  0.." 
or  "Odd  Fellow  Oat,"  No  doubt,  with  his 
love  of  retirement  and  study,  the  Grand  Old 
Odd  Fellow  often  says,  sighingly,  to  himself, 
"  0  for  a  Lodge  in  some  vast  Wilderness  1 " 

To  Dr.  W.  O.  Grace  on  his 
47th  Birthday. 

MANY  happy  returns  of  the  day  I 
Old  Time  on  his  record  should  nick  it. 

Long,  long  may  he  umpire  your  play. 
Here 's  wishing  you  luck  at  the  wicket, 

Long  life,— for  one  "  century,"  say,— 
And  a  hundred  more  of  'em  at  Cricket  1 
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BLASE. 

||  WELL,  PAPA,  HOW  DIB  YOU  INJOY  THE  PLAY  TO-NIGHT?" 

'  OH,    I    THINK    I    ENJOYED    IT  FAIRLY  WELL,    MY  DBAB.      I  'VJt  GOT  A  GENERAL  SORT   OF 
IDEA  THAT  I   DIDN  T  GO  TO  SLEEP  OVBB    IT  I  " 


HOW  THE  TOPEES  CAME  DOWN 
TO  THE  POLLS. 

(A  Song  for  the  Drouthy,  someway  after  SoiUhey.) 
How  did  the  Topert  come  down  to  the  Polls  f 

Here  they  came  shouting, 
And  there  they  came  flouting, 
Teetotalers  scouting,    and   HAKCOUKT   mis- 
doubting, 
With  hanners,  and  big  bills,  and  trumpets 

and  song. 

With  pint-pots  and  flagons, 
In  drags,  brakes  and  wagons, 
As  valiant  as  lions,  as  fiery  as  dragons, 
They  hastened  along  united  and  strong  ! 
Midst  braying  of  brass  and  'midst  clouds  of 

tobacco, 
With    jubi'iant    shouts    for    "The    Union 

. .  <  JflCK(  \J  I 

•• M'J  J?T'a^  manners,  and  patriot  banners, 
.Midst  bung-lauding  boasters,  with  big  searltt 

posters, 
i  onnday-best  garments  superbly  arrayed ; 


'Midst  shoutings  from ' '  cadgers,"  with  scarves 

and  with  badges, 
With  rubicund   faces,   limp   collars,    loos  2 

braces, 

With  dry-as-dust  throttles,  and  handy  case- 
battles, 
With  blonde  buxom  Beauty  to  aid  'em  in 

duty, 
And    bystanders   funning,  and   little  boys 

running, 
And  stentor-toned  shouts  for  "  The  Caus3  " 

and"TheTrade"III 
All  florid  and  torrid, 
Damp  shirts  and  moist  forehead, 
From  near  slum  and  far  court, 
With  railings  at  HABCOTTBT, 
And    wit-aping    WILFRID,    and   trucuLn' 

CAINE. 

With  shouts  for  Sir  MICHAEL, 
By  'bus,  and  by  cycle. 
Afoot,  and  well-mounted,  by  tram  anl  by 

train. 

All  glowing  and  blowing, 
Red  cards  about  throwing, 
And  rushing,  and  crushing,  and  flushing, 


And  laughing,  and  chaffing,  and  quaffing  ; 
And  jeering,  and  sneering,  and  "  beering," 
And  skipping,  and  tripping,  and  "nipping," 
And  hasting,  and  pasting,  and  tasting  ; 
And  hopping,  and  popping,  and  mopping, 
Perspiring,  ana  wiring. 
But  ever  untiring. 
And  drinking,  and  chinking,  and  blinking, 

and  winking, 

And   sometimes   unthinking,  but  ever  un- 
shrinking, 

And  gladdening,  and  maddening, 
And  t'other  side  saddening, 
Friends  brightening,  foes  frightening,  inte- 
riors tightening. 

And  warming,  and  forming,  and  storming ; 
And  flattering,  and  clattering,  and  battering, 

and  shattering ; 

Arising,  surprising,  all  foes  pulverising, 
And   giving  them  "tcko"  on   temperance 

.^boko." 
And  flashing,  and  dashing,  and  crashing,  and 

smashing,  and  hashing, 
And  propping,  and  stopping,   and  copping, 

and   lopping,    and   topping,    and 

whopping ; 
And  backing,   and  tracking,  and  blacking. 

and  hacking,  and  smacking,  and 

whacking, 

And  "  giving  'em  beans." 
(Yon  know  what  that  means !) 
And  shoutinsr,  "We  vote  all  against  Catt 

Teebtal! 
We'll  beat  up  tach  Sardolph,  and  Pistol, 

and  Peto, 

To  give  its  quietus  to  villainous  Veto. 
And  kick  out  the  duffers  The  Trade  win 

would  queer 
And  rob  (big  caps.,  please!)  THE  POOR  MAN 

OF  HIS  BEER!  11 
Out,  out  on  the  foes  of  our  Freedom — and 

Liquor  1 
They  '11  follow  their  Leader— the  sooner  the 

quicker ! 
The  Lords  they  may  floor,  and  the  Church 

may  assault. 
But  they've  met  with  their  match  in  the 

Champions  of  Malt  I 
All  together,  brave  souls  I 
See,  our  phalanx  on-rolls ! !  1  " 

And  that  'B  how  the  Topers  came  down  to  the 
Polls! 


MAINTAINING  THE  UNION.— The  Sheffield 
Daily  Telegraph,  in  referring  to  the  success 
of  Mr.  GK  H.  ALLSOPP  at  Worcester,  just  prior 
to  that  eminent  Unionist  taking  unto  himself 
a  wife,  suggests  that  the  newly-elected  M.P. 
should  follow  the  precedent  set  by  Mr.  GRIF- 
FiTH-BofCAWEN  in  1892,  and  give  to  each  of 
his  bridesmaids  a  brooch  with  the  amount  of 
his  majority  engraved  upon  it.  This  is  all 
very  well  in  its  way.  But  the  total  at  Tun- 
bridge  was  933,  while  that  of  Worcester  ex- 
tended to  four  figures.  So  to  give  room  for 
labelling,  the  brooch  should  be  changed  to  a 
bracelet.  A  man  bearing  the  honoured  name 
of  ALLSOPP  should  be  appropriately  equal  to 
theXX's. 

A  QUESTION  TO  OUTSIDERS.—"  Won't  you 
pome  round  ?  "  was  the  invitation  (as  reported 
in  the  Daily  Graphic)  given  by  Sir  HENRY 
IRVING  (after  his  speech  on  Friday  afternoon) 
to  his  friends  in  front."  But  it  is  a  ques- 
tion addressed  to  many  outside  the  theatre 
and  the  theatrical  profession  ;  to  all  sorts 
and  conditions  of  men  and  women  who  still 
regard  the  stage  askance,  and  who  look  upon 
the  ultimate  fate  of  theatre-goers  and  actors 
as  a  melancholy  certainty.  To  these  jiersons, 
whether  a  minority  or  a  majority, — in  either 
case  a  "narrow"  cne, — Sir  HENRY'S  kindly 
invitation  is  publicly  addressed,  and  it  is 
"  Won't  you  come  round  ?  " 
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A   SUNDAY    DINNER. 

Fa^rr  of  Family  tvto  lot  eceulaiiaUy  dut  Ou  Itg  of  a  fotci  mutir  Uu  ImbU).  "MlJfD  r'Doe  ro»SN-T  OR  ITt1 
Tovug  Hopeful  (tiimmfkfmlty)    "  ALL  RIGHT,  KITTHIR  !    I  'vi  corns  MI  FOOT  os  rr  ! " 


ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

To  the  philosophical  mind  of  a  Roundabout  Reader  the  General 
Election  ought  to  offer  many  point*  of  interest,  not  because  he  is  a 
politician,  but  because,  in  the  interest  of  hia  retding,  he  has  to  occupy 
a  position  of  detachment,  and  therefore  perhaps  tees  more  of  the 
humours  and  absurdities  which  crowd  the  animated  scene.  Yet 
here,  for  instance,  am  I,  a  diligent  turner  over  of  every  possible  kind 
of  newspaper,  metropolitan  and  provincial,  and  all  that  I  have 
carried  away  from  my  careful  investigations  is  a  confused  sense  that 
if  electors  on  either  side  only  "  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder,''  "  leave 
no  stone  unturned,"  and  "  work  as  one  man  from  now  till  the 
polling-day,"  why  each  tide  is  positively  certain  that  "  another  nail 
will  be  driven  into  the  coffin  "  of  the  other  side,  that  "  a  resounding 
blow  will  be  struck  for  the  good  cause,"  and  that  "  the  banner  aider 
which  we  have  secured  many  a  brilliant  victory  will  once  more  float 
triumphantly  in  the  breeze."  As  for  the  "  moral  victories"  gained, 
they  are  almost  overwhelming  both  in  number  and  in  result. 

IXDKKD,  there  is  nothing  so  dangerously  attractive  to  speaker  and 
to  audience  as  a  fine  old  crusted  political  tag.  Policies  and  pro- 
grammes are  as  dust  in  the  balance.  As  yon  listen  to  a  speaker  and 
watch  his  hearers,  you  may  see  a  emile  of  perfect  confidence  and 
satisfaction  spreading  over  the  faces  of  the  latter  while  the  former 
winds  himself  up  to  the  well-known,  fondly-loved,  and  long- 
expected  tag,  which  is  the  inevitable  conclusion  of  the  fiery 
oratorical  period.  "  That,"  they  say  to  themselves,  "  is  the  man  for 
us.  He  says  exactly  what  we  should  have  said  in  the  only  appro- 
priate words."  Result — Loud  and  enthutiastic  chetri,  amidst  tchich 
Mr.  PLATTIT-EWD  returned  hit  teat,  haring  tpoken  for  thre«-quartert 
of  an  hour. 

AKD  the  old  familiar  funny  stories,  the  humorous  allusions,  the 
sparkling  gibes,  have  thev  not  been  trotted  out  from  Land's  End  to 
John  o'  Groat's  House  f  Welcome  have  you  been,  oh  ye  kittens,  born 
blind  as  Liberal  (or  Conservative)  kittens,  and  converted,  through  the 
opening  of  your  eyes,  into  Conservative  (or  Liberal)  kittens ;  welcome 
alto,  ye  hounds,  who  have  devoured  all  your  labels,  and  know  not  your 


Many  a  tine  have  I  hunted  with  your  (porting  paek,  and 
•ecu  mj  friends  rid*  gallantly  at  your  tails.  Also  there  tsTwoif, 
and  then  is  *  lamb ;  and  then  was  once  a  Sibyl  win  dealt  in  bocks, 
and  there  is  an  Italian  who,  having  performed  the  BOS*  eanueating 
solos  on  the  barrel-organ,  failed  miserably  when  ask-d  to  oblige 
upon  the  piano.  All  these  have  played  their  parts  nobly.  Not  for 
long  do  I  bid  them  fsrewelL  They  will  return,  I  know  they  will, 
with  the  first  mutterings  of  the  next  election. 


PRAY  consider  my  verse,  which,  if  learnt  by  heart  pat,  1 

The  best  of  all  tips  for  political  platforms. 

AVith  a  slight  dash  of  MILL  you  may  burden  your  speech**, 

Yon  may  tell  the  great  tele  of  O'Bunr,  hi*  hrceohea, 

On  the  one  side  yon  '11  tear  WILLIAM  HAKCOFH  to  tatters  ; 

He  'a  out  for  a  tune,  but  I  don't  think  it  matter*. 

Then,  in  talking  of  JOB,  what  will  help  very  much  is 

A  delicate  hint  at  a  Duke  or  a  Duchess  ; 

A  suggestion  that  coats  are  the  garment*  ,  if  any, 

That  mustn't  be  turned  when  their  colours  are  many  : 

And  that  programmes  (you  '11  pause  ere  Ton  flatly  refuse  '«  m) 

Are  Brummagem  goods,  which  will  break  when  you  use  'em. 

Then,  whether  your  hearers  be  Whig  or  be  Tory, 

By  the  scruff  of  its  neck  you  must  drag  in  a  story. 

Adjure  them,  my  friend,  lest  their  zeal  should  grow  colder, 

To  fight  for  the  Cause,  standing  shoulder  to  shoulder. 

And,  whether  you  battle  for  that  chief  or  this  chief, 

Inform  them  that  stones,  if  unturned,  are  the  mischief. 

And,  last  but  not  least,  no  opponent  will  quarrel, 

When  all  that  you  claim  is  a  win  plus  a  moral. 


As  an  example  of  how  political  conflicts  ought  to  be  earned  on 
take  the  case  of  West  Fife.  While  Mr.  ArcrsrinK  BIUXLL,  the 
Radical  Candidate,  was  'peakinr  in  Thornton  School,  "  the  door  of 
the  room  was  opened,  and  Mr.  WKMISS,  the  Liberal  Unionist 
candidate  for  the  constituency,  asked  '  May  I  come  in,'  to  which 
Mr.  BIBRELL  replied  '  Yes,  certainly.'  Mr.  WKMISS,  who  was 
followed  by  a  large  number  of  supporters,  then  entered  the  hall,  and 
took  a  seat  on  one  of  the  front  benches,  which  he  occupied  until  the 
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close  of  the  address,  when  he  was  greeted  with  loud  calls  for  a 
speech.  In  response  to  the  call,  he  remarked  that  he  had  already 
made  eight  or  nine  speeches  that  day,  and  must  be  excused  from 
making  another.  He  had,  however,  enjoyed  Mr.  BIRBELL'S  speech 
very  much.  It  was  not  for  him  to  criticise  it  at  that  meeting,  but 
he  might  only  say  that  he  felt  sure  the  electors  of  West  Fife  would 
vote  for  whom  they  considered  the  best  man  and  the  man  they 
believed  would  do  his  duty.  He  then  called  for  three  hearty  cheers 
for  his  opponent,  Mr.  BIBREIL.  Votes  of  confidence  were  then  put 
for  both  candidates,  when  that  in  favour  of  Mr.  BIRBELL  was  de- 
clared carried.  The  opposing  candidates  then  shook  hands,  and 
departed  evidently  the  best  of  friends." 


A  TOTALLY  different  picture  comes  to  us  from  Aston  Manor,  as  I 
judge  from  the  following  letter  in  the  Birmingham  Daily  Gazette, 

WHAT  HAS  BECOME  OF  IKE  WARD  ? 
To  the  Editor  of  the  Daily  Gazette. 

SIB,— My  attention  has  been  drawn  to  an  attack  made  by  Captain 
GRICE-HUTCHINSON  on  a  very  respectable  member  of  the  National  Society 
of  Amalgamated  Brassworkers,  Mr.  IKE  WARD.  In  your  yesterday's  issue 
Captain  GRICE-HUTCHINSON  is  reported  to  have  said :  "  The  last  authentic 
account  he  had  of  Mr.  IKE  WABD  was  that  he  was  '  bones '  in  some  nigger 
troupe  on  the  sands  of  Scarborough."  Mr.  WARD  has  been  for  some  time 
engaged  as  an  organiser,  and  is  a  member  of  the  Executive  of  the  Railway 
Workers'  Union,  has  never  been  in  a  nigger  troupe  on  the  sands  of  Scar- 
borough or  anywhere  else. 

As  the  statement  is  calculated  to  damage  the  reputation  of  my  friend  Mr. 
WARD,  I  am  sure  that  the  candidate  for  Aston  will  at  once  either  give  his 
authority  for  the  damaging  statement  or  withdraw  the  aspersions  on  the 
character  of  a  respected  labour  leader. — Yours  faithfully,  W .  J.  DAVIS. 

70,  Lionel  Street,  Birmingham,  July  13. 


Bur,  after  all,  even  if  Mr.  IKK  WABD  had  chosen  to  employ  his 
leisure  in  performing  on  the  bones  in  a  nigger  troupe  on  the  sands  at 
Scarborough  or  elsewhere  he  would  have  done  nothing  to  be  ashamed 
of.  Obviously,  however,  Captain  GBicE-HurcHrN8ON's  account  was 
anything  but  authentic,  ana  he  had  no  business  to  cork  Mr.  WARD'S 
face  in  so  gratuitous  a  manner. 

'Tis  a  manifest  error,  this  tale  about  bones — 

(You  may  like  what  I  eay,  or,  if  not,  you  may  lump  it) . 
For  a  worker  in  brass  must  produce  the  best  tones 
If— I  don't  say  he  did  it— he  blew  his  own  trumpet. 

IN  any  record  of  electoral  humour  Mr.  MUNTZ,  the  member  for 
Tamworth,  must  hold  a  distinguished  place.  Here  is  a  report  of 
some  of  the  remarks  made  by  him  at  meetings  in  the  Nuneaton 
Division : — 

Mr._  MCNTZ,  in  the  course  of  his  remarks,  characterised  Lord  SALIS- 
BURY'S Government  as  the  most  able  Administration  that  had  ever  held 


was  a  failure  under  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  great  man  as  he  was,  and  a  still 
greater  failure  under  Lord  ROSEIIERY,  to  whom  Her  Majesty  had  presented 
the  Thistle.  (Laughter.}  As  to  agriculture,  he  said  that  he  had  a  conversa- 
tion with  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  on  the  subject  just  before  the  dissolution.  Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN  said  to  him,  "MuNTz,  what  are  we  to  do  for  agriculture  f  " 
and  he  replied,  "  That  's  a  big  question.  You  have  all  the  great  talent  and 
all  the  great  landed  interest  ill  the  country  represented  in  the  present 
Government  ;  and  if  the  present  Government  can  do  nothing  for  agriculture 
there  is  nothing  to  be  done  for  agriculture."  (.Applause.) 

After  reading  this  I  feel  that  the  question  of  agricultural  distress 
is  settled.  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  must,  indeed,  be  a  proud  man  at 
having  obtained  so  much  valuable  information  in  answer  to  a  ques- 
tion which,  as  reported,  sounds  familiar  almost  to  the  verge  of 
rashness. 

CAN  pigs  be  kept  at  a  profit?  This  was  the  question  which  con- 
fronted the  Devonport  Guardians  only  the  other  day.  The  follow- 
ing extract  from  their  proceedings  will  be  read  with  breathless 
interest  :  — 

Mr.  H.  W.  BliYANT  moved  "  That  the  Guardians  give  up  pie  keepine 
cither  nt  the  house  or  otherwise." 

Mr.  HBALY  seconded.-Mr.  OLIVER  supported,  and  said  they  could  buy 
1  »  P°rr*b<!heapcr  than  keeP  PIg8'  and  that  eTefy  P'K  they  had  kept  cost  them 

thi1^-  'h0??''?^  ""I  he  *!"£  av!PWry  man'"     (Laiy'^r-)     He  liked 
the  pig,  he  liked  the  pork,  and  he  liked  the  profit  that  the  pig  brought.    He 
is  surprised  to  hearer.  OLIVER  say  that  the  pigs  cost  l«fper  Ib.    He  said 
it  did  not  cost  them  2Jrf.  per  Ib. 

P°inted  °Ut  that  th°  Pr°fit  °n  P'g  keePinS  laat  vear  in  th" 


H  r8a«   thc  ma8'er  entered  m  l»s  books  that  it  cost  them 

Th        }      J-  M°OBE0  "Stained  that  they  could  buy  pork  at  4i<*. 
The  motion  was  lost,  8  voting  for,  and  18  against 


"I  M  a  piggery  man,"  said  GOODMAN,  J.,  "though  pigs  are  a  wee 

bit  squealy ; 
But  I  won't  sit  still  to  hear  pigs  denounced  by  BBYANT  and  scorned 

by  HEALY. 
Let  those  who  prefer  it  till  the  fields,  and  see  what  a  year's  hard  dig 

brings ; 
/  like  the  pig,  and  I  like  the  pork,  and  I  like  the  profit  the  pig 

brings." 
Then  CHEW,  he  chawed  Mr.  BBYANT  up,  Mr.  HEALY  to  dust  he 

ground,  Sir ; 

And  MOOBE  maintained  you  could  purchase  pork  at  fourpence  half- 
penny a  pound,  Sir. 
But  the  piggery  men  prevailed  by  ten,  a  majority  quite  on  the  big 

side. 
Since  eighteen  voted  for  pigs  that  day,  and  eight  on  the  anti-pig  side. 


BROWN    AND    ME. 

ME  and  BROWN  has  bin  a  having  a  lot  of  differences  of  opinion  all 
about  the  County  Counsellors,  which  sumhows  we  carnt  get  to  agree 
together  about  em;  not  by  no  manner  of  means.  And  now,  quite  lately, 
we  has  been  a  having  a  lot  of  quarrells  about  the  members  of  Parlement 

in  the  Citty,  and  all  round  about 
it,  and,  fortunetly,  me  and  my 
f  rends  has  wun  nearly  ewery  place 
where  there  has  bin  anythink  like 
a  jolly  good  fight,  and  has  now 
wun  nearly  the  hole  blooming  lot 
on  em !  So  that  the  poor  County 
Counsellers  has  hardly  got  a  single 
member  of  Parlement  left  among 
the  whole  blooming  lot,  and  is 
obliged  to  have  long  rambling 
speeches  among  theirselves  jest  to 
nil  up  their  idle  time.  How  they 
can  manage  to  keep  things  agoing 
jest  while  they  makes  their  old 
long  speeches,  I  carnt  for  the  life 
of  me  make  out ;  but  I  am  told 
that  they  all  agrees  that  its  the 
only  means  they  has  of  keeping 
pp  their  old  Charter;  and  altho 
it  isnt  worry  much  to  brag  about, 
they  all  agrees  its  sumthink  better  than  nothink. 

Lots  of  the  poor  chaps  who  has  been  acustomed  to  go  about 
lifferent  parts  of  London  a  braggin  about  the  werry  great  figgers 
they  cuts,  or  was  used  to  cut,  afore  the  new  changes  as  took  place  in 
making  amost  everybody  members  of  Parlement,  is  now  obleeged  to 
do  their  werry  best  to  keep  things  a  going  oumfertably,  if  possibel ; 
but  its  but  poor  work  for  em,  and  but  a  werry  poor  change  for 
things  as  was  afore  they  was  as  they  is. 

Why,  I  'm  litterelly  told  as  how  there  is  now  lots  of  Gents  as  was 
once  Members  of  Parlement  who  aint  now  members  for  nothink ! 
that  it  to  say,  not  for  nothink  as  is  worth  having.  Why,  I  'm  ewen 
told  as  the  County  Counsellers,  as  belongs  to  the  Terns  Conserwency, 
is  now  so  ardly  treated,  that  they  werry  offen  carnt  get  enuff  to  do 
to  keep  their  time  well  employed,  or  to  get  enuff  monney  to  pay  them 
their  werry  modderate  wages ;  so  eny  boddy  can  werry  easily  emad- 
gm  what  poor  work  it  must  now  be  for  poor  fellers  as  was  once 
Members  of  Parlement,  and  now  aint  not  members  of  not  nothiuk ! 

Sum  of  the  old  members  tells  me  as  they  doesnot  despair  ewen 
yet!  for  they  are  quite  sure  as  how  as  numbers  of  the  grand  old 
Tones  will  stick  to  em  as  long  as  theres  any  left ;  but  I  thinks  as  I 
knows  a  trick  worth  too  of  that,  and  that  is,  to  make  the  best  of  the 
things  as  is,  and  hope  the  best  for  all  the  changes  as  time  and 
hoppertoonity  will  aford  em  of  putting  a  few  things  together  as 
their  long  xpcrience  has  tort  em  is  easily  turned  to  good  account. 
ROBERT. 

ENTERTAINERS  ENTEBTAINED.—  The  DALY  Co.,  headed  by  Mr 
AUGUSTUS  DALY  and  Miss  ADA  REHAN,  were  lunch'd  by  the  LOBD 
MAYOR,  July  10,  at  the  Munching  House.  LORD  MAYOR  paid 
sincere  tribute  to  the  American  Company,  and  AUGUSTIN  DALY 
heartily  thanked  the  City  of  London.  The  U.  8.  Minister  found  a 
Link  between  the  two  countries  in  the  great  Dramatic  Light  SHAK- 
SPEARE.  "  And  so  say  all  of  U.S."  Manager  DALY  forgot  to  men- 
tion, that,  as  he  has  to  leave  England  in  the  autumn,  he  ought  to 
change  the  termination  of  his  name  to  suit  the  term  of  his  stay 
here,  and  be  AUGUST-OUT  DALY"  instead  of  "  AUGUST-IN." 

MRS.  R.  wants  to  know  if  "  The  Hardwioke  Society"  has  anything 
to  do  with  the  improvement  of  candles  and  candle-lamps  'f 

ANOTHER  HONOUR  FOR  DR.  GRACE  !— The  eminent  batsman  is  to 
be  invited  to  the  next  "  Court  Sail." 
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THE  NAVAL  MANCEUVRES. 

(£y  our  Special  Krpcrt,  who  liai 
been  accorded  tfif  customary  cmr- 
tesi/  extended  to  tlu;  Prtia.) 

On  board  II. M.S. 

the  —th,  1895. 

FOKOIVK  me  for  the  vagueness 
of  mv  address,  but  it  is  the  desire 
of  those  in  command  that  the 
greatest  secrecy  should  be  ob- 
served as  to  our  movements. 

"  Are  we  th«  Blue  Fleet  or  the 
Red  '<"  I  atked  only  a  few 
moments  ago  of  one  of  the  chief 
commanders. 

"  As  you  are  the  guest  of  the 
Government,"  was  the  immediate 
reply,  "you  will  not  be  allowed 
to  pav  your  mon«v— except  in- 
directly to  the  collector  of  Re- 
venue; but  there  is  nothing  t' 
prevent  you  from  taking  you) 
choice  I " 

From  this  response  you  will  ee< 
that  there  is  a  strong  inclination 
on  the  part  of  the  authorities  that 
are  to  remiin  reticent.  However 
it  is  onlv  fair  to  cav  that  the  ford 
is  excellent.  Nothing  could  be 
better  than  the  wine ;  and  the 
view  on  the  quarter  deck  is  capi- 
tal. Still,  this  is  scarcely  ai 
acoount  of  naval  manoeuvring— 
now  is  it  ? 

Well,  I  think  I  may  reveal  this 
much.  There  are  two  fleets — s 
Red  Fleet  and  a  Blue  Fleet.  The 
Red  Fleet  has  a  number  of  ship* 
— to  has  the  Blue.  Then  the  Red 
Fleet  tries  to  out-mane  ruvre  the 
Blue  Fleet,  and  the  Blue  Fleet 
returns  the  compliment.  All  this 
takes  place  on  the  sea.  No  ship 
is  allowed  to  run  on  shore — unless 
of  course  by  force  of  circumstances 
outs'de  the  control  of  the  com-  „, 
mander.  And  when  I  had  got  as  SOKRV  ! 
far  as  this.  I  thought  I  would 
make  a  further  inquiry. 


NOTHING  LIKE  BEING  READY  WITH  AN  IXCCSE. 

Elderly  SkittisK  Cuusin.  "On,  BOW  UNKIND  OK  YOU  TO  HAVB  LIFT 

MB  OUT  OF  YOUR  BfAVTlPUL  1'ARTY  I      YOU  SEEM  TO  HAVB  FORGOTTEN 

I  'M  YOUR  FIRST  Covsiir !  " 

Ht  (with  no  end  of  near  but  not  very  deir  relation).    "So  VBBY 
FIRST  COCSIN— AH,  YI.S."    (Kecovering  himself.)    "So  LONO 

AGO,    YOU  KNOW.  .  .  .    HAD   YOU  BEEN   MY   LAST  Coi'slSi,    THIS 
COVLD  HAVB   OCCURRED  I  " 


"  I  presume,"  slid  I,  to  one  of 
the  chief  officials,  "that  our  ob- 
ject is  to :" 

At  this  point  I  was  interrupted. 

"Pray  ask  no  more,"  wan  the 
prompt  reply  of  the  veteran  I  had 
questioned.  "  Take  my  advio». 
If  you  wish  a  question  answered, 
answer  it  for  yourself.  Arrange 
in  your  own  mind  that  '  Heads ' 
shall  mean  '  Yes,'  and  the  reverse 
a  negative.  Then  toss." 

And  so  now  I  am  taking  the 
advice  I  have  received.  I  have 
spun  my  sixpence  in  the  air.  I 
am  to  write  no  more  to  you.  All 
refuse  to  send  my  oommunioi- 
tions  for  me.  So  I  place  this 
d  Kjument  in  a  bottle  and  throw  it 
into  the  sea.  You  desired  the 
fullest  information  about  the 
naval  mar  >i-'ivres.  Well — I  wish 
you  may  get  it ! 


COINS  OF  'VANTAGE.  —  The 
Dundee  Adrertiter  calls  attention 
to  Mr.  "  ROBERT  WALLACK,  M  P. 
Edin.'s,"  complaint  that  the  Im- 
perial Parliament  contains,  in 
himself  and  another  Mr.  ROBFRT 
WALLACE,  two  Members  with  the 
same  surnames  and  identical 
Christian  names.  Mr.  "  ROBKKT 
WALLACE,  M.P.  Edin.,"  suggests 
that  he  may  get  his  namesake's 
Christmas  bills,  while  "  the  other 
fellow"  receives  his  (Mr.  "  R.  W., 
M.P.  E.'s")  invitations  to  dinner. 
Could  not  the  little  difficulty  be 
overcome  with  the  aid  of  a  coin 
of  the  realm  ?  Let  the  first  Mr. 
ROBEBT  call  himself  "  BOB."  and 
the  second  Mr.  ROBEBT  "  half  a 
florin."  This  should  settle  the 
matter  amicably  ;  although  both, 
no  doubt,  are  worth  considerably 
more  than  a  shilling. 


A  SEVBRB  CBITIC.— "  SLATIV' 
PASHA." 


RE-INCARNATION. 

Monday.— Have  just  been  reading  in  the  Pall  Mall  Magazine  a  won- 
derful story  called  A  Re- Incarnation,"  by  the  author  of  "  A  Green 
Carnation."  He  seems  fond  of  carnations.  Re- In  carnation  andGre- 
Encarnatinn.  Should  have  been  in  the  exhibition  of  the  National  Car- 
nation Society  at  the  Crystal  Palace.  His  story  falls  how  a  man  mur- 
dered a  white  cat,  and  afterwards  married  its  soul,  re-incarnated  in 
the  body  of  a  young  wman  with  "  china-Mue"  eyes  and  a  large  for- 
tune. Marvellous !  Must  cirefully  avoid  marrying  young  women 
with  "  china-blue"  eyes  and  large  fortunes,  though  the  latter  might 
not  be  so  harmful. 

Tuesday,— That  theory  of  re-incarnation  impresses  me  wonderfully. 
Think  about  it  all  night.  In  the  silent  darkness  remember  that  I 
once  stamped  on  a  black  beetle.  My  nurse  called  it  "a  black 
beadle  "  Think  of  this  with  horror.  Will  it  come  back  to  murder 
me  ?  Terrible !  Get  up  still  nervous.  Must  go  out  into  the  air  and 
sunlight,  to  dispel  my  gloomy  thoughts.  Stroll  along  Piccadilly. 
To  avoid  a  shower  step  into  the  Burlington  Arcade.  Heavens,  what 
is  that  by  the  entrance?  It  is  a  man  in  black — a  black  bsadle! 
Gaze  at  him  aghast.  It  has  come  back,  the  soul  of  that  harmless 

crawling  thing  which  I  crushed  in  my  boyhood,  and  now Fly 

whi'e  there  is  yet  time !  Ha !  I  am  safe  at  home  at  last. 

Wednesday. — Have  now  no  doubt  of  this  marvellous  theory.  It 
is  probable  that  re-incarnation  may  sometimes  eo  the  other  way. 
Will  investigate  at  the  Zoological  Gardens.  Directly  I  see  the 
largest  elephant  I  rewignise  my  late  mother-in-law.  The  Urge, 
heavy  form,  the  habit  of  trampling  obstacles  under  foot— obstacles 
such  as  myself — the  very  cap-strings,  now  become  ears  flapping  in 
the  wind,  all  are  there.  She  always  poked  her  nose  into  everything, 
and  she  does  it  now.  What  a  proboscis  she  hag !  Must  tell  the 
keeper  the  real  truth  to  prevent  mishaps.  Tell  him  confidentially. 
He  grins.  Assure  him  that  I  am  quite  serious.  He  leads  me  gently 


by  the  arm  to  the  exit,  where  the  turnstile  only  turns  one  way,  and 
advises  me  to  go  home  at  once. 

Thuriday.— Fresh  proofs  every  hour.  Have  jnst  seen  an  omnibus 
horse,  with  the  long  face,  the  great  yellow  teeth  and  the  general 
expression  of  my  uncle's  second  wife.  Greatly  overcome,  seek  rest 
and  refreshment  in  my  club.  What  is  that  having  lunch  over  there  ¥ 
Don't  tell  me  it  is  an  old  gentleman  with  white  hair  and  mild  eyes. 
No!  It  is  my  first  rabbit,  which  died  of  starvation  through  my 
carelessness.  See,  he  is  hungrily  munching  a  lettuce!  That  is 
conclusive. 

Friday.— My  great  work  on  Re-Incarnation  begun  to-day.  It 
will  astonish  the  world,  for  it  is  all  true.  By  why  have  my  friends 
asked  those  two  doctors  to  call  ?  There  is  nothing  the  matter  with 
me.  The  two  fools  say  I  ought  to  (rive  np  all  writing  and  keep  quite 
quiet  in  the  country.  Explain  that  it  is  impossible.  They  insist 
with  gentle  firmness.  Tell  them  I  have  no  doubt  they  are  the  two 
leeches  I  once  took  from  the  bowl  at  the  chemists  and  put  on  my 
little  aster's  neck,  whence  they  were  removed  by  the  nurse  and 
ruthlessly  slaughtered. 

Monday.— My  diary  has  been  interrupted,  for  I  have  been  moving 
to  this  hydropathic  establishment,  as  those  doctors  called  it,  at 
Colney  Hatch.  I  don't  like  the  place.  Most  of  the  visitors  seem 
mad.  But  probably  many  of  these  water-drinkers  are  mad. 
Wouldn't  they  be  surprised  if  they  knew  who  I  reallv  am  ?  Ha,  ha  ! 
It  will  make  a  nice  summer  correspondence  for  the  Daily  Telegraph. 
To-morrow  I  will  write  to  that  paper  stating  the  actual  facts. 
I  also  am  re-incarnated.  I  am,  or  rather  I  was,  the  Great  Sea 
Serpent. 

MRS.  R.  was  very  terry  that  the  clergyman  of  her  parish  had  been 
compelled  to  leave.  "  You  fee,"  the  said,  "  the  poor  man  fell  off  his 
bicycle,  and  his  doctor  has  told  him  that  for  some  time  he  must  try 
an  incumbent  position.  So  he  has  gone  away  for  another  core." 
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ODE  TO  A  WATER  COMPANY. 

(By  a  Poor  Svfftrcr  uJio  "  Oices  t!  One.") 

OH.  Company,  scourge,  tyrant,  tease ! 
"  Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please," 

(Like  woman,) 
And  variable— in  supply — 
As  your  excuses  (all  my  eye !). 

Inhuman, 

Brutal,  and  bumptious  (corporate)  beast ! 
Harth  a»  the  wind  when  in  the  east ! 

Were  wat<  r 

"  Supplied  "  to  Wealth  as  'tis  to  me, 
Short  is  the  shrift  that  you  would  see ! 

I  .'i-t  quarter 

Yon  "  froze  me  out,"  you  "  cut  me  off," 
And  at  my  plaintive  cries  would  scoff, 

(Confuse  you  all!) 
Claiming  for  what  I  did  not  have, 
And  treating  no  like  a  mere  slave, 

(As  usual.) 

And  now,  in  Summer,  just  to  suit 
Yonr  interests,  yon  (corporate)  brute, 

You  slacken 

My  poor,  inadequate  supply. 
Yah!    I  should  like  your  (corporate)  eye 

To  blacken! 

When  care  and  heat  bedew  my  brow, 
A  ministering  demo,i  thon  1 

My  fickle 

Supply,  upcn  a  dav  quite  torrid, 
You  slacken  to  a  1  bread -like,  horrid, 

Slow  trickle. 

I  cannot  wash.  I  dare  not  drink, 
And  fever  lurks  in  pipe  and  sink. 

Ytu,  stemming 

My  iietds,  my  health,  may  turn  the  screw, 
In  mercy,  for  an  hour  or  two 

Each  morning, — 

Or  you  may  not !    Or  when  my  throat  is 
Heat -parched  you  come  and— without 

Dissever  [notice — 

Me  from  the  main  for  a  whole  day, 
As  is  your  little  funny  way ; 

And  never 

Do  I  complain,  with  visage  meek, 
But  you  administer  more  cheek, 

You  Tartar! 

And  for  redress  I  've  little  chance 
Unless  I  've  stumped  up  in  advance  ; 

Your  lf  charter" 
Always  exonerating  you, 
Whether  for  "  putting  on  the  screw  " 

Or  turning 

The  service  t .ft.    Oh,  Company  1 
There  are,  ah  !  thousands  like  poor  me, 

Who  're  burning 
With  indignation  at  the  capers 
You  play  with  laundresses,  and  drapers, 

And  poor  fishmongers. 
Beware !    The  public  yet,  you  bet, 
On  you  that  dire  revenge  will  get 

For  which  it  hungers ! ! 


ON  THE  SENIOR  SCULLS. 
(Byowr  Water  Wagtail.) 

[The  Hon.  R.  GUINNBSS  won  the  Senior  Sculle 
at  th«  Metropolitan  Amateur  Resjatta,  beating  the 
redoubtable  brothers  GUY  and  VITIAN  NICKALLS, 
believed  to  be  almost  invincible.] 

THE  rank  is  bat  the  "  Guinness  "  stamp, 

But  scullers  of  the  stamp  of  GUINNESS 
Are  not  too  common.    What  a  damp 

To  OPT  and  VIVIAN  this  win  is ! 
Th«  Honourable  R.  has  found 

How  fickle  fortune  gives  hope  pickles ; 
But  in  this  last— aquatio— round 

True  Guinness  ?»ld  has  beaten  Niokalla. 
They'll  meet,  perchance,  again,  to  settle 
The  game — for  all  are  men  of'mettle. 

THE  GLASS  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.— Some 
fine  "  Pairs"  already  on  view. 


AWKWARDLY    PUT. 

She.  "  BT  THE  WAT,  GEORGE,  HAVE  YOU  GOT  ANYTHING  ON  THIS  EVENING?" 

He.  "NOTHING  WHATBVXE." 

She.  "THIN  COME  AND  DINE  WITH  us — AKD  DON'T  DBFSS  I" 


ELECTION  NOTES  FROM  THE  WEST. 
THIS  is  how  the  Wettern  Daily  Mercury 
describes  "  the  fight"— before  it  began.  "The 
electoral  battle  continues,  but  it  is  a  most  un- 
equal contest.  The  Tones  have  been  out- 
generalled.  outmar.ceuvred,  and  outclassed. 
They  are  like  the  Chinese  fleet  at  Yalu,  stolid 
and  uncertain,  whilst  the  Liberals  are  sailing 
round  them,  pouring  into  them  a  withering 
fire  from  quick-firing  guns,  sweeping  away 
masts  and  signal-yards,  and  scattering  their 
crews  in  confusion.  The  fire  from  the  Tories 
isintermittent,  insufficient,  and  badly  directed. 
It  is  doing  very  little  harm." 

THIS  is  quite  a  gem  of  nautical  description. 


Such  as  might  justly  be  expected  from  a  great 
naval  port  like  Plymouth,  which  is  the  Home 
of  the  Mercury.  The  chief  beauty  of  it, 
moreover,  is  that  it  will  serve  again  to  describe 
the  battle— when  it  is  finUhed  ("after  the 
poll "  ),  the  only  alteration  necessary  being  a 
transposition  of  the  two  words  Tories  and 

Liberals.  

Cornwall.— Excellent  programme,  includ- 
ing Two  MACS.  As  nsu»l,  when  one  "  scores," 
the  other  doesn't  McDouGALL  b»aten,  while 
McABTHUH  of  course  held  whip-hand  in  St. 
Austell's  division. 

LOVE'S  LOCAL  OPTION.—"  Drink  to  me  only 
with  thine  ey«s." 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

ANOTHER  IRISH  PAKTT!— The 
nakesare  coming  back  to  Ireland! 
n  a  Cork  paper  we  read  the  f  ol- 
owing:— 

Mr.  CORNELIUS  DONOVAN,  while 
rossing  a  grass  field  near  Bkrney, 
ncountered  a  snake,  which  at  first  ho 
relieved  to  be  an  eel,  and  struck  it 
uith  his  walking  stick.  Having  killed 
he  reptile,  he  discovered  it  was  a 
nake,  measuring  3  feet  9  inches. 

Evidently  a  political  omen  of 
some  kind,  this  return  of  ihe 
migrants  to  Erin.  What  dees 
t  portend  P  Mr.  M-RL-Y,  on  being 
consulted,  is  "inclined  to  fancy 
hat  the  Cork  snake  is  a  herald 
of  Coercion,  and  shows  that  the 
venom  of  Dublin  Castle  will  soon 
>e  at  work."  Mr.  G.  B-LF-B,  on 

he  other  hand,  says  that  "the 
return  of  general  confidence  at  the 
advent  of  a  Unionist  Government, 
and  a  really  capable  Irish  Secre- 
;ary,  has  never  been  better  ex- 
emplified. Even  the  reptiles  are 
not  afraid  now  to  try  Ireland  as 
a  place  of  residence !  "  And  Mr. 
J-BT-W  M'C-RTHY  has  no  doubt 
at  all  that  "the  incident  is  another 
sign  of  the  growing  Irish  spirit  of 
disunion.  Did  not  St.  Patrick 
banish  snakes  from  Ireland 't  And 
ought  not  snakes,  if  they  are 
worthy  of  the  name  of  patriots, 
to  obey  St.  P.,  and  stay  away? 
Well,  they  are  returning,  and 
defying  St.  P.— just  as  R-DM-ND 
defies  me !  And,"  added  the 
eminent  leader,  meditatively, 

1  I've  often  thought  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  the  eel  about  hira.too." 

"  PEERS  AKE  CHEAP  TO-DAY."— 
From  the  North  British  Daily 
Mail:— 

Bailie  WRIGHT,  in  supporting  the 
motion,  «aid  that  if  he  had  the  power 
he  would  make  every  man  in  that 
meeting  a  peer,  BO  that  they  should 
go  to  the  Lords  and  resolve  upon  their 
abolition. 


Prodigious!  But  how  is  the 
Bailie  going  to  proceed  ?  Bring 
in  a  "  Bill  of  Wright's  "  when  he 
has  got  his  new  nobility  ensconced 
in  the  Gilded  Chamber?  And 
suppose  the  Bailie's  peers  decline 
to  commit  suicide  ? 

Am-"  Waly,  Waly." 
0,  Bailie,  Bailie,  your  peers  be  b™nie 

A  little  time  while  they  are  new ! 
But  when  they  're  auld,  they'll  wax 
most  cauld, 

And  vote  in  a  way  to  astonish  you  ! 


OFF! 

Mature  Damsel  (at  they  pass  the  Conservatory).   "  DEAR  ME  I 
A  DELICIOUS  SMELL  OF" — (archly) — "  ORASGE-BLOSSOMS  I" 


WHAT 


Litth  Mr.   Tipkins  (alarmtd). 

KOTHIKG  OF  THE  SORT  I  " 


"OH,    NO— REALLY— 1    ASSURE   YOU, 

[Bolts. 


DELIGHTFUL  DISCOVERIES 

(A  Dialogue  at  the  Service  of  (he 
"I.  0.  C.") 

Visitor.  As  I  am  a  stranger  in 
London,  can  vou  please  tell  me 
how  to  get  to  Holly  Lodge  P 

Native.  Makefor  Holloway,  and 
you  will  getintoitsneighbourhood. 

Vititor.  Thanks,  very  much ; 
and  where  is  the  Institute  of  the 
Painters  in  Water  Colours  P 

Native.  Why,  in  Piccadilly,  of 
course ;  next  door  to  St.  James's 
Church. 

Visitor.  I  am  infinitely  obliged 
to  you  ;  and  now  perhaps  you  will 
direct  me  to  Carlton  House  Ter- 
race, Kew  Gardens,  Greenwich, 
and  the  Docks  ? 

Native.  First,  behind  the  Athe 
naiam;  and  the  others  you  can  get 
to  by  train  after  consulting  Brad- 
shaw.  Bat  why  this  thirst  for 
geographical  knowledge  ? 

Visitor.  Because  I  am  a  member 
of  the  International  Geographical 
Congress. 

Native.  Indeed  1  And  what  are 
yon  going  to  do  at  these  places  P 

Visitor.  I  am  going  to  be  "  en- 
tertained." In  fact,  my  duty  will 
be  to  see  and  be  seen. 

Native.  And  how  about  geo- 
graphical research  P 

Visitor.  That  will  be  satisfied 
to  a  considerable  extent  by  a  hunt 
for  sandwiches,  and  a  quest  for 
strawberries  and  cream ! 


THE  AGE  OF  CULTURE. 

["  It  i»  a  good  omen  for  the  future  of  agriculture  that  the  upper  classes 
are  beginning  to  take  a  practical  interest  in  it." — A  Morning  Paper.] 

Extracts  from  the  "  World,"  June,  1900. 

DESPITE  the  unfavourable  weather,  Lady  TIPTON'S  garden-party 
on  Wednesday  was  a  great  success.  Strawberry-picking  was  the 
principal  amusement,  and  some  well-known  performers  were  present. 
Miss  BE  MUBE,  as  usual,  heat  all  her  rivals,  but  the  Bishop  of 
PCLBOBOTJGH  was  only  half-a-basket  behind.  Like  most  of  her 
friends,  Lady  TIPTON  has  now  converted  all  her  croquet  and  tennis 
lawns  into  fruit-beds.  

LORD  GRAYSON  is  entertaining  a  large  party  of  friends  for  bird- 
scaring  this  week.  Starlings  are  somewhat  scarce  this  year,  bat 
sparrows  are  very  plentiful  and  strong  on  the  wing.  Some  capital 
sport  was  enjoyed  over  these  well-known  fields  last  week,  and  the 
host  (who  utei  a  blunderbuss  manufactured  by  Messrs.  MURDEY)  is 
credited  with  having  frightened  away  about  5000  brace  in  a  single 
day. 

TRVTH  is  quite  wrong  in  stating  that  the  Marquis  of  COOMBE 
intends  to  sell  his  well-known  potato-patch  in  Hammersmith.  On 
the  contrary,  he  has  just  lircl  down  two  dozen  new  plants.  It  is 
true,  however,  that  several  of  the  smartest  people  are  growing 
onions  inttead  of  potatoes  this  year. 


exhibition,  when  it  was  discovered  that  the  apples  belonging  to  a 
certain  lady  of  title,  to  which  the  prize  already  had  been  awarded, 
owed  their  brilliant  appearance  to  the  fact  that  her  Grace  had  tinted 
them  with  water-colours.  

THE  Inter-' Varsity  ploughing  competition  takes  place  at  Lord's  on 
Friday.  The  Cambridge  men  are  perhaps  the  favourites  at  present, 
but,  though  they  have  undoubtedly  done  some  fast  times,  their 
furrows  are  apt  to  be  very  erratic.  Still,  under  Farmer  HODGE  s 
able  coaching,  they  may  be  expected  to  improve  greatly  in  the  next 
tew  days. 

SOME  of  the  papers  have  been  making  merry  over  the  attempts  to 
start  butter-making  clubs  among  the  poorer  classes.  It  is  true  that 
butter-making  has  been  considered  hitherto  almost  exclusively  a 
rich  man's  reoreation;  but  I  do  not  see  why  the  hard-working 
labourer,  who  has  been  toiling  at  golf  or  polo  all  day,  should  not  ba 
allowed  to  amuse  himself  with  this  healthy  pastime  in  the  evening, 
just  as  much  as  his  superiors  in  social  station. 

2  PROPOS  of  butter-making,  I  hear  that  a  testimonial  is  to  be 
presented  to  Mr.  AYLESBURY,  who  ha?  now  captained  his  county 
team  for  some  years.  Of  his  all-round  skill  it  is  needless  to  speak  ; 
he  is  a  useful  change  churner,  and  he  had  far  the  highest  patting 
average  last  season.  


As  the  show-season  will  soon  be  with  us  again,  it  may  be  well  to 


remark  that  the  committees  should  make  certain  of  the  genuine 


How  TO  SPEND  A  HAPPY  DAY  !— Luncheon,  dinner,  and  break- 
fast baskets  provided  for  travellers  by  the  Great  Wheel  at  Earl  s 


„ Court.    Also  all  requisites  for  making  up  fairly  comfortable  beds  m 

character  of  Ihe  exhibits.    It  would  be  disgraceful  were  there  to  be   any  one  of  ihe    compartments.     Address    Wheel   and  Woa  Co., 
any  repetition  of  tuch  a  scandal  as  occurred  last  autumn  at  a  leading  I  E.  C.  S.  W. 
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"MR.    SPEAKER!" 

"  Hats  off,  BtrnngiTS ! '' — Policemen pntnm. 

Now  the  new  House  of  Commons  is  complete,  and  Members  are 
preparing  to  meet  fur  their  first  Session,  the  question  of  who  is  to  he 
Speaker  c  line*  to  the  front.  Mr.  Punch  is  pleased  to  observe  the 
growing  conviction  in  both  political  camps  that  there  really  is  no 
question  on  the  subject.  Had  Mr.  GBLLY  performed  the  duties  of 


Mr.  Speaker  Gully. 

Speaker  with  merely  average  capacity,  the  House  of  Commons, 
mindful  of  its  highest  traditions,  would  have  been  elow  to  celebrate 
a  party  victory  at  the  polls  by  dispossessing  him  in  favour  of  a 
nominee  of  the  new  majority.  His  marked  success  happily  makes 
such  action  more  than  ever  improbable. 

His  position  was  made  exceptionally  difficult  by  the  circumstances 
of  the  day.  Elected  by  a  narrow  majority,  he  succeeded  the  greatest 
Speak  ert  of  modern  times.  The  fierce  light  that  beats  on  the 
Speaker's  chair  was  intensified  by  the  inevitable  contrast  between 
the  new  occupant  and  the  stately  figure  long  familiar  to  the  House. 
From  the  first  Mr.  GULLY  wisely  refrained  from  even  approach  to 
imitation  of  the  manner  of  Mr.  PEEL.  That  was  a  thing  apart,  like 
the  bow  of  Ulysses.  The  new  Speaker  was  simply  himself  ;  and  the 
House  of  Commons,  the  keenest,  swiftest,  fairest  judge  of  character 
in  the  world,  was  delighted  to  find  in  him  perfect  equanimity  of 
temper,  a  judicial  mind,  unfailing  readiness  in  emergency,  and  a 
quite  surprising  knowledge  of  the  intricacies  of  procedure. 

During  his  brief  tenure  of  office  Mr.  GULLY  was  more  than  once 
suddenly  faced  by  a  knotty  pnint  that  might  reasonably  have  been 
expected  to  baflle  a  'prentice  hand.  Never  on  these  occasions  has  he 
failed.  Such  rare  aptitude  displayed  at  the  outset  of  a  career 
promises  the  fullness  of  perfection  when,  strengthened  and  sus- 
tained by  the  unanimous  vote  of  a  new  Parliament,  the  Speaker 
resumes  his  work. 

NEW  WOKK. — Messrs.  MACMILLAN  have  just  published  The 
Theory  and  Practice  of  Counter-Irritation,  by  H.  C.  GILLIES. 
One  example  of  this  could  easily  be  given  by  anyone  in  a  hurry,  who 
couldn't  get  attended  to  at  the  Stores,  or  vice  versa  by  a  counter- 
jumper  at  a  linendraper's,  whose  temper  was  more  than  ordinarily 
tried  by  some  extra-shilly-shallying  customer. 


OUK  THESPIANS. 

SIR  HK.VRV  In  VINO'S  Saturday  night  at  home  previous  to  his  de- 
parture for  America  was  brilliant.  Home  >«  crowded  in  every  part, 
that  the  like  of  it  has  rarely  been  seen  even  at  the  Lyceum.  Oar 
EI.I.F.N,  as  charming  Nance  Old  field,  was  cheered  to  the  Echo,  or 
would  have  been  had  there  b«en  any  place  left  for  Echo  in  the 
house.  Sir  HENKY  admirable  as  the  old  soldier  in  A  Story  of 
Waterloo,  and  both  he  and  Mist  TKBBT  at  their  beat  in  the  one  scene 
from  grand  old  WILLY  SHAKSPEAKK'S  Much  Ado  about  frothing. 
The  "  Much  Adoo,"  as  Mr.  WKLLEK  senior  would  have  pronounced 
and  spelt  it,  came  after  the  curtain  had  fallen,  and  on  both  side*  the 
"  Adoo"  was  changed  into  a  hearty  "  Au  revoir  !" 

To  mention  "HBNBT"  is  to  remember  "  JOHNNIK,"  the  Johnnie 
yclept  J.  L.  TOOLS,  whom  Mr.  Punch  was  delighted  to  see,  looking 
"  fit  as  a  fiddle,"  having  Toole'd  up  to  town  from  Margate  evidently 
on  the  high  road  to  perfect  recovery. 

CONCERNING  A  PUBLIC  NUISANCE. 

By  One  who  lives  Nert  Door. 

[The  Salvationist*  of  Warwickshire  have  lately  been  restrained  by  the 
pew  county  by-law,  which  provides  that  no  penon  shall  play  any  muiirnl 
instrument  within  fifty  yards  of  a  dwelling-home.] 

BBA vo,  good  men  of  Warwick !  yon  'd  rejoice 
JOHN  LKECH'S  soul  and  all  whose  nerves  are  shattered 

By  blatant  street  musician's  raucous  voice 
Or  braying  trombone — these  at  last  you  've  scattered ! 

Ah  1  would  that  London  followed  now  your  lead, 

And  kept  a  tight  hand  o'er  the  rude  fanatics 
Who  blare  away  her  Sunday  peace,  whose  creed 

Is  uproar,  "  fire  and  blood,"  and  acrobatics  ! 

If  they  'd  a  grain  of  humour's  saving  grace, 
Enough  to  hear  themselves  as  others  hear  them, 

They  'd  straight  retire  to  some  far  desert  place 
And  bang  and  clang  and  howl  where  none  come  near  them ! 

Kv'n  as  I  write,  some  strain  like  "  Daisy  Bell" 
With  would-be  sacred  words  and  tuneless  jar  racks 

My  tortured  ear— hard  fate  has  made  me  dwell 
Next  door,  alas !  to  what  they  call  their  "  barracks." 

Their  ranting,  roaring  may  be  heav'nly  joys, 

But  me  they  fill  with  bile  and  ire  plethoric ; 
When,  I  would  ask.  shall  we  put  down  such  noise. 

As  have  the  worthy  citizens  of  Warwick  P 


AU  REVOIR  TO  OPERA. 

KKD  of  operatic  season,  and  a  fine  season  too.  The  PATTI  nights 
exceptionally  brilliant.  DE  REMKE  frerei,  the  accomplished  Bi- 
cycling Brothers,  did  not  appear,  but  Sir  DRURIOLAHUS  sang  the 
old  son*  "  We  're  going  to  do  without  them,"  and  did  so,  uncommonly 
well.  M AURBL,  AHCONA,  PiAWfoic.  were 
bright  particular  stars;  while  MEDIA 
suddenly  shone  forth  as  Comet  with 
magnificent  tail,  i.e.  a  great  following. 
CALVE  held  her  own  against  all  comers : 
and,  as  Santvzza,  it  was  a  case  of 
"  honours  divided  "  with  Mdme.  BEL- 
LISCIOIII,  who,  it  must  not  be  forgotten, 
wai  the  original  of  the  part.  The 
Beneficent  BAIPKMKISTER,  of  talent  un- 
limited, hat  shown  that  "  woman,"  like 
man,  "in  Aer  time  can  play  many  parts." 
Mile.  HAIK.KM  KISTKR  has  played  them ; 
and  all  equally  well. 

So  farewell  Operatic*  till  next  year, 
when  PRUHIOLANUS  need  fear  no 
storms,  if  still  provided  with  his  light- 
ning Conductors  BKVION.ANI,  MANCINFLLI  &  Co.  Nor  need  the 
Liberal- Conservative  DHURIOLAXVS  OPRBATICTJS  think  of  having  to 
reckon  with  any  formidable  rivalry,  should  the  utterly  improbable 
happen  and  a  new  Opposition  Opera  be  started.  Why  two  Opera 
Houses  cannot  succeed  in  London  may  be  a  problem,  but  hitherto  it  is 
oneof  which  dissolution  of  theweakerwas  the  only  solution.  The  strong 
company  wemt  to  Covent  Garden,  and  the  weak  went — to  the  wall. 

REPORT  FROM  A  MINOR  CANON. — Archdeacon  FARRAB,  hitherto 
performing  "  Arohi-diaconal  functions"  at  Westminster,  has  just 
been  "installed"  Dean  of  CASTKBBUBY.  There  are,  clearly,  only 
two  notable  installations,  one  of  the  Electric  Light,  and  the  other  of 
a  Dean.  Canterbury  has  now  the  chance  of  being  thoroughly 
enlightened  and  electrified. 
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A    CORRECT    EYE. 

MRS.  BROWN  HAS  BOUGHT  HEU  HUSBAND  TWENTY  YARDS  OF  NATIVE  SCOTCH  HOMESPUN,  AND  HAS  SENT  FOR  THE  TAILOR  OF  THE 
GLEN  TO  MAKE  HIM  A  SUIT  THEREOF.    THE  TAILOR  TAKES  THE  MATERIAL,  GIVES  A  GLANCE  AT  BROWN,  AND  is  ABOUT  TO  DEPART. 

"BUT  LOOK  HERE."   SAYS   BROWN;    "lOU'va  NOT  TAKEN  MY  MEASURE!" 

Tailor.  "  HOOT,  MAS,  YE  'RE  NOT  DEFOBRM'D  I " 


YOUNG  PRIMROSE'S  PARTY. 

A  PLAINT  OF  THE  POLLS. 
AIB — "  Hans  Sreitmann's  Party," 

YOUNG  PRIMROSE  had  a  Party, 

He  led  it — like  a  lamb. 
It  fell  in  love  with  a  motley  thing 

They  called  the  Rad  Pro-<rramme. 
They  swore  that  plan  to  fight  for, 

Aye.  tight  till  all  was  Bine  ; 
But  when  it  came  unto  the  Polls, 

That  Party  split  in  two. 

Young  PRIMROSE  had  a  Party, 

For  Progress  it  was  hound ; 
But  all  the  progress  that  it  made 

Was  staggering  round  and  round. 
The  liveliest  shindies  in  the  House, 

And  mockery  out-o*-door, 
Was  all  that  Party  caused,  and  S3 

It  dwindled  more  and  more. 

Young  PBIMBOSE  had  a  Party. 

I  tell  you  it  cost  him  dear. 
The  Rads  he  led  "  rolled  into  "  him 

Because  he  was  a  Peer : 
They  tried  to  knock  Bung's  spigot  in, 

The  Caineites  raised  a  cheer. 
I  think  that  so  fine  a  Party 

Never  went  hust  on  beer. 

Yonng  PRIMROSE  had  a  Party, 
They  were  all  "  Souse  undt  St-oitse,'" 

A  more  divided  company 
Ne'er  wrangled  in  the  House : 

They  talked  of  "filling  up  the  cup,'' 
Vetoing  the  Vitler's  guilt ; 

•  "  Saus  und  Braus  "  :  Ger.  Eiot  and  bustle. 


But  soon  they  found  the  pit  was  full, 
And  that  the  cup  was  spilt. 

Young  PRIMROSE  had  a  Party, 

Although  it  was  not  big, 
It  tried  to  break  the  power  of  beer, 

And  check  the  sway  of  swig ! 
But  soon  they  found  twas  all  in  vaiu, 

The  brewer  they  did  "  cop  "  ; 
And  the  company  scattered  like  ti.jb.ting 
crowds 

When  the  constable  bids  them  stop. 

Yonng  PRIMROSE  had  a  Party, 

Where  is  that  Party  now  ? 
Where  are  the  lovely  golden  dreams 

Of  the  Newcastle  pow-wow  ? 
Where  are  the  Democratic  plans, 

The  L.  C.  C.'s  delight  ? 
All  floated  away  on  a  flood  of  beer 

Away— in  the  Eajigkeit!" 

:  Ger.  Eternity;  "gme  for 
ever." 


EAST  NOHFOLK  ELECTION. — When  women 
are  stoned  by  cowardly  ruffians,  of  any  party, 
or,  more  probably,  of  no  party,  it  is  not  a  time 
for  jokes.  But  Mr.  Punch  wishes  he  had 
been  there,  with  a  few  of  his  young  men  and 
a  few_revolvers,  and  then  some  persons  more 
deserving  to  be  hit  might  have  been  hit,  and 
with  something  sharper  than  stones.  In  East 
Norfolk,  during  the  excitement  of  an  election, 
it  is  evidently  almost  as  necessary  to  carry 
firearms  for  self-defence  as  in  any  quite  un- 
civilised and  savage  country— such  as  Bul- 
garia, under  the  government  of  the  brave 

I  ERDINASD. 


METEOROLOGICAL  MISGIVINGS. 

Saturday. — How  warm  it  is !  Shall  go  for 
my  holiday  somewhere  on  the  sea.  A  month's 
cruise  on  the  coast  of  Norway,  perhaps. 

Sunday. — What  a  tremendous  gale !  Ima- 
gine a  month  of  this  on  the  sea.  Shall  go 
inland,  quite  in  the  country — say  to  a  cottage 
on  Dartmoor. 

Monday.— What  a  dull  day !  Couldn't 
stand  the  country  in  this  gloom.  Try  Paris. 

Tuesday. — A  glorious  day.  Very  hot  and 
sunny  in  Paris  now.  Shall  go  to  the  Lakes. 

Wednesday. — Steady  rain.  Don't  like  the 
idea  of  the  Lakes.  Always  damp  and  de- 
pressing. In  this  sort  of  weather  better  be 
at  Scarborough  or  Brighton. 

Thursday. — Drizzle  and  mist.  No  doubt 
sea  fog  on  coast.  Hate  sea  fog.  Better  go  to 
a  dry  place  abroad.  How  about  North  Italy  P 

Friday. — What  beastly  dust  everywhere  1 
No  good  going  to  a  dry,  sunny  climate.  Try 
Cornwall. 

Saturday.  —  Damp,  close  day.  Couldn't 
stand  much  of  this.  Too  enervating.  Shall 
go  to  the  Alps— anywhere  up  high  in  the 
mountain  air. 

Sunday.  —  Chilly  for  the  time  of  year. 
Probably  snowing  on  the  Ales.  Very  dismal, 
cowering  over  a  stove  in  a  Swiss  inn.  What 
a  difficulty  this  holiday  is  I  Good  idea  I 
Will  postpone  it  till  the  settled  weather  in 
the  winter. 


NEW   ADAPTATION    OF    ANCIENT    CHAFF    TO 

THE  DEFEATED  CANDIDATES. — "  Does  your 
mother  know  you  're  '  Oat '  ?  "  [N.B.— What 
view  "mother"  will  take  of  it  depends  on 
"  mother's  "  politics.] 


H 

td 

M 


M 


Q 
O 


W 

r 


H 

O 


9° 


S) 


C3 

= 
M 
SO 

O 


I3 


HH 
I-H 


td 


AUODHT  3,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


\ 


Workman  (politely,  to  old  Lady,  who  has  accidentiUy  got  into  a  Smoking  Compartment). 
DON'T  OBJECT  TO  MY  PIPE,  I  'OPR,  MUM  ?  " 

Old  Lady.  "YKS,  I  DO  OBJECT,  VERT  STROSOLT!" 
Workman.  "  OH  I    THEN  OUT  you  GET  I  I" 


You 


TO  JULIA,  KNIGHT-ERRANT. 

["After  the  noble  lord's  dinner-party,  at  which  j 
the  ladies  appeared  in  their  cycling  costumes,  con-  i 
aisting  of .  .  .  ,  the  company  >et  off  at  half-past 
ten  on  their  bikes  for  the  region  between  St  I'aul's 
and   the  Tower,  where  at  that  hour,  except  an 
occasional  policeman,  hardly  a  soul  is  to  be  seen. 
Their  example  is  now  being  generally  imitated." 
People  of  To-Day.] 

WHEN  night  her  sable  pall  doth  spread 
Above  the  city's  sleeping  head 
So  as  it  seemeth  to  be  dead  ; 

And  labour  hath  a  short  surcease, 
And  burglars  taste  a  halcyon  peace, 
Save  where  the  vigilant  police, 

All  fearless  on  their  darkling  beat, 
With  sound  of  heavy-sandaUed  feet 
Wake  awesome  echoes  in  the  street ; 

When  weary  chapmen  go  their  ways 
To  halls  of  song  or  sit  at  gaze 
In  front  of  elevating  plays  ; 

Or  haply  drop  into  the  club, 
And  pausing  for  a  friendly  rub 
Defy  the  deadly  nuptial  snub ; 

Or  watch  in  fond  paternal  mood 

The  slumber  of  their  infant  brood 

In  some  suburban  neighbourhood :  —         I 


Then,  Jn.u,  then,  at  such  an  hour 
I  gather  that  you  quit  your  bower 
And  seek  the  purlieus  of  the  Tower  ; 

Encased  in  wanton  breeks  and  wide, 

A  solid  regiment,  you  ride 

With  swains  revolving  at  your  side ; 

By  stilly  thoroughfares  you  strike 
Th'  astonied  silence  with  your  bike  ; 
Earth  never  yet  hath  teen  the  like ! 

Not  she,  that  fair  of  whom  they  sing, 
Who  wrought  her  city's  ransoming, 
GODIYA  dared  so  bold  a  thing. 

High  Heaven  alone  sees  such  a  sight 
When  Dian  wheels  her  orb  by  night 
With  many  a  starry  satellite. 

But,  JULIA,  though  the  mode  decree, 
By  all  the  rites  ot  Battersea, 
That  you  career  in  company, 

The  conscious  object  of  remark, 
Whenas  the  lusty-throated  lark 
Disporteth  o'er  the  People's  Park  ; 

Yet  certes  it  were  more  discreet, 
When  Hesper  from  his  vantage-seat 
liluminateth  Cannon  Street, 

To  ride  with  none  but  me  to  know 
Just  how  th'  enamoured  breezes  blow 
Round  your  ineffable  trousseau  .' 


How  sav  you,  sweet  ?    To-morrow,  then, 
We  awgn»te  for  half-past  ten 
Upon  the  punctual  stroke  of  Ben  f 

On  Cupid's  chaste  commission  bent 
We  twain  will  meet,  with  your  consent, 
10.30,  by  the  Monument. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

To  recommend  Lyre  and  Lancet  to  readers 
of  Punch  is  to  preach  to  the  converted,  and, 
as  Sir  WILLIAM  Hutronn  said  when  he 
opened  his  election  campaign  in  Derby,  that 
is  a  work  of  supererogation.  There  in,  how- 
ever, this  new  thing  to  be  said,  that  SMITH, 
ELDER  &  Co.,  including  the  work  in  their 
Novel  Series,  have  presented  it  in  dainty 
form,  and  hive  preserved  Mr.  PARTRIOOR 8 
illustrations.  My  Baronite  has  read  it  through 
again  with  increased  admiration  for  the 
perilous  audacity  of  the  plot,  the  skill  with 
which  it  is  worked  out,  and  the  many  felici- 
ties of  the  phrasing.  It  would  be  so  easy  to 
spoil  it  by  a  coarse  or  slovenly  touch.  In  no 
scene  of  the  breathless  drama  does  Mr. 
ANSTEY'S  hand  forget  its  cunning. 

The  larger  number  of  the  verses  that  make 
up  the  little  volume  SMITH,  ELDER  &  Co. 
publish  under  the  title  Tillers  of  the  Sind 
have,  Mr.  OWEN  BEAK  Air  states  in  his  preface, 
appeared  in  the  National  Observer.  Whilst 
they  are  ab  >ve  the  average  of  the  cleverness 
of  that  really  smart  journal,  they  are  tainted 
by  its  besetting  (in.  Purporting  to  present 
"  a  fitful  record  of  the  KISKHKKY  Adminis- 
tration," the  recorder  finds  it  all  very  bad. 
This  is  hard  on  the  late  Government,  but  it 
is  harder  still  on  the  clever  versifier.  True 
a-t  requires  light  and  shade,  and  here  is 
none.  Appearing  week  by  week  the  pungent 
admixtures  were  passable,  were  even  titilla- 
ting. But  the  monotony  of  vituperation,  how- 
ever cleverly  compounded,  grows  a  little 
wearisome,  even  in  a  volume  that  dnes  not 
much  exceed  a  hundred  pages.  My  Baronite 
likes  best  "  The  Lament  of  the  Maogregor," 
not  because  its  literary  style  is  more  masterly 
than  that  of  its  companion  verse,  but  be- 
cause its  fun  is  less  acrid.  The  rest,  with 
significant  exception  of  two  pieces  that  ap- 
peared in  these  pages,  is  too  hotly  spiced 
with  ASHMEAD-BARTLETTISX  to  pleue  one 
who  looks  to  Mr.  SEAMAN  for  the  wine  of 
scholarly  verse  and  finds  the  vinegar  of  elec- 
tion squibs.  THE  BABON  DK  B.-W. 


Shakspeare  on  the  recent  R.  A. 

Elections. 

OKSLOW  FOKT),  Sculptor,  R.A. 
W.  B.  RICHMOND,  Painter,  K.A. 
"Good  Master  FORD,  be  contented." 

Merry  Wires  nf  Windar,  Act  III.,  Scene  3. 
"For  RICHMOND'S  good." 

Richard  the  Third,  Act  V.,  Bc?ne  3. 

MRS.  GAMP  ON  "  LOCAL  OPTION." — "I 
lever  could  have  kep  myself  up  bat  for  a 
little  drain  of  spirit*,  which  I  seldom  touches, 
bat  could  always  wish  to  know  where  to  find, 
if  so  disposed.' '— Martin  Chuzzltvit,  c.  xlvi. 

THE  case  of  slandering  Major  lU«rn,  Ml'., 
was  dismissed  on  defendant  Tcap  tendering 
apology  and  paving  coats.  Rash  on  the 

>art  of  TORP,  but  the  case  was  settled  in  a 

Elafhional  way. 

To  MR.  A.  F.  MCJCMBRT.— The  Recolleo- 
ions  of  his  foreign  Climbs  in  the  Alps  and 
Caucasus  might  suggest  to  tin  author  a  new 
vork  to  be  entitled  "  P^eisant  Mummeries." 
)f  course  nothing  to  do  with  amateur  aet;n?, 
>r  with  Miss  MILN'S  Strolling  Players  in  the 
East. 
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THE    FORCE    OF    HABIT. 

Mist  Diana  (a  novice).  "On,  JACK,  I  'M  CERTAIN  THIS  THING  is  GOING  TO  SHY  AT  THOSE  HORRID  PIGS  I    Do  TOU  MIND  LEADING  IT  PAST  I  " 


THE  LAST  PAGE  OF  SOMEBODY'S  DIARY. 

(Picked  up  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Dorchester  Hmue  ) 

BEFORE  leaving  England  I  finish  this  book.  I  have  seen  much 
and  would  have  liked  to  see  more.  It  was  a  great  disappointment 
to  me  that  the  Polytechnic  had  changed  its  character.  It  was  the 
dream  of  my  childhood  to  be  present  at  a  lecture  "  Illustrated  with 
brilliant  experiments."  Still  the  British  Museum  was  a  very  good 
substitute.  Then  I  was  pleased  with  the  Imperial  Institute,  and 
appreciated  Snuuss's  band.  Although  I  have  yet  to  learn  what  the 
latter  had  to  do  with  the  spread  of  the  British  Dominion.  And  I  was 
delighted  with  the  State  Balls  and  the  Ascot  races.  1  was  pleased,  too. 
with  my  visit  to  the  Board  School.  And  there  eeemed  to  be  much 
doing  in  the  Houses  of  Parliament.  But  what  struck  we  moat  cf  all 
was  the  great  prosperity  I  noticed  everywhere.  There  is  no  pjverty 
in  England.  All  is  rich.  Everyone  is  great.  There  are  none  who 
are  not  powerful ;  it  is  marvellous,  but  true.  I  should  like  to 
return  to  this  great  country  to  learn  a  little  more.  I  have  not  yet  seen 
a  paper  printed.  1  have  not  dined  at  the  table  of  those  who  are 
responsible  for  the  gaiety  of  nations.  I  have  not  watched  the  manu- 
facture of  a  clock.  1  have  not  examined  waxworks.  I  have  not 
risen  in  the  air  in  a  balloon,  nor  sunk  below  the  level  of  the  sea  in  a 
diving-bell.  But  all  this  pleasure  can  wait  till  I  pay  England  a 
second  visit.  And  I  am  pleased  to  find  that  certain  places  are  myth*, 
the  more  especially  as  these  places  were  said  to  be  "  disgraces  to 
civilization."  There  is  no  East  End.  There  are  no  prisons.  Poverty 
is  a  word  that  has  become  obsolete.  Everyone  is  satisfied.  A  strike 
never  happens  because  all  Englishmen  are  contented.  This  is  the 
lesson  that  I  have  learned  at  the  hands  of  the  great  British  Govern- 
ment. It  is  strange,  but  undoubtedly  true,  that  the  English  nation 
has  no  "  seamy  side."  SD  I  leave  the  country  of  prosperous  content 
with  a  salaam  of  heart-felt  respect.  And  now  lor  Paris,  with  its 
wicked  distractions.  I  hope  I  may  survive.  In  the  meanwhile 
Britannia,  Brave,  Brilliant,  Beautiful  and  Beneficial,  farewell! 

P.S. — Always  supposing  I  can  overcome  my  terror  of  mat  de  mer. 

HIGHLY  PROBABLE.— For  a  draught  of  a  new  Irish  policy  the 
present  Government  is  pretty  sure  to  return  to  the  Old  Butt. 


THE  ELECTION  PLEASANT  PHRASE  BOOK. 

(For  the  use  of  Unpopular  Candidate!  <  xfccted  to  accept  attack?  "  gooil- 
naturedly,") 

I  AM  much  obliged  to  von  far  the  unsavoury  egg. 

Pray  do  not  apologise  lor  breaking  my  arm  with  a  stone  three  inches 
in  diameter. 

Tli inks  for  that  pail  of  mi  d  emptied  over  my  head  acd  hat. 

It  is  really  capital  fun  being  pelted  with  gravt  1. 

Never  mind  having  smashed  my  dog- cart  and  killed  the  horn 
attached  to  it. 

Really,  d  jdging  this  stern  of  bludgeons  is  the  most  amusing  occu- 
pation imaginable. 

Never  mind  having  crushed  my  tkull,  as  I  really  wanted  a  chance 
to  give  a  good  turn  to  the  local  doctor. 

Finally,  I  would  willingly  acknowledge  all  these  little  humours  of 
a  contested  election  in  a  spirit  of  genial  amiability  had  you  not 
unfortunately  broken  my  jiw  and  reduced  m?  to  a  condition  of 
temi-inseneibility.  

GOOD  NEWS,  AND  STRANGE  TOO! 

THE  Northern  Railway  Company  of  France,  as  the  Daily 
Telegraph  informs  us,  has  decided  to  spend  four  millions  of  francs 
in  improving  its  rolling-stock.  This  move  ought  to  send  np  all  its 
"  stock"  in  the  market.  Also  there  is  to  be  a  train  of  an  entirely 
new  pattern,  replete  with  every  oanvenienoe,  running  in  corre- 
spondence with  the  London  Chatham  and  D>ver  Company's  most 
convenient  continental  service.  This  is  first-class  (and  second  also) 
news  for  persons  about  to  travel.  The  D.  T.  farther  says  that  "  the 
adoption  <  f  bogies  will  make  the  running  easy."  Good  gracious ! 
The  cutting  and  running  would  r  /me  quite  naturally  to  most  of  the 
passengers  on  beholding  only  one  "  bogey  "  ;  but  when  it  comes  to 
"  bogies,"  there  would  be  a  general  stampede!  Very  kind  of  the 
Xjrthern  to  "  adopt "  bagien.  Some  pror  little  orphan  bogies,  left  at 
the  door  of  a  Bogey-Foundling  Hospital,  deserted  by  their  ghostly 
and  unnatural  parents,  but  "adopted"  by  the  spirited  Great 
Nerthern  of  France !  '  *  Hush !  Hush.  Hush,  it  is  the  Bogey  Train ! " 
But  no  tricks  on  travellers,  spirited  Gnat  Northern  of  France. 


to 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

I  SPOKE  last  week  of  the  General  Election,  more  particularly  with 
regard  to  its  influence  on  the  speakers  who  take  part  in  it.  A  treatise 
on  this  aspect  of  the  matter  has  yet  to  be  written.  One  of  the  main 
points  to  be  determined  will  be  the  amount  of  influence  exercised  by 
the  speech,  not  on  its  hearers,  but  on  the  speaker  himself. 

NOTHING  is  more  remarkable  than  the  rapidity  and  definiteness 
with  which  a  speaker's  opinions  crystallise  daring  the  course  of  a 
speech.  Let  us  assume,  for  example,  that  a  Radical  candidate  has 


very  delicate :  WOBDSWOBTH'S  mother  had  a  character  as  peculiar  as 
that  of  her  gifted  son ;  RALEIGH  said  that  he  owed  all  his  politeness 
of  deportment  to  his  mother.  There  are  other  statements  about  other 
mothers,  but  those  I  have  quoted  may  suffice  in  the  meantime.  What 
I  want  to  know  is  why  any  reasonable  human  being  should  care,  or 
be  supposed  to  care,  about  these  ridiculous  scraps  of  information  col- 
lected from  a  rubbish-hean  of  useless  knowledge.  Here  is  another 
that  I  cannot  leave  out :  HAYDN  dedicated  one  of  his  most  important 
instrumental  compositions  to  his  mother.  Amazing. 


.f — -— i  IN  the  parish  of  Swaffham  Bulbeek  (Pho;bug,  what  a  name  !)  there 

been  approached  on  the  subject  of  an  Eight  Hours  Bill,  and,  in  order   are  apparently  two  bridges.    At  the  adjourned  quarterly  meeting  of 
to  gain  time,  has  promised  to  deal  with  it  in  his  next  speech,  at  the    the  Parish  Council  the  other  day,  Mr.  C.  P.  FYSON  in  the  chair,  "  it 


same  time  giving  an  assurance  of  general 
sympathy.  Probably  he  has  not  thought 
much  about  the  question  before.  In  the 
evening  he  will  tpeak  upon  it  ;  and  sud- 
denly, to  his  own  intense  surprise,  he  will 
find  himself  declaring  that  all  legislation 
will  be  vain,  all  social  effort  fruitless,  until 
the  load  of  toil  that  presses  on  the  mass  of 
his  fellow-countrymen  is  lightened,  and 
a  universal  Eight  Hours  Bill  is  carried 
through  both  Houses. 


Sir  William  cultivates  the  "Celtic  Fringe.' 


OB  again,  a  Conservative  is  confronted 
with  the  question  of  old-age  pensions.  Pre- 
cisely the  same  process  takes  place,  and 
under  the  necessity  of  convincing  himself, 
while  endeavouring  to  convince  and  to 
please  his  audience,  he  will  vow  never  to 
cease  his  efforts  in  support  of  Mr.  CHAMBEB- 
1AIN  until  a  general  system  of  State  pen- 
sions for  the  aged  is  established  throughout 
the  United  Kingdom. 

So  it  is  with  votes  of  thanks  and  lauda- 
tory speeches  of  all  kinds.  If  you  have  to 
move  a  vote  of  thanks  to  A.,  a  politician 
whom  you  do  not  specially  admire,  the  odds 
are  about  ten  to  one  that  you  will  describe  him  as  a  great  statesman, 
a  profound  thinker,  an  eloquent  orator,  and  the  man  of  the  future. 
All_  this  may  be  due  to  your  having  embarked  on  a  rhetorical  period 
which  required  more  words  than  youhad  prepared  yourself  to  supply  ; 
and  in  the  agitation  of  filling  up  the  gap,  and  rounding  off  the  period, 
you  say  what  you  had  not  the  remotest  intention  of  paving  when  yon 
got  on  to  your  It  gs.  Hence  come  in  after  years  parallel  columns,  and 
aggravating  charges  of  inconsistency. 

IT  was  roees,  roses  all  the  way.  But  that  was  some  time  ago  in 
the  case  of  Mr.  ISAAC  HortE,  late  Liberal  Member  for  the  Heywood 
Division  of  Lancashire.  He  was  asked  to  support  Mr.  SNAPE  the 
Liberal  Candidate  at  this  election,  bnt  he  refused  to  "take  any  part 
in  fending  Mr.  SNAPE  to  Parliament,  charged  with  duties  for  which, 
as  I  think,  his  votes  show  he  has  no  qualification."  Tho  receipt 
of  this  letter  caused  the  greatest  excitement  in  the  Division 
and  at  the  Heywood  Reform  Club  Mr.  HOYLE'S  portrait  has 
been  smashed  to  pieces  and  thrown  out  of  the  building.  It  is 
stated  also  lhat  his  fubsnriptions  are  being  returned.  Clearly  a  case 
of  adding  Hoyle  to  the  names  of  controversy. 

MR.  THOMAS  MILVAIK,  the  Conservative  who  vainly  endeavoured  to 
oust  Sir  WILFRID  LAWSON  from  the  Cockermouth  Division,  was  once 
a  great  boxer  —  a  heavy-weight  champion  amongst  amateurs,  if  my 
memory  serves  me.  In  the  course  of  his  late  contest  he  addressed  a 
hostile  meeting  at  Dearham.  Many  questions  were  put  to  him.  One 
was,  '  What  weight  was  ta  when  thoo  was  a  boxer?"  Mr 
MILVAIN'S  answer  was,  "  I  was  13  st.  8  Ib.  That  was  twenty-eight 
years  ago,  and  I  have  not  had  the  gloves  on  since."  {Laughter  and 
cheers,  and  a  Voice:  "  Would  you  like  to  have  them  on  now  :'")  "I 
am  quite  prepared  to  give  any  of  you  a  turn,  if  you  want  one." 
(Ureat  laughter  and  cheers.) 

WHEN  a  Candidate,  heckled  by  enemies,  finds 

All  his  efforts  to  keep  the  place  still  vain, 
Let  him  try  one  resource  ere  he  pulls  down  the  blinds, 

And  conform  to  the  model  of  MILVAW. 

For  when  politics  palled  he  referred  to  the  years 

When  his  skill  as  a  boxer  was  lauded  ; 
An  allusion  to  gloves  won  him  laughter  and  cheers, 

Which  was  more  than  the  "  point  of  his  jaw  "  did. 


was  reported  that  Bridge  No.  1  required  to 
be  re-built.  .  .  .  The  Chairman  reported 
Bridge  No.  2  required  the  same  treatment, 
and  eventually  the  whole  matter  was  ad- 
journed " — presumably  in  the  hope  that  in 
the  interval  the  bridges  would  rebuild 
themselves. 


IN  a  provincial  contemporary  I  find  the  following  startling  infor- 
mation, under  the  heading,  "  Mothers  of  Great  Men."  SCHUMANN'S 
mother  was  gifted  in  music ;  CHOPIN'S  mother,  like  himself  was 


HOW  I  LOST  MY  POLL. 

ME.  PITNCH,  HONOT/HUD  SIB,— By  way  of 
supplementing  efforts  of  Daily  Chroncile  to 
obtain  authorised  statements  showing  cause 
for  defeat  of  certain  distinguished  candi- 
dates, have  secured  following  satisfactory 
explanations,  for  authenticity  of  which  I 
have  pleasure  in  vouching.  H^ve  sup- 
pressed names  of  men  and  places,  thus  sacri- 
ficing verisimilitude  on  altar  of  discretion. 

A.  explains: — Opponent  started  with  every 
natural  advantage,  having  only  appeared  in 
constituency  three  weeks  and  two  days  ago, 
and  being  entirely  unknown.     ( Omne  igno- 
tum  pro  beneftco.)    I,  on  other  hand,  had 
been  on  spot  for  five-and-twenty  years,  and 
was  only  two  well  known. 

B.  explains :— Attribute  my  defeat  (by 
exactly  4529  votes)  to  over-confidence  on  part  of  my  supporters. 
Seems  that  recollection  of  ample  margin  01  two  (one  voting-paper 
disputed)  by  which  I  was  returned  to  late  Parliament  produced  reck- 
less and  culpable  apathy. 

C.  explains :— Mistake  to  suppose  that  Local  or  any  other  Veto  had 
appreciable  bearing  on  result  of  election.    Fact  is  that  opposition 
chartered  every  available  traction-engine  to  bring  up  rural  electorate. 
All  other  traffic  practically  suspended.    Terrorised  owners  refused  to 
risk  their  stables  in  unequal  struggle.  Was  reduced  to  average  of  one 
horse  a  piece  for  my  four-in-hands.    Also  other  man's  wife  prettier 
than  mine. 

D.  explains  : — Amauthorof  many  standard  works  of  blood-curdling 
adventure,  largely  among  blacks.    Found  myself  besieged  one  day  in 
headquarters  by  what  I  took  to  be  murderous  contingent  of  enemy. 
In  all  my  books  of  fiction,  hero  would  have  hacked  his  way  through 
midst,  if  onlv  with  open  penknife.    Stern  reality  quite  a  different 
matter.     Fell  back  upm  services  of  local  fire-brigade.    Turned  out 
afterwards  that  crowd  actually  consisted  of  admiring  readers  and 
political  friends  all  eager  to  draw  me,  by  pardonable  ruse,  into  display 
of  heroic  qualities  as  depicted  in  my  popular  writings.    Disillusioned 
by  me,  and  damped  by  fire-brigade,  mob  went  off  and  voted  for  other 
side. 

E.  explains : — Had  Women's  Suffrage  existed,  am  confident  should 
have  been  returned  by  handsome  majority,  being  single  and  bit  of  an 
Adonis.    As  it  was,  fatal  gift  for  attracting  feminine   attention 
alienated  younger  male  electors.    Other  candidate  solid  family  man 
without  physical  charm.    Has  been  said  that  beauty  is  a  curse.    In 
own  case  must  unhesitatingly  admit  soft  impeachment. 

F.  explains:— It  arose  in  this  way.     Had  arranged  beforehand 
that  pole  of  carriage  should  snap  in  two  during  ascent  of  heavy 
incline  in  very  heart  of  borough,  idea  being  that  partisans  would  be 
compelled  to  un-horse  vehicle  and  personally  propel  it  along  in  semi- 
triumphal  progress.    All  went  well  till  it  came  to  pushing.    Then 
was  seen  that  weight  of  fellow-passengers  (three  obese  stump-orators 
sent  down  by  Caucus)  overtaxed  strength  of  small  body  of  sup- 
porters,  men  remarkable   for  intellectual  perspicuity  rather  than 
brute   force.    Notwithstanding  laudable  efforts    carriage  receded, 
slowly  at  first,  then,  gaining  impetus,  rush* d  with  inert  dible  speed 
full  into  plate  glass  window  of  MAYOR'S  grocery-store.     Si  If  and  all 
three  orators  bled  profusely.     Should  add  that    M.VYOE  wai  ex- 
ceedingly popular  politician  of  heterodox  views.    Cause  of  my  Party 
completely  ruined  by  shocking  fiasco. 

Kindly  observe,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  how  insignificant  a  part  seems 
to  havfi  been  played  in  above  elections  by  great  and  vital  questions  of 
day.  Let  me  hear  if  you  want  any  more  of  these  explanations.  Cost 
me  nothing.  Yours,  SPLENDIDE  MENDAX. 


Auoo8T  10,  1895.] 
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A  PSALM  OF  AUGUST. 

(For  the  Circular  Tourist.) 

TELL  me  not,  in  Summer  numbers, 
"  Holidays  are  but  a  dream  !  " 

If  yon  hold  that  vacs  are  slumbers, 
Well— things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

COOK  is  real !  GA/K  is  earnest ! 

And  the  earth's  end  is  their  goal ; 
"Bust"  thou  art,  and  "bust"  returxcs1, 

Sing  they  to  the  tripper's  soul. 

Not  enjoyment— rather,  sorrow 
Greets  the  tourist  on  his  way ; 

His  to  toil,  that  each  to-morrow 
Find  him  farther  on  his  way. 

Tours  are  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting, 
While  we  dire  discomfort  brave  ; 

In  globe-trotting,  record-beating, 
Pleasure  surely  finds  its  grave. 

Let  us,  still,  each  town  be  "  doing," 
Since  "  tow-rowing"  is  our  fate  — 

Then,  half-dead  with  guide-pursuing, 
Brag  o'er  those  at  home  who  wait ! 


"  FOKWOOD  BOYS."—  Sir  AETHUB  FORVCOOD, 
the  new  Baronet,  observes  the  Day-by-Day- 
istical  writer  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  "is  not 
lobe  confounded  with  his  brother,  Sir  WILLIAM 
FOBWOOD."  Why  not  ?  Why  interfere  with 
the  liberty  of  speech  on  the  part  of  some 
Radicals,  who  might  say  "  Confound  'em 
both  1  "  Or.  in  the  words  of  the  National 
Anthem,  "  Confound  their  politics." 


OMITTED  FBOH  THE  GRACIOUS  SPEECH  OK 
H.R.H.  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES  AT  THE  OPEN- 
ING OF  THE  SOUTHAMPTON  NEW  DOCK.— "I 
appear  here  as  the  Judge,  at  whose  word  the 
prisoner  is  to  be  let  into  the  dock,  and,  sub- 
sequently, let  out  again.  Ladies  and  gentle- 
men, the  prisoner  is— the  water."  (Cheers.) 


PRESIDING    DEITY.    1895. 

VENUS  AN— ILINB  DYE  -OMKNE. 


JOEYINC  AT  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S. 

THERE  have  been  JOES  not  a  few  on  the 
stage.  Coming  down  from  the  time  of  JOE 
GKI.M AMU,  we  pass  on  the  way  Joseph  An- 
drews, Poll  ana  Partner  Joe,  Poor  Joe  from 
Bleak  House,  and  many  other  JOES  until  we 
come  to  Gentleman  Joe,  hansom  cab-  driver, 
played  by  ARTHUR  ROBERTS.  The  question  and 
answer  in  the  old  idiotio  nigger  song  applies 
appropriately  here,  with  slight  adaptation  : 

What!  <fe  JOE?    Ye«!  ifrJoB. 
Spruce  JOE  kicking  up  nliind  and  afore, 
KITTY  LOFTTS  playing  up  to  Muter  JOB. 

And  with  the  assistance  of  the  always  grace- 
ful PHYLLIS  BBOUOHTON — of  whom  Gentle- 
man Joe  might  have  sung,  bat  doesn't, 
"  PHYLLIS  is  my  only  Fare  "—aided  also  by 
the  pretty-voiced  I .KITI K  SIARLE,  helped  by 
the  sprightly  earnestness  of  Miss  CI.AKA 
JFCKS.  who  has  turned  over  a  new  leaf  and 
come  out  as  a  page,  and  kept  moving  by  the 
dashing  "  go  "  of  Miss  SADIE  J  FROM  K  (not  at 
all  a  sad  eye"  nor  a  "say  die"  sort  of 
young  lady)  as  Lalage  Polti,  this  two-act 
musical  farce,  beginning  as  a  kind  of  High 
Life  below  Stairs  and  ending  anyhow,  offer- 
ing, as  it  does,  opportunities  to  Our  Only 
ARTHUR  for  introducing  into  it  any  amount  of 
"diversion"  in  the  way  of  new  songs,  eccentric 
speeches,  nods,  winks,  becks,  and  wreathed 
smiles,  may  be  continuing  its  successful  career 
in  the  summer  of  'lit;,  there  being  no  apparent 
reason  why  its  run  should  ever  stop,  that  is 
as  long  as  Gentleman  Arthur  Joe  Robert! 
handles  the  ribands  as  the  popular  Cabbing-it 
Minister. 

A  NEW  TITLE.— Our  GRACE,  the  cricketer, 
is  not  made  a  "  Sir  "  or  raised  to  a  dukedom. 
There  is,  however,  in  view  of  present  craze,  a 
great  chance  for  conferring  the  greater  honour 
on  a  champion  bicyclist.  His  title  would  be 
"The  Duke  of  WHBELINGTON." 


SCRAPS  FfiOM  CHAPS. 

A  DIVIDEND  DESERVED.— The  Glasgow  Town  Council  has  been 
running  its  own  tram-cars  for  a  year  past,  and  has  cleared  more  than 
£20,000  of  profit  for  the  citizens  out  of  the  business.  _  There  is  huge 
rejoicing  on  the  Clyde,  and  no  wonder,  as  the  result  is  due  to  sheer 
good  management,  without  over-charging  the  public  or  over-driving 
the  drivers.  The  Tramways  Committee  reports  :— 

Further,  the  Committee  have  given  effect  to  what  they  believe  to  be  the 
general  feeling  of  the  citizens— viz.,  that  the  cars,  which  necessarily  form  a 
notable  feature  of  the  streets  of  the  city,  should  not  only  be  tasteful  in 
design  and  colour,  and  comfortable  for  passengers,  but  also  that  their 
general  appearance  should  not  be  marred  or  their  destinations  obicured 
by  advertisements. 

Moral  for  many  southern  railway,  tram,  and  omnibus  companies — 
Go  and  do  likewise !  Moral  for  Glasgow  citizens— Get  carried  over 
your  tram-lines  often  enough,  and  you  '11  carry  over  a  big  dividend 
to  decrease  your  next  year's  rates ! 

SUB-LIME!— This  is  how  "business"  is  transacted  by  some  of  the 
Youffhal  Town  Commissioners.  The  question  was  — who  should 
supply  them  with  lime  ! 

Mr.  Kennedy.  I  propose  that  thirty-nine  barrels  be  bought  and  paid  for. 
Mr.  Loughlan.  I  propose  that  he  supply  the  lime  at  1».  per  barrel. 
Mr.  Long  (warmly).  I  fay  the  Hoard  can't  do  anything  of  the  kind. 


Mr. 
Mr. 


:  Loiiyhlan.  You  '11  get  choked  if  you  don't  keep  cool  (laughter). 
'.  Long  (excitedly).  Take  cure  of  your  wimlpipe  (laughter).    I  fl 


suppose 


he  ?ave  you  a  few  pood  lumps  of  lime  (loud  laughter). 
Mr.  Lovyhlan  (jumping  up  excitedly).  Now  that  is  a  gross  insult. 
The  Chairman.  Order,  order,  gentlemen. 

Then  Youghal's  worried  chairman  raised  a  cry  of  "  Order  !  " — when 
A  lump  of  old  white  limestone  took  him  in  the  abdomen  ; 
And  he  smiled  a  wan  official  smile  and  walked  out  at  the  door, 
And  the  tongues  of  LONG  and  LOUOHLAN  interested  him  no  more. 


PORKEKS  AND  PAUPERS.— Bath  Workhouse  pigs  "  live  on  the  best 
of  good  cheer"  in  the  form  and  substance  of  milk,  so  the  municipal 
pork  and  rate- aided  bacon  ought  to  be  prime.  The  Bristol  Mercury 
reports  a  meeting  of  the  Bath  guardians,  when 


Mr.  MAM  mi'  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  some  of  the  children  did 
not  even  touch  their  milk  gruel  and  dry  bread  which  was  served  out  for 
brcakfatt.  On  Friday  morning  when  the  visitors  were  at  the  Workhouse  at 
f even  o'clock  two  bucket*  of  milk  gruel  were  taken  out  to  the  pigt.  Mr. 
MAKCHIP  proposed  that  the  Medical  Officer  be  atked  if  he  would  oe  good 
enough  at  his  earliest  convenience  to  consider  whether  a  change  could  be 
made  in  the  children's  diet.  The  Chairman  thought  if  the  gruel  was 
sweetened  with  a  tpoopful  of  treacle  the  children  would  then  like  it.  It  was 
agreed  to  give  the  Chairman's  suggestion  a  fortnight's  trial. 

Congratulations  to  the  Bath  children  on  being  e-manchip-ated 
from  their  old  diet ! 


FOR  securing  "  absolute  impartiality  "  in  conferring  the  prizes  at 
the  Llanelly  National  Eisteddfod,  the  judges  had  r'  a  pit  dug  for 
them,"  into  which  they  disappeared  during  the  progress  of  com- 
petitions, so  that  participators  could  not  "  fix  them  with  a  glittering 
eye,"  and  compel  them  (by  hypnotic  means)  to  award  a  prize.  Sir 
JOSEPH  BARNIIV  — warbling,  lotto  race,  "This  is  my  time  for 
disappearing  " — greatly  enjoyed  these  dives  to  the  bottom  of  the 
well  in  search  of  Truth,  and  no  doubt  the  mnel  departure  "assisted" 
the  blindness  of  Justice.  Bat,  so  far  as  dignity  is  concerned,  "  Oh  I 
the  pit-y  of  it." 

WE  read  of  a  cooky  at  Claughton, 
In  music  the  \va*  a  self-taught  "un 

But  her  mistro-s,  I  fear, 

Said  'twas  nothing  but  beer 

that  caused  her  cook  to  vociferate  hymns  and,  in  her  harmonious 
entb.usiasin.to  return  home  towards  midnight  and  hammer  loudly  at 
the  door.  We  know  not  whether  this  melodious  cuisiniere'i  recipe 
for  cleaning  tire-irons  "  with  a  wet  rag  and  a  bucket  of  water"  is  to 
be  found  in  Mrs.  GLASSB'S  Art  of  Cookery,  but  the  learned  Judge 
decided  in  favour  of  the  mistress,  against  whom  MARY  ROOEBB  (a 
poetical  name  forsooth)  brought  an  action  for  unjustifiable  dismissal. 
Alas !  poor  cook.  She  must,  henceforward,  do  her  stewing  without 
singing  and  her  "mashes"  without  melody. 

WHEN  Mr.  HENRY  MCCALMONT  gives  "  receptions"  they  will  be 
styled,  not  "  soirees"  but  "  Af  ter-Newnes." 


VOL.  crx. 
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"DOTH    NOT   ^"MEETING'    LIKE    THIS    MAKE    AMENDS'" 

Duke  of  W-stm-nst-r  (as  they  come  out  oj  the  Hall,  Chester).  "  EXCELLENT  SPEECH,  SIR  I    So  VERT  KIND  OP  YOU  TO  COME  I " 

Mr.  0.  "DON'T  MENTION  ir,  DUKE,    IF  THERE  "a  ONE  THINS  I  LIKE  MORE  THAN  ANOTHER,  IT  's  A  NON-POLITICAL  MEETING  I' 
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A    SOLILOQUY    IN    ST.    JAMES'S    PARK. 

(By  a  Socialistic  Loafer. ) 


BESOIDE  the  worter  in  Sin  Jimes's  Pork, 
1  've  btritched  mecelf  ter  snooze  hunder  this  ole  tree— 
But  cawu't,  fur  all  the  keckle,  screech,  an'  tquork, 
From  these  yere  ducks  an'  swans,  an'  sim'lar  poultry  1 

Them  fowls  is  kep'  up  orf  the  Nytion's  fan's ; 
If  yer  chucked  stones  at  '«m  there  *d  be  a  fuss  mide 
They  're  reg'lar  bustin'  with  the  kikes  an'  buns 
As  they  gits  f  rowed  by  hevery  kiddy's  nuss-mide ! 

I  '11  lay  a  f emily  cud  liv  fur  weeks 
On  arf  the  soreps  them  lyzy  hoidle  ducks  re- 
-jecks  hevery  hour,  a-turmn'  up  their  beaks, 
An'  wallerin'  in  comfit  an'  in  lux'ry ! 


Whoy  should  the  loikes  o'  them  'aye  hall  the  luck, 

Whoile  sech  as  me ?    It's  skendalns,  I  s'y  'tis, 

That — jest  beoos  I  ain't  a  bloorain'  duck — 
Serooiety  don't  grub  and  board  me  grytis ! 

Some  d'y  we  '11  mike  hour  vices  'eard,  in  'owls 
0'  ryge,  an'  s'y  to— well,  no  matter  'oo  it  ie — 
"  Ain't  we  more  fit  ter  live  nor  worter-fowls  P 
We  're  yumin  beans— not  feathered  sooperflooitiei !  " 

I  'd  cop  thet  one  jess  waddlin'  hup  the  grorss, 
An'  twist  'is  neck— 'e 's  honly  fit  fur  eookin' ; 
I  would,  on  prinserple.  as  bold  as  brorss — 
If  that  there  bloomin'  Keeper  wasn't  lookin'  1 


OH  I  LIZA."— Another  subject  for  CHEVALIEB.  A  special  meet- 
ing was  held  in  Liverpool  to  protest  against  the  presence  of  Cockney 
costers  who,  it  was  asserted,  seriously  injured  the  business  of 
Liverpudlian  "  market-tenants."  Mr.  WALKSB  (is  he  of  the  cele- 
brated Hookey  branch  of  the  family  P)  averred  that  he  had  "  seen 
a  coster  with  his  barrow  standing  before  the  LORD  MAYOR'S  shop  for 
half-an-hour."  Our  sympathetic  soul  weeps  at  this  gross  injustice 
to  the  worthy  syndic,  and  we  trust  it  will  not  oost-er  him  too  much. 
But,  as  the  lawyer  remarked,  d«  costibui  non  ett  diiputandum. 


C.  C.  NEWS.  LATEST  (LAST  THURSDAY)  AS  TO  SCHOOL  BOABD 
SQUABBLES.— Mr.  BOWK  wanted  to  have  his  Bowie-knife  into  Mr. 
DIQOLB  and  others ;  but  was  prevented.  A  Bowie,  not  very  sharp 
and  without  point,  is  rather  a  useless  weapon  in  a  fight. 


WuKKl"— At  Beihill-on-Sea  the  "Improvement  Com- 
mittee " — (how  wise  of  Bexhill-on-Sea  to  have  instituted  a  perma- 
nent "Improvement  Committee,"  otherwise  it  might  become 
Bexhill-at-Sea  1)— has  engaged  the  exclusive  services  of  Herr  WURM 
and  his  band.  New  motto  for  this  new  watering-place,  "  The  Early 
Beaks-'ll  catch  the  Wurm."  The  musical  pabulum  here  provided 
will  be  known  as  "the  Diet  of  Wurm's."  Band  to  play  during 
every  meal.  Likewise  "  "Wurm  Baths  "with  music.  The  eminent 
conductor  will  Wurm  himself  into  favour  with  everyone. 


THE  Daily  Telegraph  notifies  a  novelty  in  return  tickets  intro- 
duced by  the  South  London  Electric  Railway.  "  The  return  half  of 
the  ticket  is  usable  at  any  time."  The  idea  being  not  "  Go  as  you 
please,"  but  "  Go  as  we  (the  Co.)  please,  and  come  back  as  you  like." 
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THE    EXTINCTION    OF    THE    HORSE. 

Squire.  " ISN'T  THAT  THE  MARK,  COPER,  YOU  HOPED  TO  MAKE  THREE  FIGURES  OF  is  A  LADY'S  HACK  I" 

r  T       T-l  1  HIT Ct .,,.,,.  .     -.'.irr     I  Q  TT  t*     '»T          TTtirD'          Trt         «rt        l.'AI?         A  '     IJARRRR.  NOW U 


Local  Dealer.    "Yes,  SIB,  THIS  is  HER,  WORSE  LUCK  I 
FOR  BICYCLE  OIL  I " 


SHE  'LL  HAVE    TO    00  FOR  A     '  CABBBR  '    NOW— UNLESS   I   BOIL  HER  DOWN 


LA  GKOGRAPHIE  DE  LONDRES. 

2.  Monsieur  Punch. 

MONSIEUB, — Je  vient  d'arrivei — but  hold!  I  go  to  write  in 
english,  which  I  know  enough  well.  I  am  come  to  London  to  this 
Congress  of  Geographs.  I  cross  the  Sleeve — la  Manche,  how  say 
your  Ah  la  douleureuse  traverses,  the  tbloroo.9  traversy  !  In  fine, 
the  train  arrives  at  a  station.  I  seek,  I  regard,  I  read  the  soap,  the 
mustard,  the  other  reclames— how  say  you? — but  not  the  name  of 
the  station.  Then  a  cry,  "  Londonbridg ! "  Ah,  it  is  the  station  of 
London !  Sapristi,  how  she  is  little  this  station !  La  gare  de 
Londres  no  more  great  than  a  station  of  banlieue,  near  to  Paris.  Eh 
well,  I  descend  immediately.  I  seek  my  baggages,  I  go  to  find  a 
fiacre,  a  "ansom."  Then  in  English  I  say  to  the  ouacher,  "  George 
Street,  Number  Fortv."  "  Olraittseu,"  say  he.  What  is  this  that 
this  is  that  that?  I  comprehend  not.  But  all  of  same  I  mount 
in  carriage  and  we  part. 

Soon  we  arrive.  Hold  I  This  is  a  street  of  commerce ;  there  is 
there  but  offices.  And  not  of  number  forty. 

"Nottir,  maounsiah?"  say  the  coacher.  Ah,  I  comprehend  I 
"  No,"  say  I,  "  not  here."  "  Minnoriss,"  say  he.  "How?  "say  I; 
but  we  are  in  road.  Hold !  Again  a  street  of  commerce— but  of  the 
most  villain.  I  anger  myself.  I  cry,  "  Coacher,  I  have  said  you 
George  Street."  "  Olraitt,  maounsiah,"  say  he,  "this  is  George 
Street."  "  Not  here,"  I  respond.  "  Is  there  two  George  Streets  ?  " 
Then  he  swear,  he  laugh ;  he  ask  that  he  may  be  blown ;  he  say 
more,  that  I  comprehend  not.  In  fine,  he  say,  "  Taoua  111."  Again 
a  George  Street.  But  here  some  warehouses  only.  Then  the  coaoher 
f  ay,  "  Shoditch,"  and  we  go.  Again  a  George  Street !  Still  more 
small!  A^ain  one  time  I  anger  myself.  I  ask  to  him,  "  Where  go 
you?"  He  say,  "Which  George  Street  is  it?"  I  say,  "George 
Street,  London."  Then  he  laugh  again,  and  he  swear  ;  and  he  say, 
"pllaouai."  Again  a  George  Street !  Tiemc'estembetant!  But 
it  is  but  a  street  of  commerce,  and  very  little.  "  Islingtonn,"  say 


he.  What!  again  a  George  Street?  Sapnsti .'  Quelle  rile !  It 
they  love  the  name  of  George,  these  English !  But,  no,  still  a  poor 
little  street.  "  Blakfraiahs,"  say  the  ooacher.  We  traverse  some 
streets,  some  streets,  without  end !  In  fine,  see  there  number  forty. 
But  it  is  a  little  shop.  Mille  tonnerres  !  Pas  encore  !  Youstonn 
Road  "  say  he.  Again  some  streets,  some  streets,  without  end ! 
And  again  a  street  of  commerce.  And  again  the  number  forty  is 
a  shop!  Sacre  nom  (Time  pipe .'  "Lissn  Grov,"  say  he.  Again 
What !  Again  a  George  Street  ?  How 


some  kilometret  to  traverse. 


Ah  that  value*  better!  In  fine,  a  better  street.  And  see,  there 
number  forty !  What  joy !  In  fine,  I  arrive.  How  it  is  fatiguing, 
this  course  in  London,  long  of  three  hours  or  moie !  I  descend.  I 
demand  my  friend.  What?  He  live  not  here  ?  He  is  gone  ?  A  la 
bonne  heure !  "  One  more,"  say  the  coacher.  '  What,  1  cry, 
"again  a  George  Street?"  "  Yess,  maounsiah,  Annovasquaiah. 
Then  this  one  is  not  the  house  of  my  friend,  this  one  is  not  the  George 
Street  that  I  seek  1  Que  le  diable  enlei-e—;— 

But  we  continue,  we  arrive,  in  tine,  it  is  here.  All  exhausted  1 
descend.  How  much  pays  one  the  course  in  London  ?  In  Paris  it  is 
1'50.  Ah!  in  London  it  must  be  one  shilling  and  half .  Ihisone 
has  been  a  long  course ;  I  go  to  give  a  good  pourboire,  one  shilling. 
I  offer  to  the  cabman  two  shillings  and  half.  Then  he  cry,  he  swear, 
he  descend,  he  wish  to  fight  me.  I  say,  "It  is  not  enough  i1  How 
much '(  "  He  say,  "  Tenbobb."  What  is  this  that  this  is  that  that  f 
In  fine,  my  friends  come  from  the  house,  they  explain  that  that 
wishes  to  say,  "  Ten  shillings,"  they  say  he  has  reason,  and  I  pay 
him.  It  costs  dear  the  cab  of  London.  But  it  is  eoual  to  me,  tor 
now  I  go  to  pronounce  a  discourse  before  the  Geographical  Congress 
on  the  George  Streets  of  London.  He  will  be  of  the  most  interestings, 
of  the  most  curious.  I  beg  you,  Mister  Punch,  to  make  me  the 
honour  of  to  come  to  hear  him,  and  to  agree  the  assurance  of  my 
sentiments  the  most  distinguished.  AUGUSTS. 
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THE  POLITICAL  UGLY  DUCKLING. 

(Fragments  of  a  Brummagem  Fairy  Tale,) 

IT  was  in  a  big  town  in  the  Midlands  that  the  Ugly  Duckling 
first  chipped  shell.  "  Cheek !  Cheek!  Cheek!"  squeaked  the 
voungster  as  he  crept  out.  How  big  and  ugly  he  was,  to  be  sure  I 
Not  a  bit  like  the  other  ducklings.  In  fact  ho  was  a  portent,  and 
a  puzzle. 

However,  the  ugly,  grey-coated  youngster  took  to  the  water,  and 
swam  about  like  the  rest.  "He's  every  inch  my  own  child,  after 
all,"  said  the  old  duck.  "  And  really  he 's  very  pretty,  when  one 
comes  to  look  at  him  attentively.  Quack  !  quack !  "  added  she ; 
"  now,  come  along,  and  I  '11  take  you  into  high  society.  Now  move 
on,  and  mind  you  cackle  properly,  and  bow  your  head  before  that 
old  duck  yonder,  who  is  the  noblest  born  of  them  all.  Now  bend 
your  neck,  and  say  '  Quack  I ' ' 

But  the  Ugly  Duckling  was  an  odd  bird,  as  well  as  an  ill-favoured 
one,  and  gave  much  trouble  and  excited  much  jealousy  in  the  duck- 
yard.  He  quacked  indeed,  but  he  would  not  bend  his  head  or  bow 
to  the  old  duck  properly. 

"  He  remained  too  long  in  the  egg-shell,"  mused  the  maternal 
bird;  "and  therefore  his  figure,  like  his  manners,  is  not  properly 
formed  on  the  true  duck  model.  But  as  he's  a  male  duck  it  won't 
matter  so  much.  I  think  he'll  prove  strong,  and  be  able  to  fight  his 

way  through  the  world."    Which  was  true. 

•  •  *  *  * 

But  at  first  the  Ugly  Duckling  had  a  baddish  time  of  it.  He  was 
bitten,  pushed  about,  and  made  game  of,  not  only  by  the  ducks, 
but  by  the  hens.  They  tit  declared  he  was  much  too  big,  ana 
fancied  himself  too  mnch.  He  certainly  was  not  graceful,  and  he 
had  a  cocky,  self-asseitive  air  which  irritated  the  Conservative  Old 
Cockalorums.  He  was  always  making  unexpected  and  unducklike 
sorties,  "alarums  and  excursions,"  and  lifting  up  his  raucus-caucus 
voice  against  the  time-honoured  rules  and  respectable  conventions  of 
the  duck-pond.  So  much  so,  that  they  nicknamed  him  the  "  Daring 
Duckling,  and  prophesied  that  he  would  come  to  a  bad  end. 

So  he  ran  away,  and  Hew  over  the  palings. 

*••••• 

He  had  many  adventures,  and  various.  He  dwelt  for  a  time  with 
a  lot  of  wild  ducks  in  a  marsh,  and  even  struck  up  a  sort  of  friend- 
ship for  a  swarm  of  wild  geese,  who  wanted  to  do  away  with  domesti- 
r  it  ion  and  destroy  the  "tame  villatic"  tendencies  of  gregarious 
gooeedom,  and  abolish  barn-yards  and  duck-ponds,  peacocks,  and 
game-fowls,  and  guinea-hens,  and  poulterer's  shops,  and  pale  defuie 
gras,  and  other  checks  on  liberty  and  incentives  to  luxury.  But 
somehow  he  didn't  get  on  with  the  wild  ducks  for  long.  He  was 
so  much  wilder  than  they,  and  wanted  his  own  way  too  much  and 
too  often  for  the  old  and  recognised  leaders  of  their  flocks.  And  as  to 
the  wild  geese,  why  he  soon  lost  sympathy  with  their  "revolutionary 
programmes  "  and  "  subversive  schemes,  which  he  learned  to  regard 
indeed  as  a  sort  of  wild  gcose  chase,  and  deride  and  denounce  as 
vehemently  as  he  had  aforetime  praised  them. 

"  I  think  I  '11  take  my  chance,  and  go  abroad  into  the  wide  world," 
said  the  Duckling. 

****** 

One  evening,  just  as  the  sun  was  settine,  there  came  a  whole 
nock  of  beautiful  large  birds  from  a  grove.  The  Ugly  Duckling  had 
never  seen  any  so  lovely  before.  They  were  dazzhngly  white,  with 
long  graceful  necks :  they  were  swans.  They  uttered  a  peculiar  cry, 
and  then  spread  their  magnificent  wings  and  away  they  flew  from 
this  cold  country  to  warmer  lands  across  the  open  sea,  as  was  their 
usual  custom.  They  rose  so  high  that  the  Ugly  Duckling  felt  a 
strange  sensation  come  over  him,  a  sort  of  delicious  vertigo.  He 
turned  round  and  round  in  the  water  like  a  wheel,  stretched  his  neck 
up  into  the  air  toward  them,  and  uttered  so  loud  and  strange  a  cry 
that  he  was  frightened  at  it  himself.  Oh !  never  could  he  again 
forget  those  beautiful,  happy  birds,  so  gracefully  fleeting  against  a 
primrose  sky.  He  knew  not  how  those  birds  were  called,  nor 
whither  they  were  bound,  but  he  felt  an  affection  for  them,  such  as 
he  had  never  yet  experienced  for  any  living  creature.  And  he  more 
and  more  lost  love  for,  and  patience  with,  all  his  old  associates,  ducks 
or  geese,  wild  or  domesticated. 

****** 

The  Ugly  Duckling  now  felt  able  to  flap  his  wings.  They  rustled 
much  louder  than  before,  and  bore  him  away  most  sturdily ;  and 
before  long  he  found  himself  in  a  noble  park,  a  nobleman's  park  ; 
indeed,  the  dainty  demesne  of  one  of  those  who  "  toil  not  neither  do 
they  spin."  It  was  quite  Beaconsfieldian  in  its  beauty,  with  its 
smooth  emerald  sward  and  umbrageous  elm- avenues,  its  dusky 
cedar  clumps  and  tail-spreading,  crest-sunning  peacocks. 

"  Dear  me ! "  mused  the  Ugly  Duckling.  "It  is  strange,  but  / 
feel  quite  at  home  here  !  !  !  " 

Three  magnificent  white  swans  now  emerged  from  the  thicket 
before  him ;  they  flapped  their  wings  and  then  swam  lightly  on  the 
surface  of  the  water.  The  larger  one  (whose  beak  bore  the  letter  * 


as  a  "  nick  ")  was  dark  and  haughty  of  mien,  the  second  (whose  beak 
was  branded  B)  was  slim  and  exceeding  graceful ;  whilst  the  third, 
a  solid  and  even  rather  sullen-looking  bird,  was  beak-stamped  with 
a  legible  1). 

"  I  will  fly  towards  these  royal  birds,"  cried  the  Ugly  Duckling. 
And  he  flew  into  the  water,  and  swam  towards  those  stately  swans, 
who  turned  to  meet  him  with  sail-like  wings  the  moment  they  saw 
him. 

"  Why,  he  is  one  of  us ! "  said  the  darker  and  statelier  of  the 
three.  Almost  I  "  he  added,  lotto  voce. 

The  Ugly  Duckling  was  startled  at  the  remark.  But  looking  at 
hi-  reflection  in  the  smooth  lake  he  was  more  startled  still.  His  own 
image  was  to  his  eyes  no  longer  that  of  the  Daring  Duckling,  much 
less  of  the  Ugly  One.  It  was  smart,  smooth,  sleek,  swelling,  in  fact 
swan-like  1 !  1  At  any  rate,  he  thought  so,  and  so,  indeed,  the  other 
three  swans  seemed  to  think. 

He  preened  his  feathers,  and  puffed  forth  his  plumes.  He  flapped 
his  wings,  and  arched  his  neck,  as  he  cried  in  the  fullness  of  his 
heart: — 

"  I  never  dreamed  of  such  happiness  when  I  was  the  Brummagem 

Ugly  Duckling." 

•  •**•• 

It  matters  not  being  born  in  a  duck-yard  if  one  is  hatched  from  a 
swan's  egg !  

OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In  Leisure  Time,  by  W.  8.  MAVOK  (ELLIOT  Srooc)  is,  so  my 
Baronite  reports,  a  daintily-bound  little  volume  of  blameless  verse, 
unambitious,  as  may  be  inferred 
from  its  title.  The  author  writes 
like  a  classical  scholar,  his  lines  are 
fluent  and  melodious,  his  metre  and 
rhyme  unimpeachable,  while  some  of 
the  poems,  such  as  "  Zalencus  "  and 
"  A  Vision,"  rise  distinctly  above  the 
general  level.  In  others  there  are 
passages  which  my  Baronite — a  sadly 
prosaic  and  matter-of-fact  person — 
owns  to  having  found  slightly  obscure. 

For   example,   in    the    following 
couplet : — 

"  In  Tola  the  fickle  demon  sports 
With  fetid  remnants  of  decay." 

He  quite   failed   to   discover  what 

particular— or  rather   anything   but 

particular;- demon  is  referred  to,  or  why  he  should  amuse  himself  in 

so  eccentric  and  unpleasant  a  manner. 

Nor,  my  Baronite  says,  was  his  conception  of  contentment  greatly 
assisted  by  this  somewhat  complicated  comparison :  — 

"  Contentment  i»  a  love-commissioned  barque 
Sailing  a  self-leas  tea— a  tea  whose  rtood 
Is  ordered  alway  by  the  laughing  guns 
Of  Virtue's  fortalice,  whose  armament, 
Primed  with  rose-petal  powder,  doth  diicharge 
In  generous  rounds  of  sympathy  with  all, 
Scattering  happiness,  Whose  smile  betrays 
The  pangless  hurt." 

Bat  that,  he  is  cjuite  willing  to  admit,  may  be  rather  the  fault  of 
his  own  imagination  than  the  poet's.    Again,  in  a  poem  entitled 
Love's  Messengers,"  the  author  writes  :— 

"  Flit  thou  along  on  softly  feathered  feet, 
Noiseless,  thou  shadowy-pinioned  minuter, 
And  gently  fan,  with  midnight  gale,  my  sweet, 
Lest  thou  awaken  her." 

Which,  to  my  Bironite,  suggests  the  difficulty  that,  if  the  minister 
fans  the  lady  with  his  shadowy  pinions  "  gently,"  he  will  fail  to 
produce  anything  resembling  a  midnight  gale " ;  on  the  other 
hand,  if  he  performs  the  part  of  invisible  punkah  so  energetically  as 
to  suggest  a  gale,  he  can  nardly  help  awakening  her  unless  the  is  a 
very  heavy  sleeper  indeed — and  might  give  her  a  cold  in  the  head. 
Surely  this  is  rather  an  unfair  dilemma  on  which  to  place  a  feathered 
minister  of  any  denomination. 

But  after  all,  poetry,  as  my  Baronite  fully  recognises,  is  not 
meant  to  be  judged  by  so  literal  a  standard,  and  it  may  be  cheerfully 
conceded  that  there  are  many  people  who  make  a  less  profitable  use 
of  their"  Leisure  Time  "than  Mr.MiVOR  has  done.  In  which  opinion 
LEISURELY  BABOK  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


HOP;E)KCL  LIBERALISM  IN  KENT.— Sir  ISRAEL  HABT,  of  Hythe, 
thinks  that  if  his  friends  do  their  work  well,  he  may  yet  find  in  the 
Hytheians  an  Israel-light-hearted  constituency,  fair  ISRAEL  is  a 
Jew  cCesprit. 
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THE    BICYCLE    AGAIN. 

Applicant  for  the  Situation  of  Cook.  "  BEFOKE  I  GO,  PLEASE,  MA'AM,  MAY  I  ASK  YOUE  SERVANT  TO  SHOW  MB  THE  BASEMENT?    I 

MUST  SEE  THAT  YOU  HAVE  A  CONVENIENT  PLACE  FOR  MY   BlCYCLE  ! " 

Mistress.  "  OF  COURSE  I  HAVB  SEEN  TO  THAT.     You  WILL  FIND  A  ROOM  SIT  APAKT.     ONLY  I  MUST  TELL  YOU  THAT  I  DON  T 
ALLOW  RATIONAL  DREES  I " 


FOR  THE  TAILORS'  CONGRESS  AT  VERVJERS. 

1.  WHY  should  it  take  nine  tailors  to  make  a  man  ? 

2.  Ought  you  out  a  coat  according  to  your  cloth,  or  according  to 
the  fashion  r 

3.  How  do  yon  cook  a  tailor's  goose  ?    Should  it  be  basted  ? 

4.  In  England  is  the  most  suitable   seaside  resort  for   tailors 
Weskit-on-Sea,  or  Sheerness  sur  la  cute  f 

5.  Shall  a  prize  be  given  for  the  best  essay  on  the  advantage  of 
having  a  pair  of  Pantaloons  on  the  stage  in  a  Pantomime  ? 

6.  Is  it  a  matter  of  universal  complaint  that  a  tailor  should  not  bs 
allowed  to  play  billiards  because  he  scarcely  passes  a  day  without 
cutting  a  cloth  Y 

7.  What  price  for  the  best  tale  of  a  coat  ? 

8.  Is  it  proved  to  satisfaction  that  SHAXSPEARB  was  a  tailor  from 
the  fact  of  his  having  written  Measure  for  Measure  f 

9.  Whether,  for  the  next  International  Yacht  Race,  the  tailors 
should  enter  a  cutter  P 


GOOD  BADMINTON.— Among  the  contents  of  LONGMAN'S  Bad- 
minton Magazine  is  an  article  by  the  Markisi  o'  GRANRY  on  Grouse ; 
SUSAN,  not  Black-eyed  nor  Rebellious,  but  Countess  of  Malmesbury, 
writes  cleverly  on  her  perch,  and  on  the  matter  of  salmon  the  Countess 
would  count  for  a  lot  in  any  ei-salmonation.  Lord  ONSLOW  on  slow 
and  on  quick  bicycling ;  capital.  C.  B.  Fur,  not  one  of  the  Small  Fry, 
gives  his  ideal  of  a  cricketing  day,  which  is  to  be  known  as  a  "  Fry- 
day."  Then  who  is  it  writes  a  florid  account  of  fishing  in  Florida  ? 
0  'TIS  MYOATT.  The  question  of  "  What 's  on  at  Newmarket?  "  is  plea- 
santly answered  by  ALFRED  WATS-OH  at  Newmarket.  On  "  Old  Sport- 
ing Prints,"  PEES  writes  with  point.  And  on  "  The  Alpine  '  Distress 
Signal '  Scheme  "  there  is  a  paper  by  C.  T.  DENT,  who  has  been,  more 
or  less,  a  Ke-si-dent  on  the  spot,  as  this  in-denture  witnesseth. 

"To  THE  RANK  OF  MAJOE-GENEBAL  HAVE  RISER!" — Critic. 
From  a  paragraph  in  last  week's  Truth  we  extract  the  following  :— 
"Another  scandalous  'selection'  job  has  just  been  perpetrated  at 
the  War  Office.  Colonel  TROTTER,  who  has  been  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  major-general,  has  seen  no  war  service,  and  has  no  pro- 
fessional claims  whatever  upon  the  authorities."  If  this  information 
be  correct,  the  colonel  should  be  remembered  by  the  distinctly 
Dickensian  title  of  "  Job  "  Trotter. 


THE  LAST  KNIGHT  OF  THE  SEASON. 
ON  Monday,  July  29,  Sir  AUGUSTUS  HARRIS,  bidding  fare- 
well to  a  typical  '95  Covent  Garden  audience  (house  crowded  in 
every  part),  seized  the  opportunity  to  present  one  of  his  lightniag  con- 
ductors with  a  "  baton  of  honour."  In  a  spontaneous  speech,  DBUKIO- 
LANUsdeclared  that  Signer  MAKCENELLI  had  "worked  likeaTrojan," 
and  the  announcement  was  received  with  sympathetic  applause. 
Still,  it  was  thought  possible  by  those  present  that  the  pleasant  and 
prosperous  impresario  was  in  search  of  something  that  he  had  seem- 
ingly lost--"  a  little  poem  of  his  own."  We  have  no  hesitation  m 
publishing'  the  'following  lines,  entitled  Sans  Adieu,  found  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  C.  G.  orchestra.  If  they  are  not  from  the  pen 
of  DRURIOLANUS,  they  ought  to  have  been : — 


Not  farewell,  my  MANCINELLI 

MANCINELLI,  au  revoir  ! 
As  harmonious  fratelli 


You  will  wave  it,  you  will  wield 

it 
Always,  my  conductor  prime, 


We  shall  meet  again !  Espoir  !  j  Never  up  again  you  '11  yield  it, 


Take,  oh  take  this  shining  baton. 

You  're  a  marvel  1    O,  si  sic .' 

When  you  've  got  it,  with  your 

baton 

En  vacance   yon  '11  out  your 
stick. 


Ever  living  to  beat  time ! 
Grasp  it,  use  it,  MANCINELLI  I 

Highest  praise  to  you  is  due  t 
With  it  beat  Old  Time  to  jelly, 

Till    Conductor    Time    beats 


More  Honours. 

MOTTO  for  Sir  WILLIAM  DUNN:  "  Ce  qu'il  fait  c'ett  bien  fait." 
Likewise  "  Just  Dunn  enough." 

For  Mr.  JOHN  TOMLINSON  BRUNNER,  M.P.,  a  Brunneretcy. 

Motto  for  Sir  A.  B.  FORWOOD  :  "  En  avant!  et  plus  en  acant 
que  jamais." 

"  H.M.8."— Should  H.M.  the  King  of  the  BELGIANS  ask  H.  M. 
STANLEY,  M.P.,  to  return  to  Congo-land,  the  inquiry  wired  will  take 
this  simple  form  "  Congo  f"  and  the  answer  must  be      Can  t  go. 
On  dit.    The  H.M.'s  have  settled  satisfactorily. 

MEDICAL  CONGRESS.— Explanation :— The  "Anti-toxin"  party  is 
against  the  use  of  a  dinner  bell  or  gong.  They  do  not  agree  with 
Lord  BTBON,  "  The  tocsin  of  the  soul,  the  dinner  bell. 
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THE  NEW  KEEPERS. 


BULL  (to  S-L-SB-BY  and  CU-MB-KL-N).  "WELL,  MY  MEN— NOW  1  'VE  TAKEN  YOU  ON,  I  SHALL  EXPECT 

BIGGER  BAGS  THAN  I  'VE  HAD  LATELY." 
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REMINISCENCE 


A    RECENT   POLITICAL    CONTEST. 


Harmlesi  Individual  (who  has  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  been  assaulfed  and  battered  by 
inebriated  party],  "You  SCOUNDREL  I     WHAT'S  THE  MEANING  o»  THIS?" 

Inebriated  Politician.  " 'LKCKSHUNS,  OLE  F'LA.  I    'LKCKSHUSS  I—  (hie) " 

[Comes  a  cropper  himxlf. 


.THE  MEETING  OF  THK  WATER- 
RATEPAYERS. 

["  The  New  Town  Hall  in  Mure  Street,  Huck- 
ney,  was  altogether  too  small  to  hold  the  crowds 
who  came  last  night  (Auguit  1)  to  protest  against 
the  action  of  the  East  London  Water  Company  in 
cutting  down  the  supply  of  water  during  tne  past 
few  weeks." — Krentrg  Jiewi.] 

AIR—  "The  Meeting  of  the  Waters." 

TH  KHK  is  not  in  the  whole  land  a  meeting  so 

meet' 

As  that  of  the  ratepayers  held  at  Mare  Street. 
No  mare's  nest  they  d  found,  no,  the  Hack- 

neyite  heart 
Was  hot  at  the  new  Water  Company  start ! 

It  was  not  that  Nature  had  stinted  supply  ; 
That  Monopolist  pretext  appears ' '  all  my  eye." 
'Twas  not  summer  parching  of  river  and  rill, 
Oh  1  no— it  was  something  more  troublesome 
still. 

'Twas  that  greed  and  neglect  had  combined, 

it  is  clear, 
To  make  East  End  water  deficient  and  dear ; 


And  Monopoly  now  the  supply  must  im- 
prove, 

Or  more  than  mere  Mare  Streets  will  he  on 
the  move. 

Big  Monopolist  Mammon,  how  calm  could 
you  rest 

With  your  dividends  high  in  the  way  you 
love  best ; 

But  when  water  runs  short,  and  diseases  in- 
crease, 

The  East  End  won't  leave  you  and  your 
Water  at  peace. 


GULLY-VER.— Mr.  BALKOUB'S  decision  as  to 
not  disturbing  the  SPEAKER  in  his  uneasy 
chair  was  e-gully  awaited,  and  is,  it  is  hoped, 
accepted  e- gully  by  all  parties.  So  now,  in 
his  chair,  Mr.  GULLY  will  reign  re-gully. 


LATEST  FASHION.  —  Bicycle  dinners  and 
suppers  have  been  the  vogue.  Piece  de  re- 
sistance is  of  course  "  Cold  Wheel."  This 
dish  is  selected  because  whatever  the  number 
"  wheel "  is  sure  to  go  round. 


LEAVE  OF  ABSENCE  TO  AUGUST- 
OUT  DALY  CO. 

AUOUSTIM  DALY'S  Company  has  left  us  just 
as  play-goers  had  taken  a  fancy  to  Nancy  A 
Co,    To  paraphrase  the  old  refrain— 
And  all  their  fancy 
Dwelt  upon  NANCY 
The  play  called  Xancy  Sf  Co. 

It  went  as  a  lively  laughter-raiser  should 
go,  with  Miss  ADA  UF.IIAN  excellent  in  every 
way  ;  Miss  MAX  INK  ELLIOT  charming;  JAMKH 
LEWIS  inimitably  funny,  and  Mr.  WOKTHINI; 
("  quite  a  Bright'un,"  as  WAOSTAFP  says) 
capital.  That  the  fun  of  a  farcical  comedy 
should  he  kept  up  through  four  acts  is  a 
tribute  to  the  original  work  and  to  the  skill 
of  its  adaptor,  Mr.  lUi.y  himself.  "  I'tre  la 
Compagme .'"  tt  au  revoir  ! 


A  Sportsman's  View  of  It. 

CHAM HKRLAIN  rice  UOSKHKKY  !    What  fun  I 
The  change  means  order,  peace,  and  lota  of 
tin  for  us.  [won 

What  are  the  Derbies  twain  young  Primrose 
To  the  New  Markets  many  JOB  will  win 
for  usf 


"AFTER   THE  CALL  WAS  OVEB." 

(Notes  for  an  Additional  Chapter  to  the 
History  of  Hullibulgaria.) 

THE  Deputation  did  their  very  best.  They 
were  most  anxious  to  make  thirgs  smooth. 
"  He  whom  they  detired  to  obey  "  would  wear 
an  inferior  sort  of  crown,  robes  of  cotton- 
backed  velvet,  trimmed  with  imitation  fur. 
He  would  not  give  away  orders — he  would 
only  take  them.  He  would  not  command  the 
army,  save  as  an  agent  acting  under  direc- 
tion from  the  Master.  There  is  nothing  he 
would  not  do  to  secure  the  goodwill  of  his 
great,  his  benevolent,  his  all-powerful  Master. 

The  Bear  was  very  amiable.  The  Bear  was 
pleased  with  the  Deputation  and  with  the 
nation  they  represented.  And  having  said  this, 
there  was  nothing  further  for  the  Bear  to  say. 

"But,  most  powerful  of  powers,  most 
element  of  sovereignties,"  urged  the  Deputa- 
tion, "there  is  another  matter  needing 
decision.  How  about  the  Prince  ?  " 

"What  Prince?"  softly  murmured  the 
Bear,  in  a  tone  of  curiosity  combined  with 
astonishment. 

"  The  Prince  we  wish  to  serve."  explained 
the  Deputation ;  "  the  Prince  who  decires  to 
serveyon." 

"  Have  you  read  the  Treaty  of  Berlin  ?  " 
asked  Bruin.  "  It  is  a  most  excellent  agree- 
ment, and  deserves  special  attention.  Does 
the  name  of  any  Prince  appear  therein  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  the  Deputation ;  "  and  the 
same  painful  omission  is  observable  in  the 
Almanac  de  Gotha.  So  we  would  petition 
on  our  knees  that  the  painful  omistion  should 
be  supplied.  We  ask  that  the  Prince " 

"  Stop!  stop !  "  cried  the  Bear.  "  You  are 
talking  of  a  myth.  As  Mrs.  GAMP— a  well- 
known  Englishwoman  —  once  obiervtd,  '  I 
don't  believe  there  ain't  no  scch  person.'  So 
think  I,  and  co  thinks  the  Treaty  of 
Berlin." 

And  so  the  Deputation  returned  from  whence 
they  came,  and  "the  Prince"  continued  to 
"  take  the  waters  "  without  obtaining  the 
cure  he  desired.  It  was  disappointing  to  His 
Highness,  but  not  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Almanac  de  Gotha.  who  found  a  revised 
sdition  of  his  excellent  periodical  was,  at 
least  for  the  present,  unnecessary. 


WHAT  title  will  Baron  DE  WORMS  take  ? 
Viscount  CHBYSAUS  P  to  end  by  becoming 
Le  Due  DE  PAPILLON  P 
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PASSION  AND  POETRY. 

I  WAS  immensely  struck,  a  few  days  ago, 
by  a  passage  in  a  speech  recently  delivered 
by  the  Archbishop  of  CANTERBUBY.  in  which 
he  explained  bin  method  of  dispelling  those 
passing  fits  of  ill-temper  from  which,  alas ! 
not  even  Archbishops  are  wholly  free.  "  At 
times,"  so  ran  the  report  of  Hi«  Grace's 
words,  "  anger  or  irritation  came  upon  him, 
but  on  the  table  he  kept  a  book  of  pleaiant 
poems,  of  which  he  would  read  a  few  lines, 
and  the  irritation  wonld  melt  away."  Imme- 
diately I  determined  to  follow  this  noble 
example.  It  was  unfortunate  that  the  "  book 
of  pleasant  poems"  was  not  described  more 
specifically — could  it  be  the  verses  of  Mr. 
ARTHUR  CHRISTOPHER  BENSON?— but  I 
bought  a  pocket  volume  of  Selections  from  the 
Great  Poeti,  which  contained  enough  variety 
to  suit  every  case,  and  then  looked  out  for  an 
opportunity  of  trying  the  Archbishop's  plan. 

I  had  not  long  to  wait.  That  very  evening 
I  came  across  my  uncle  ROBERT  at  Clapham 
Junction,  in  a  furious  rage  at  having  just 
missed  the  last  train  to  Slowborongh,  where 
he  lives.  At  once  I  produced  my  volume, 
and  in  slow  and  emphatic  accents  I  read 
aloud  snme  three  or  four  hundred  lines  from 
"  Paradise  Lost."  I  was  about  to  add  one  or 
two  of  WORDSWORTH'S  sonnents,  when  I 
realised  that  my  uncle  had  long  since  dis- 
appeared, and  that  I  was  surrounded  by  a 
jeering  crowd,  who  evidently  supposed  me 
to  be  a  member  of  the  Salvation  Army. 

On  the  following  morning  I  received  a 
visit  from  SHIPS,  my  tailor.  He  was  im- 
Dolite  enough  to  suggest  a  settlement  of  what 
he  termed  my  "  small  account,"  a  demand, 
as  I  politely  but  plainly  assured  him.  which 
was  altogether  absurd.  As  he  showed  distinct 
symptoms  of  irritation  at  this  juncture,  I 
began  to  read  him  a  scene  from  Measure  for 
Measure,  Strangely  enough,  this  seemed 
only  to  irritate  him  further,  and  I  understand 
that  he  intends  to  take  proceedings  against 
me  in  the  County  Court.  This  second  un- 
aocoiintablef  ailure  of  the  Archbishop'sremedy 
greatly  surprised  and  pained  me,  but  I  de- 
cided to  give  it  another  trial. 

This  morning  I  was  playing  golf  with  my 
friend  MACFOOZLE.  At  no  time  a  skilful  golfer, 
MACFOOZLE'B  form  to-day  was  worse  than 
ever ;  whenever  he  made  a  bad  stroke — and 
he  seldom  made  a  good  one — he  indulged  in 
the  most  violent  language.  Fortunately  my 
volume  of  poetry  was  in  my  pocket.  When 
he  completely  missed  his  drive  at  the  second 
hole,  I  read  him  COLERIDGE'S  Defection. 
When  he  broke  his  mashie  at  the  fourth,  I 
treated  him  with  copious  selections  from  In 
Memoriam.  Finally,  he  got  badly  bunkered 
while  playing  to  the  fourteenth  hole.  For 
some  ten  minutes  he  smote  furiously  with 
his  niblick,  only  raising  prodigious  clouds  of 
sand  as  the  result  of  his  efforts.  This  was 
clearly  a  golden  opportunity  for  the  Arch- 
bishop's cure,  "anger  and  irritation"  but 
faintly  represented  MACFOOZLE'S  rage.  Seat- 
ing myself  on  the  edge  of  the  bunker,  I 
began  to  read  aloud  The  Ring  and  the  Book 
with  the  utmost  pathos.  Over  what  followed 
I  prefer  to  draw  a  veil  It  is  enough  to  say 
that  a  niblick  is  a  very  effective  weapon,  and 
that  I  write  these  lines  in  bed. . 

When  I  recover,  I  really  must  call  at 
Lambeth  for  fuller  directions.  The  archie- 
piscopal  remedy  for  angry  passions  does  not 
seem  invariably  happy  in  its  results,  as  far 
as  my  experience  goes. 


THE  MALT-LIQUOR-TIPPLER'S  MAXIM.— 
"  Nihil  ale-ienum  a  me  pewter'' : — "Nothing 
in  the  shape  of  beer  comes  amiss  to  me  if  it's 
in  a  pewter." 


AN    EYE   TO    EFFECT. 

Little  Dives.    "OH,   BY  THB  WAT,   B BLAIRS— AWFULLY  SORRY  TO  err  YOU  OUT,   YOU 

KNOW— BUT   I  'VB  JUST  PROPOSED  TO   LADY   BARBARA,  AND  8HB  's  ACCEPTED   ME,  AMD  WE'RI 
TO   BE  HARRIED   IN   SlPTEMBKR.       AND  LOOK    HERE,    OtD    CHAPPIE  ;    I   WANT  YOU  TO  BE   MY 

BEST  MAN.    I  WANT  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  SHOW  AT  THE  ALTAR,  YOU  KNOW  I " 


G. 


A  Chip  to  the  Champion. 

[Mr.    EANJITSINHJI   is   running   Mr.  W. 
GKAI  E  very  close  in  the  batting  averages.] 
To  the  ancient  air  of  "  Cheer  up  Sam  !  " 

BUCK-UP,  OBACB  ! 

And  don't  let  your  average  down ! 
For  "  KANJIT  "  seems  running  you  hard  for 
first  place, 

To  collar  your  Cricketing  Crown ! 


"  PBOUD  o'  THE  TITLE."— Sir  HEKBY  JAMES 
to  be  "Lord  JEAMES."  How  delighted  W. 
M.  THACKERAY  would  have  been ! 


By  a  Reasonable  Rad. 

War  were  we  whipped  ?  Kads  wrangle  round, 

Bnt  to  the  cause  make  scant  allusion. 
When  all 's  summed  up,  it  will  be  found, 
"  Fusion"  has  won  against  Con-fusion ! 

A  SUGGESTION.— In  latest  Observer  is  a 
capital  article  by  Mr.  EfcoTT,  whose  text  is 
that  "smart"  Society  transplants  to  London 
all  Faris-ian  fashions  that  will  bear  the  process. 
The  title  is  "  British  Bonlevardism  ; "  but  one 
still  more  suggestive  of  the  mixture  would  be 
"  John-Bnllvardism."  Perhaps  Mr.  Escort 
may  adopt  this  and  give  us  another  column. 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

IN  a  biographical  sketch  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  JULIUS  HAWLEV 
SEKLYB,  formerly  President  of  Amherst  College,  in  America,  I  read 
that  "  Amherst  made  him  President  notwithstanding  considerable 
opposition  in  the  faculty.  He  soon  overcame  that,  and  advanced  the 
prosperity  of  the  College  in  the  acces- 
sions to  its  faculty  and  endowments 
that  he  secured.  He  soon  required  the 
students  to  sign  an  agreement  to  be 
gentlemen.  A  violation  of  the  pledge 
resulted  in  the  termination  of  their 
careers  at  Amherst."  This  sounds 
strange,  for  it  would  appear  that  if  no 
pledge  had  been  given  the  students 
might  have  behaved  as  they  liked, 
without  terminating  their  careers.  The 
idea  of  solemnly  pledging  yourself  to 
be  a  gentleman  is  quite  colossal. 

THE  Independent  Labour  Party  is 
not  dead  yet.  It  is  forming  clubs, 
just  like  any  ordinary  humdrum  party.  The  Western  Daily 
Press  reports  that  "  At  a  special  meeting  held  at  LEE'S  Coffee 
Tavern,  Bath  Bridge,  last  night,  when  there  were  present  Mr.  W.  S. 
M.  KNIGHT,  president  of  the  Bristol  South  Independent  Labour 
Party  (in  the  chair),  Messrs.  A.  BROWNE,  E  B.  HACK,  C.  VALE,  C. 
F.  BBOCKLEHUBST,  T.  POLE,  C.  PARKEB,  and  W.  PBICE,  it  was  unani- 
mously decided  to  open  a  club  for  Totterdown  and  the  East  Ward  of 
Bedinmster  in  connection  with  the  Independent  Labour  Party. 
Officers  and  a  committee  were  appointed,  and  suitable  headquarters 
for  the  club  were  decided  upon."  Nothing  could  be  more  appropriate. 
Totterdown  suggests  decrepitude  and  failure  (in  this  case  at  least), 
and  Bedmiuster  hints  at  repose  and  peace.  I  offer  the  suggestion 
and  the  hint  gratis  to  the  Independent  Labour  Windbags. 

THE  Loyeday  Street  Canal  Bridge  (which  is,  I  fancy,  in  Birming- 
ham) is  evidently  a  demon  bridge  with  a  depraved  taste  for  injuring 
children.  One  day  last  week  it  threw  JOHN  CHICK,  aged  seven,  off 
and  broke  one  of  his  legs.  About  five  hours  later,  resenting  an 
attempt  on  the  part  of  THOMAS  WALTON,  aged  twelve,  to  climb  it,  it 
flung  him  off  on  to  the  towing-path  and  injured  his  back.  A  few 
days  before  that  it  had  precipitated  the  same  THOMAS  WALTON  into 
the  water,  whence  he  was  rescued  with  some  difficulty.  Evidently 
this  is  a  bridge  with  an  ungovernable  temper,  and  the  authorities 
should  guard  it  efficiently. 

TBS  Scotsman  informs  me  that  "  speaking  the  other  day  at 
Haddington,  Mr.  BALFOUB  glanced  scathingly  at  those  politicians  of 
the  baser  sort  who  seek  to  confuse  great  issues  by  dragging  to  the 
front  petty  or  irrelevant  questions,  and  the  breath  of  whose  nostrils 
is  the  disturbance  of  the  harmony  which  should  subsist  between 
class  and  class  of  the  community.  On  this  two  questions  arise. 
The  first  is  how  Mr.  BALFOTTB,  an  amiable  gentleman,  managed  to 
glance  scathingly.  To  scath,  as  I  learn  from  the  dictionary,  means 
to  hurt,  to  injure ;  and,  personally,  I  cannot  imagine  Mr.  BALFOUR 
infusing  very  much  venom  into  a  mere  glance  of  his  expressive  eye. 
The  second  question  is  how  politicians,  even  of  the  baser  sort,  can 
go  on  living  when  their  unfortunate  lungs  are  filled  with  a  disturb- 
ance of  harmony.  That  they  should  have  sufficient  strength  left  to 
drag  to  the  front  petty  or  irrelevant  questions  is  nothing  short  of  a 
marvel,  due  allowance  being  made  for  metaphors. 

A  OOLFEB  is  in  trouble,  and  has  confided  his  difficulties  to  Golf. 

Whilst  playing  on  the  links  at  Streetly,  on  July  16,  he  drove  a  ball,  which 
apparently  fell  clear,  but  which  for  some  time  could  not  be  found.  After 
some  little  hunting  it  was  discovered  under  a  small  tuft  of  heather  in  a  lark's 
nest,  resting  on  the  back  of  a  young  lark,  apparently  about  four  days  old, 
together  with  three  lark's  eggs,  which  were  quite  intact.  The  golfer  was 
obliged,  of  course,  to  lift  the  ball  and  place  it  behind,  as  it  would  have  been 
gross  cruelty  to  have  pUyed  it  from  the  nest.  It  was  match  play.  Under 
the  exceptional jcircumstances  was  he  bound  to  lose  the  hole?  The  editor 
replies  that  if  a  player  were  a  stickler  for  the  law  and  nothing  but  the  law, 
he,  of  course,  would  be  entitled  to  enforce  it  against  his  opponent  who  found 
the  ball  in  the  nest. 

A  TEE  for  your  ball,  yon  may  fashion  of  sand 

(Which  is  found  in  the  sugar  you  use  for  your  tea) ; 
Then  vou  spread  your  legs  wide,  and  you  take  a  firm  stand, 

And  away  with  a  whack  goes  the  ball  flying  free. 
If  it  flies  like  a  bird,  there  "s  no  need  to  explain ; 

If  not,  then  the  ways  of  that  golfer  are  dark. 
Who  attempts,  though  the  effort  is  doomed  to  be  vain, 

To  stand,  taking  tee  on  the  back  of  a  lark. 

THERE  has  been  some  excitement  at  Weston- super-Mare.     The 


"Conservative  party  organized  a  reception  for  the  Hon.  G.  H. 
JOLLIFFE  on  his  first  appearance  in  the  town  since  his  election  for  the 
Wells  division.  Arrangements  were  made  for  those  intending  to  take 
part  in  the  procession  to  meet  the  hon.  gentleman  at  the  Potteries  on 
his  return  from  Banwell  Horse  Show  at  7  p.m.,  but  he  arrived  in  the 
town  a  quarter  of  an  hour  too  early,  and  scores  of  enthusiasts  were 
disappointed.  Those,  however,  who  happened  to  be  early  enough 
followed  the  hon.  gentleman,  some  on  foot  and  others  in  cabs,  to  tne 
Royal  Hotel,  the  Town  Band  heading  the  procession.  Mr.  JOLLIFFE 
rode  on  a  coach  drawn  by  four  horses,  and  was  supported  by  several 
of  the  leaders  of  the  party  in  the  town.  Subsequently  he  addressed 
those  assembled."  But  if  Mr.  JOLLIFFE  rode  on  a  coach,  why  was  it 
necessary  to  support  him  ?  Moreover,  seeing  that  it  was  a  four- 
horse  affair,  it  seems  unjust  that  the  leaders  should  be  talked  of  and 
that  no  mention  at  all  should  bs  made  of  the  wheelers. 


NANA  SAHIB  has  died  once  more. 

A  Mr.  WILLIAM  BROWN,  who  was  formerly  an  officer  in  the  East  India 
Company's  service,  and  is  now  residing  at  San  Francisco,  gives  the  follow- 
ing particulars  regarding  the  fate  of  NANA  SAHIB.  Mr.  BROWN  says  that 
he  was  commodore  of  the  Ganges  Fleet  in  the  Indian  Mutiny,  and  was 
attacked  by  Sepoys  under  XANA  SAHIB  himself,  who  was  shot  in  the  fight- 
ing, and  afterwards  died  on  board  Mr.  BROWN'S  ship.  NANA  SAHIB'S  body 
was  then  cremated,  and  the  ashes  were  committed  to  the  river. 

Why,  oh  why,  has  Mr.  BROWN,  whom  I  heartily  congratulate  on 
clearing  up  the  mystery  .kept  silence  for  nearly  forty  years  ?  And, 
by  the  way,  which  Mr.  WILLIAM  BBOWN  is  he  ?  There  must  be  a 
good  many  WILLIAM  BBOWN' s  even  in  San  Francisco.  Before  con- 
cluding that  the  matter  is  definitely  settled,  I  should  like  to  hear 
Mr.  HENRY  SMITH,  Mr.  RICHARD  ROBINSON,  and  Mr.  JOHN  JONES 
on  the  subject. 


WHERE  NOT  TO  GO. 

(Ifints  by  our  Pessimist  Passenger,) 

Amsterdam. — Too  much  sea  before  yon  get  there. 
Boulogne. — Not  particularly  pleasant  at  low  tide. 
Cologne. — The  reverse  of  fragrant  at  all  times. 
Dieppe. — The  trap  of  the  tripper. 
Etretat. — No  longer  what  it  was. 
Frankfort.— Only  good  for  a  change  of  money. 
Geneva. — Dull  and  dear. 

Heidelberg. — Too  much  bill,  and  too  little  castle. 
Interlaken. — The  'appy  'ome  of  'ABRY. 
Jura  Pass. — Sure  find  for  BBOWN,  JONES,  and  ROBINSON. 
Karhbad. — Kill  or  cure. 
Lyons. — Apotheosis  of  silk  monotonous 
Marseilles. — Good  place  for  musquitoes,  bad  for  all  else. 
Nice. — Too  near  to  Monte  Carlo. 
Ouchy.— Hotel  good,  but  surroundings  superfluous. 
Paris.— Too  hot.    Theatres  closed  and  wideawakes  seen  on  the 
boulevards. 

Quebec. — Dangerous  rival  to  Bath,  Coventry,  and  Jericho. 

Rotterdam. — Worthy  of  its  name. 

Suez. — Not  comparable  to  Cairo. 

Trpuville. — Requires  antedating  a  quarter  of  a  century. 

Uig. — Skyed  and  out  of  reach. 

Venice. — Vulgarised  by  the  steam  launches. 

Wiesbaden. — Has  not  yet  recovered  the  loss  of  its  table. 

Xerez. — Long  journey  for  a  glass  of  cherry. 

Yokohama. — Not  a  patch  upon  Pekin. 

Zurich. — Alliterative  attraction  for  zomebody. 


A  BONNE  BOUCHE. 

Mr.  Wagstaff.  Ah  I    I  have  lived  many  years  in  the  bush. 

Mrs.  Leo  Hunter.  How  interesting  1  I  suppose  you  must  have 
become  almost  savage ! 

Mr.  W.  Frequently,  when  I  couldn't  get  a  'bus  or  a  cab. 

Mrs.  L.  H.  (utterly  astonished).  A  'bus  or  a  cab !  in  the  bush  1 1 

Mr.  W.  (pleasantly).  Ah,  yes ;  I  was  talking  of  "  Shepherd's 
Bush."  Good  morning.  [Exit  chuckling. 

[*.»  Note  by  the  Bird  in  the  Hush.— In  future  this  little  jest  of  WAOOV'S 
will  be  impossible,  as  it  is  proposed  to  re-name  Shepherd's  Bush,  and  call  it 
Pastoral  Park,  or  All- Askew  Park,  or  something  of  the  sort.] 

"  SOKTES  SHAKSPERIAN^."— On  the  new  Postmaster-General:— 
"  Friend  post  the  Duke  of  NORFOLK." 

Richard  the  Third,  Act  iv.,  Scene  4. 

And  we  hope  his  Grace  will  be  "Friend  post,"  and  benefit  us  all. 


A  VOLUME  of    Reminiscences  by  HENBT  RUSSELL  is  promised. 
Evidently  this  ought  to  be  a  "  Cheery,  Boys,  Cheery  "  sort  of  book. 
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"THE   SECRET 

SUCCESS." 
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(Modern  Version  of  the  Story  of 
the  Idle  and  fmluilrious 
Apprentices.) 

MR.  Gooncunn  wag  ad- 
mittedly the  most  successful 
of  merchant  princes — not  only 
financially,  hut  morally.  From 
a  hoy  the  great  trader  had  ad- 
vanced on  the  road  of  com- 
merce by  haps  and  bounds. 
His  parents  were  of  humble 
birth  and  in  poor  circum- 
stances, and  yet  he  had  risen 
to  the  top  of  the  tree  of 
commercial  prosperity.  Mr. 
GOODCIIILD  had  shops,  ware- 
houses, wharfs,  ixr.d  a  fleet  of 
ships.  He  had  never  had  a 
reverse.  All  he  had  touched 
had  turned  to  gold.  This  is 
so  well  understood  that  a 
description  of  his  enormous 
wealth  in  detail  would  be  en- 
tirely superfluous. 

"Do  you  really  want  to 
know  the  secret  of  my  pecu- 
niary triumph  P "  asked  Mr. 
GOODCHILD,  when  he  was 
questioned  on  the  subject. 

"  Why,  certainly,"  was  the 
reply.  "  How  is  it  that  your 
companion,  the  idle  appren- 
tice, came  to  such  signal 
grief?" 

"Because  he  was  always 
reading  the  worst  of  literature. 
He  knew  the  history  of  every 
felon  recorded  in  the  Newgale 
Calendar,  original  edition,  and 
added  chapters.  That  brought 
my  'colleague  as  a  boy'  to 
such  dire  disaster." 


Unites  1v 


DISCRIMINATION. 

Young  Man  from  the   Country  (with  At  affable  condescension  he  supposes 
•marks  the  Man  about  Town).    "  'MORNING,  COACHMAN  I    STREETS  RATHEB 

BUST  THIS   MORNIHO,    EH  1  " 

Metropolitan  Driver.  "Yuss— A  BIT  TKB  USUAL  WAT,  Sou    'Ow 's  'Ops 

LOOKIN1  ?  " 


"  And  you  never  peru»ed 
the  pernicious  documents  P  " 

"  Never.  And  I  can  prove 
my  statement  to  the  hilt. 

"You  never  perused  them! 
And  why  not  P'r 

"  Hecause,"  returned  the 
prosperous  capitalist  with  a 
gentle  smile,  "those  in  whose 
hands  my  future  retted  had 
my  true  interest  at  heart.  / 
WVM  never  taught  to  read!  " 

And  with  this  suggestive 
announcement  (well  worthy  of 
the  attention  of  ratepayers 
who  can  control  the  expendi- 
ture of  the  School  Board)  the 
history  of  the  two  apprentices 
is  brought  to  a  conclusion  at 
onoe  pleasing  and  instructive. 


ARITHMETICAL  EXERCISE. 

Letter  to  the  Editor. 

"  SIB, — I  read  in  the  Money 
Market  article  last  week  that 
Dumbells  Co.,  I»l«  of  Man, 
paid  17  per  cent.  Now,  Sir,  a 
long  time  ago  I  invested  in 
Dnmbells,  and  use  them  regu- 
larly every  morning;  also  I 
recommend  everybody  to  in- 
vest in  Dumbells.  But  where  is 
my  17  per  cent.  ?  I  've  never 
received  it.  I  am  certainly 
considerably  better  in  health 
and  muscular  development 
than  I  was  before  my  invest- 
ment in  DumbeH's.  Bat, 
putting  this  at  5  per  cent, 
better,  I  still  want  the  other 
twelve.  I  apply,  Sir,  to  yon. 
for  further  information,  and 
am,  yours  hopefully, 

"A,  Wrsis  AKBB." 


A  QUERY. 

(By  Omar  Khayyam.) 

["WANTED.-An  UP  and  DOWN  GJ.EL;   aged  IS;   English;  strong." 
-Advertisement  in  "  Timei,"  August  7.] 

TELL  me,  mysterious  maiden,  when  and  whence 
And  where  and  wherefore  and  on  what  pretence 

You  're   "up  -  and  -down  "  —  this 

riddle  rede,  I  pray, 
And  rid  my  bosom  of  a  care  immense ! 

Does  "up"  mean  sky-high,  "  down," 
upon  the  ground  ? 

Is't  on  a  see-saw  that  you  bob  and 

bound P 

There's  more  in  this  than  meets 
the  eye,  I  fear— 

1  cannot  rest  until  the  clue  be  found. 

Are  you  a  damsel,  too,  that 's  in-and- 
out, 

And  there-and-baok,  and  also  round- 
about P 

You  may  be  all  at  once  for  aught 
1  know, 

For  all  I  know  is  clouded  o'er  with 
doubt. 

Pray,  have  you  golden  hair  all  down 

your  back 
A-haneing  ?    Is  there  something  that  you  lack 

To  play  with,  love,  adore — as,  say,  a  bike 
Whereon  to  travel  up  and  down  a  track  P 

What  though  I  've  never  met  you  in  the  throng, 
1  'm  glad  you  're  English-born,  sixteen,  and  strong  ; 
Life  has  its  ups  and  downs  (more  downs  than  ups), 
But  you  're  a  neir  sort— hence  this  idle  song ! 


JOVE'S  JESTEB  INTERVIEWED. 

(A  Page  of  Mythology  written  up  to  Date) 

THE  Traveller  from  the  Earth  left  his  balloon  and  trod  the  cloud 
that  seemed  prepared  to  receive  him.  As  he  did  this  there  was  a 
peal  of  laughter  which  echoed  far  and  wide. 

"Where  am  IP"  asked  the  explorer  in  English,  for  he  was 
British-born. 

"  You  have  come  to  the  head-quarters  of  waggery,"  returned 
the  Resident,  recovering  from  a  violent  fit  of  merriment.  "  We 
are  never  dull  here,  we  have  so  much  to  amuse  us." 

"  Indeed  1    And  how  is  that  P  " 

"  Why,  I  take  a  delight  in  effecting  the 
most  comical  transformations  imaginable. 
By  the  simplest  means  I  can  cause  an  in- 
habitant of  the  Earth  to  change  his  costume 
five  times  in  as  many  hours.  The  jest  is 
provocative  of  limitless  mirth,  especially 
amongst  the  doctors  and  the  undertakers." 

"  And  what  are  the  simplest  means  P  " 

"  Why,  I  will  serve  up  on  Monday  a  son. 
worthy  of  the  most  fiery  day  in  an  unusually 
sultry  August.  On  Tuesday  I  will  tend  a 
gale  and  hailstones,  suggestive  of  the  arctic 
regions  at  Yule-tide.  On  Wednesday  I  will 
resume  the  oppressive  heat  until  streams  dry  up,  and  water  rises  to 
a  premium.  Then  on  Thursday  I  will  cover  the  ground  with  snow, 
and  finish  up  the  week  with  a  deluge." 

The  Stranger  raised  his  hat  and  answered,  "  The  Clerk  of  the 
Weather,  I  presume  P  " 

"  Quito  so,"  was  the  immediate  response.  "And  now  you  must 
leave  me  to  my  work,  or  Englishmen  will  have  nothing  to  talk  about." 

And  the  balloon  once  more  continued  its  progress  amidst  a  perfect 
salad  of  the  element*. 

"  Very  amusing,"  thought  the  Traveller,  and  then  he  added  aloud, 
speaking  incidentally  the  opinion  of  all  his  countrymen,  "  but  dis- 
tinctly inconvenient  I " 


VOL.  crx. 


74 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  17,  1895. 


MERELY   A   SUGGESTION. 

Mr  Punch  (to the  Shahzada).  "WOULDN'T  TOUK  HIGHNESS  LIKE  ro  SHE  THE  NORTH  POLE?" 

fall  .Vail  Gazette,  August  7,  1895.] 
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TO  CHLOE. 

You're  mine  "  in  haste  " — and  so  it  ends, 

The  usual  scrambling,  headlong  letter ; 
Long  vanished  are  the  days  of  fnends 

Not  otherwise  more  kind  or  better, 
Who  yet  excelled  in  this  respect— 

In  that  they  grudged  not  time  or  trouble 
The  choicest  phrases  to  select, 

Nor  wrote  their  letters  "  at  the  double"  ! 

You're  mine   "in  haste."     It's  not  your 
fault, 

Yoxi  're  but  unconsciously  reflecting 
Our  modern  life,  we  cannot  halt, 

The  vice  is  now  beyond  correcting, 
But  vet  we  sigh  for  old-world  days 

When  lighter  far  was  toil  and  worry, 
When  life  was  spent  in  peaceful  ways 

Without  the  least  idea  of  hurry. 

Yon  're  "  mine  in  haste  "—but  as  I  'm  told 

(The  saying 's  not  precisely  novel) 
That  all  that  glitters  is  not  gold, 

The  fairy  palace  proves  a  hovel, 
So,  possibly,  that  age  was  dull, 

And  since  you  've  graciously  consented 
To  live  to-day — it 's  wonderful 

And  wrong,  perhaps — hut  I  'm  contented  I 

You  "re  "  mine  in  haste."    I  must  devote 

Five  minutes  to  a  swift  endeavour 
To  pen  an  answer  to  your  note, 

But  let  me  sign  myself,  "  Yours  ever  "  ; 
'Tis  not  an  antiquarian  taste 

Which  makes  your  phrase  earn  my  dis- 
pleasure 
So  much  as  that  "  you're  mine  in  haste  " 

Suggests  that  I  '11  "  repent  at  leisure"  ! 


ONE  OF  THE  CHUBCH  MILITANT.  —  The 
Venerable  Archdeacon  DKNISON  celebrated 
his  ninetieth  birthday  last  week.  He  has 
been  in  all  the  hard  fighting,  and  never 
shirked.  May  he  yet  long  be  a  Denizen 
amongst  us.  Profit ! 

MRS.  R.  says  that,  though  she  has  known 
it  all  her  life,  yet  she  could  never  quite  make 
out  what  is  the  meaning  of  the  old  saving 
that  "  One  man  can  only  stand  at  a  door, 
while  another  may  look  over  a  house." 


REASSURING. 

BLM8  Y«R,    SlR,    THAT  'g  ALL  KIOHT,    SlR  I      TaAT  AIN'T  A  FLY,   SlR  ! — 

THAT'S  A  BIT  or  DIRT!" 


BALLAST  FOR  THAT  BALLOON; 

Or,  Rubbish  to  be  Shtt  at  the  Pole. 

DB.  AirDBfcE,  if  you  're  going  to  the  Pole  by  a  balloon, 

(1'uiii-h  hopes  you  '11  be  successful,  and  he  trusts  you  '11  come  back 

soon,) 

Could  you  find  a  little  room  for  some  companions  in  your  oar  ? 
We  have  some  whom  we  should  like  to  see  thus  travelling  afar. 
Place  aux  damtt !    There 's  the  New  Woman  whom  we  really  do 

not  want, 

And  the  Female-suffrage  female,  and  the  shrieking  slave  of  Cant ; 
There  'g  the  Fashionable  Mother  who  constricts  her  daughters'  waists, 
There's  the  Woman  with  a  Past,  who  so  pollutes  the  public  tastes ; 
There's  the  female  who  is  masculine,  the  male  effeminate, 
The  Hedonist  of  hollow  heart  and  paradox-muddled  pate  : 
There 's  that  big  bore  the  Degenerate,  he  '11  turn  up,  divil  doubt 

him  I 

And  that  other  bore,  almost  as  big,  who  writes  big  books  about  him; 
There's  the  pedlar  of  Emotions,  and  the  petty  foe  of  Morals, 
There 's  the  stirrer  up  in  newspapers  of  journalistic  quarrels : 
There 's  the  thorough  paced  denouncer  of  Creation's  horror — Man  ; 
There 's  the  muckrake  wielding  maunderer  on  the  Mysteries  of  Pan  ; 
There 's  the  dirty  dynamiter,  the  neurotic  novelist ! — 
Oh,  take  them  to  the  Pole,  Sir,  I  '11  be  happy  to  assist, 
And  drop  them  there— and  leave  them  there— "  they  never  will  be 

missed ! "  

ON  account  of  the  vogue  for  cj  cling  in  Battersea  Park  this 
summer,  the  past  two  months  will  be  remembered  as  the  "  Bike-at- 
Batterseason  !95." 


BY  OUR  NOTE3-AND-QUERY-MAN. 
Mem.  far  (he  next  Historian,  of  England. 

IT  ii  probable,  from  recent  discoveries  in  the  Archives  of  the 
State  Paper  Office,  that  immediately  after  the  time  of  CRANHIR,  in 
consequence  of  his  having  recanted  two  or  three  times,  the  See  of 
Canterbury  was  to  have  been  re-named  "The  See  of  Recanterbury." 
Also  the  question  as  to  the  origin  of  the  name  is,  we  believe,  finally 
settled  by  the  fact  having  come  to  light,  that,  every  Archbishop,  in 
consequence  of  the  extent  of  his  diocese  and  the  necessity  of  his 
taking  exercise,  was  compelled  to  be  (as  was  Dr.  TAIT,  and  as  is  the 
present  Archbishop,  Dr.  BENSON)  an  excellent  equestrian,  and  that 
the  favourite  pace  for  proceeding  comfortably  and  expeditiously  was 
"a  canter."  The  origin  of  the  "bury"  has  yet  to  be  accounted 
for,  ai  it  has  been  spelt  at  various  times  "  6«ry,"  "  berry,"  "  6«rt»," 
"  burrie,"  "  bury."  But  Kent  being  an  hop  county,  and  beer  the 
popular  beverage  from  time  immemorial,  it  is  highly  probable  that 
as  "  cantor "  referred  to  the  horse,  *>  "  bery  "  (with  the  "  «  long 
' '  beery  ")  referred  to  the  refreshment  for  man  (not  for  beast)  required 
during  the  journey.  This  is  from  an  antiquarian  point  of  view  most 
interesting.  _ 

"  THE  COWES  WEEK."— This,  read  out  aloud  to  a  dairyman  and  a 
butcher,  sounds  bad ;  as  the  firat  would  be  anxious  as  to  the  milk, 
and  the  second  as  to  the  veal :  for  he  would  argue,  "  If  the  cow's 
weak,  what '11  the  calf  be  P  " 

THE  POET  LATTSKATZSHIP  IN  ABS.YANCE.— Why  not  go  to  the 
City  for  our  Poet  Laureate '?  If  a  name  be  any  indication,  the  choice 
ought  at  once  to  fall  upon  "  Alderman  RYMER." 
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THE    COUNTRY    OF    COCKAIGNE. 

A  MONOLOGUE — WITH  A  MOEAL. 

SCENE— An  airless  Court  in  a  London  back  street.  TIME— August. 
Jimmy  (aged  eight,  to  FLORRIE,  aged  seven).  No,  I  ain't  comin'  to 
the  Reckereation  Groun',  not  jess  jit,  I  oarn't.  ...  I  'm  goin'  ter 
wyte  about  'ere  till  the  lidy  comes.  .  .  .  Why,  'er  as  is  comin'  to  see 
my  Muwer  'bont  sendin'  me  fur  a  fortnight  in  the  kerntry.  .  .  . 
Yus,  where  I  was  larst  year.  ...  It 's  settled  as  I  'm  ter  go  agine— 
leastways  as  good  as  settled.  My  Farver  'e  '_ve  sent  in  a  happlujation 


noseguy  fur  to  tike  'ome  to  Muwer — kissanUmuins,  marigoles,  an' 
dyliers,  all  sorts  there  was— an'  Muwer  she  put  'em  in  a  jug,  an' 
soon  as  ever  I  shet  my  eyes  an'  sniffed,  I  could  see  that  gardin?  an' 
Rover  an'  LILY  as  pline— but  they  went  bad,  an'  'ad  to  be  froed 
aw'y  at  larst.  I  shall  see  'em  all  agine  very  soon  now,  though,  won' 
thet  be  proime,  eh  ? ...  "Whatsy  ?  'Ere,  FLOKBIE,  you  ain't 
croyin',  are  yer  ?  .  .  .  Why  don't  yer  arsk  yer  Farver  if  'e  won't  let 
you  go.  ...  Oh,  I  thought  as  yer  wanted  to  go.  Then  what  are 

yer ?  .  .  .    No,  I  ain't  gled  to  git  aw'y  from  you.  .  .  .    A-oonrse 

I  shell  be  gled  to  see  'er ;  but  that  ain't  why,  it's  jest You  ain't 

ever  bin  in  the  kerntry,  or  yon  'd  know  'ow  I  'm  feelin'.  .  . .  There'i 


trine  an'  that.  Yer  'ave  ter  roide  in  a  trine  ter  git  to  the  kerntry, 
yer  know.  .  .  .  Wot,  ain't  yer  never  bin  there  ?  .  .  .  Yer  'd  wanter 
f  awst  enough  if  yer  knoo  what  it  was  loike. .  .  .  There 's  grorss  there, 
an'  trees  an'  that. . .  .  Na-ow,  a  lot  better  'n  the  Reckereation 
Groun'— that 's  all  mide  outer  old 
grivettones  as  the  deaders  'as  done 
wiv.  There's  'ills  an'  bushes  an' 
'edges  where  yer  can  pick  flowers. 
,  .  .  There  ain't  no  perlice  to  git 
yer  locked  up.  .  .  .  An'  everyfink 
smells  so  lovelly,  kinder  'elthy  like 
— it  mikes  yer  feel  'ungry.  .  .  . 
Not  like  sassagcs  an'  inions  azackly 
— 'tain't  that  sorter  smell.  .  .  .  On'y 
Vre  an'  there,  an'  yer  'd  'ardly  tell 
they  was  shops,  they  kerry  'em  on 
that  quoiet.  .  .  .  Yer  wouldn'  call 
it  poky  if  yer  was  there.  Mr. 
DEL vi  s  'e  was  a  kind  man,  'e  was ; 
mide  me  a  whistle  outer  a  sicker- 
more  Dromon,  'e  did ;  an'  Mis. 
DELVES  she  lemme  'elp  her  feed 
the  duckings.  .  .  .  They  'ad  a 
garding  beymd,  an'  there  was  ras- 
berries  an'  gooseberries  a  growin 
on  bushes — strite,  they  was — I  ain't 
tellin'  yer  no  lies — an'  eat  as  many 
as  yer  like,  yer  could.  An'  they 
'ad  a  dog — Rover  'is  nime  was — 'e 
was  a  koind  dog,  lemme  lay  insoide 
of  'is  kennel  orfen,  'e  would.  .  .  . 
I  'd  like  ter  'ave  a  run  over  thet 
Common  agen,  too.  I  dessay  as  I 
shell — p'reps  the  d'y  arter  to- 
morrer.  .  .  .  There's  a  pond  on  it, 
an'  geese,  an'  they  comes  at  yer  a 
stritohing  out  their  necks  an' 
a-'istin'  thet  sevidge.  .  .  .  Na-ow, 
yer've  on'y  got  ter  walk  up  to  'em, 
an'  they  goes  orf  purtendin'  they 
took  yer  fur  somebody  else,  an' 
wasn't  meanin'  no  offence.  I  ain't 
afride  o'  no  geese,  I  ain't— nor  yet 
LILT  wasn't  neither.  We  sor  a  pig 
'aving  a  ring  put  froo  'is  nose  one 
day.  'E  'offered  out  like  'e  was 
bein'  killed— but  'e  wasn't.  An* 
there  was  ablecksmiff's,  where  they 
put  the  'orse's  shoes  on  red  'ot,  an' 
the  'crse  'e  never  toik  no  notice.  Me  an'  LILT  used  ter  go  fur  long  I 
walks,  all  under  trees.  Once  she  showed  me  a  squill—"  tquerl "  she 
kep'  a-callin'  of  it.  till  I  tole  'er  'ow — an'  it  run  up  a  tree  zigzag,  and 
jumped  on  to  another  ever  so  fur.  That  was  when  we  was  pickin' 
nuts.  "We  went  a  blackberryin',  too,  one  day.  .  .  .  Na-ow,  there 
warn't  nobody  dead.  An'  LILT.  . . .  LILT  DELYES  'er  nime  was, 
b'longed  to  them  I  was  stoppin'  wiv.  ...  I  didn't  notice  partick-  , 
ler.  .  .  .  Older  nor  you,  an'  bigger,  an'  lots  redder  'bout  the  cheeks. 
.  .  .  She  wasn't  a  bad  sort— fur  a  gal.  ...  I  dunno ;  I  liked  all  on 
'*m.  .  .  .  Well,  there  was  Farmer  FUKBOWS.  'e  was  very  familiar,  • 
said  as  'ow  I  might  go  inter  'is  horchard  an'  pick  the  happles  up  as 
was  layin'  there  jest  fur  the  arskin'.  An'  BOB  RUMBLE,  'fm  as  druv 
Mr.  KEJJNISTER  the  grocer's  cart,  'e  used  ter  gimme  a  roide  along  of 
im  when  'e  was  tikin'  round  poreels  an'  that.  We  'd  go  along  lanes  I 
that  'igh  ver  couldn't  see  nuffink  fur  leaves ;  and  once  'e  druv  along 
a  Pork  with  tremerjus  big  trees  in  it,  an'  stagses  walkin'  about 
underneath  with  grite  big  'orns.  .  .  .  Suthink  like  'im  as  is  drawed 
ouUide  the  public  round  the  corner— on'y  they  warn't  none  o'  them 
gold.  I  'tpeck  them  gold  ones  is  furrin.  ...  An'  the  grub— we  'ad 
be*f  stike  pudd'n  o'  Sundays,  an'  as  much  bread  an'  treacle  every  day 
as  ever  1  could  eat,  an'  I  was  'ucgry  when  I  was  in  the  kerntry. 
...  An  when  I  come  away  Mrs.  DELVES  she  gethered  me  a  big 


1he  lidy  comin'  now.  I  must  cut  across  an'  'ear  what  she  sez  to 
Muwer.  .  .  .  Don'  tike  on— Hain't  on'y  fur  a  fortnight,  anyway. 
.  .  .  Look  'ere,  I  got  suthink  for  yer,  FLORETB,  bought  it  orf  a  man 
what  'ad  a  tray  on  'em — it  s  a  wornut,  d'yer  see  ?  Now  open  it — 
ain't  them  two  little  choiner  dolls  noice,  eh  ?  ...  I  'd  rorther  you 
'ad  it  nor  'er,  strite,  I  would  I ...  I  '11  be  back  in  a  minnit. 

AFTER  AN  INTERVAL  OF  TWENTY-FOCB  HOCKS. 

No,  I  ain't  bin  nowhere  partick- 
ler.  .  .  .  Settled?  yus,  it's  all 
settled  'bout  me  goin'  ter  the  kern- 
try. .  . .  To-morrer  ?  no,  I  ain't 
goin'  to-morrer.  .  .  .  Nei'  week? 
not  as  I  knows  on.  .  .  .  You  wanter 
know  sech  a  lot,  you  do !  ...  If  I 
do  tell  yer,  you'll  on'y  go  an'  larf. 
.  .  .  Well,  I  ain't  goin'  at  all— 
now  I  'ope  you  're  pleased.  .  .  . 
What's  the  good  o'  bein'  sorry1? 
.  .  .  Oh,  I  don't  keer  much,  I 
don't.  .  . .  Set  down  on  this  step 
alonger  me,  then,  and  don'  you  go 
sijin'  nuffink,  or  I'll  stop  tellin' 
yer.  .  .  .  You  remember  me  goin' 
in  yes'day  arternoon  to  'ear  what 
the  lidy  said  ?  Well,  when  I  got 
in,  I  'eard  'er  s'y,  "Yus.  it'll  be 
a  great  disappintment  fur  'im,  pore 
boy,1'  she  sez,  "  arter  lookin'  for- 
ward to  it  an'  all ;  but  it  can't  be 
'elped."  An'  Mnvver,  she  sez, 
"'Is  Farver '11  be  sorry,  too;  it 
done  JIMMT  ser  much  good  larst 
time.  'E  can't  pay  not  more  nor 
'arf-a-crownd  a  week  towards  it, 
but  he  can  manage  that,  bein'  in 
work  jes  now."  But  the  lidy  sez, 
"It's  this  w'y,"  she  sez,  "itcostis 
us  neelly  arf  a  suffering  over  what 
the  parints  pays  fur  each  child, 
and  we  ain't  got  the  fun's  fur  to 
send  more  'n  a  few,  'cos  the  Public 
don'  suscroibe  ser  much  as  they 
might,"  she  sez.  "An'  so  this  year 
we  're  on'y  sending  children  as  is 
delikit,  an'  reelly  wants  a.  chinge." 
So  yer  see,  I  ain't  a  goin'.  I  dun- 
no  as  I  'm  delikit ;  but  I  do  want 
the  kerntry  orful  bad,  I  do.  I 
wish  I  never  'adn't  bin  there  at 
all,  'cos  then  preps  I  shouldn' 
mind.  An'  yit  I  'm  gled  I  bin, 
too.  I  dreamt  about  it  larst 

night,  FLORRIE,  I  did.  I  was  a-settin'  on  this  'ere  step,  time 
as  I  am  now,  an'  it  was  'ot  an'  stoinin',  like  it  is;  an'  all  of  a 
suddink  I  see  Mr.  KENNISTER'S  cart  wiv  the  grey  'orse  turn  into 
pur  court  an'  pull  up  hoppersite,  an'  Bon  RUMBLE  'e  was  a-drivin'  on 
it.  An  'e  sez  •'  Jump  up !  "  he  sez,  "and  I'll  tike  yer  back  to  Mr. 
DRLVES'S  cottidge."  And  I  sez,  "  May  FLORBIE  come  too."  An' he 
sez,  "  Yus,  both  on  yer."  So  up  we  gits,  an'  we  was  droivin'  along 
the  lanes,  an'  I  was  showin'  yer  the  squills  an'  the  stagses.  an'  jes  as 

we  come  to  the  turn  where  yer  kin  see  the  cottidge Well,  1  don' 

remember  no  more  on  it.  But  it  was  a  noice  dream  so  fur  as  I  got 
wiv  it,  an'  if  I  'adn't  never  bin  there,  I  oouldn'  ha'  dreamt  it,  could 
I,  eh  ?  An',  like  as  not,  I  '11  dream  the  rest  on  it  anuvver  night.  .  .  . 
An'  you  must  try  an'  dream  your  share,  tie,  FLORRIE.  It'll  be 
a'most  like  bein'  in  the  kerntry  in  a  Eort  o'  w'y  fur  both  on  us, 
won' tit? 

TBE  MOKAL.— The  offices  of  the  Children's  Country  Holidays  Fund 
are  at  10,  Buckingham  Street,  Strand,  and  contributions  thould  be 
made  payable  to  the  Hon.  Treasurer. 


"  Now  I  'm  set  ut 
companion  pages  in  1 


as  the  first  page  in  type  observed  to  his 
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"  RULE,  '  BRITANNYER' ! " 

Being  a  loyal  letter  from  Mr.  Jtames,  at  Cowc*  Regatta,  to  Mary 
in  Mayfair. 

DEAR   MART,  — " Rule,  Britannyer  !  "    To  that   sentiment   I'm 

partial, 

As  there  isn't  not  one  like  it,  not  to  make  a  man  feel  martial, 
Pattryottio,  and  all  that,  dear.    But  at  this  serblime  conjunction— 
Of  ryalties  and  regattas— wy  I  butters  it  with  hunction. 
Rule,  Britannyer  !    As  you  '11  understand  I  mean  the  Ryal  yotl 
Hah !    Haitch-Har-Haitch — Eving  bless  him ! — knows  hexactly  wot 

is  wot 

In  the  way  of  yots  and  racing ;  wich  I  'm  free  to  own,  my  dear, 
As  I  don't.    And  moresomever  it  do  make  me  faint  and  queer 
When  I  think  of  Hengland's  'Ope  aboard  that  skittish,  sloping  thing, 
As  looks  to  my  shore-going  eyes  like  a  white  bird  all  wing. 
Well,  I  own  I'm  not  a  Wiking  ;  all  /want  of  the  blue  sea 
Is  a  kipper  for  my  breakfubt,  and  a  winkle  with  my  tea. 
But  the  Ouv'nor,  he 's  a  topper  at  the  nortiokle.    Great  Scott  1 
Ow  he  do  put  on  the  Brayvo  'loks  when  once  aboard  a  yot ! 
He 's  a  puneok  pocket  Neptune,  wioh  a  chubby  little  chap, 
Looks  perticularly  fetchin'  in  a  trotty  yotting  cap. 
Then  he  loves  the  swells — like  I  do — and  it 's  sweet  to  'ear  him  tork 
Of  his  pal  the  P.  of  W.  and  his  chum  the  Book  o'  YOBK. 
He  'g  just  like  a  locomotive  OH  the  everlastin*  puff, 
He  enjys  hisself  like  fifty,  and  he's  never  'ad  enuff : 
I  do  like  to  'ear  him  patter  to  the  cumpany  ashore, 
He  keeps  his  friends  a-bustin',  and  the  table  in  a  roar. 
I  on'y  wish,  dear  MART,  I  could  phonygraff  his  chat, 
And  kinettypcope  his  haction  ;  you  would  roar  all  round  your  'at 
The  Cowes  Week  would  'ave  been  rippin'  if  it  'adn't  bin  tor  rain  ; — 
(As  was  bad  for  Ryal  Princes,  and  likeways  for  Messrs.  PAIN). 
And  them  tuppenny-apenny     trippers,"  as  did  ought  to  be  kep  out 
When  bus  gentry  is  a-swarmin',  and  there 's  Ryalties  about. 
The  Solent  should  be  oordon'd  hoff  for  Hemperors  once  a  year, 
For  a  mil  o'  Margit  manners,  and  Salvationists,  and  beer, 
Ain't  no  welcome  for  a  Kyser,  no,  nor  yet  a  Sha/ydar, 
As  demmocrycv  is  gettin'  too  permiskus  like,  by  far. 
A  orty  OWEN  /OLLERN  didn't  ought  to  be  mixed  hnp 
With  Bank  'Olidays  and  bikes,  when  he's  a  manin'  for  a  Cup. 
'Tis  his  seventh  Solent  wisit,  and  things  went  a  trifle  ram ; 
And  if  he  took  the  Himperisil  "Ump  and  nex'  year  didn't  come, 
W  'y  it  wouldn't  be  serprisink,  and  nus  BULLS,  and  Cowes,  would  suffer. 
Whate'er  that  HKMPEROK  may  be,  he  ain't  no  idle  duffer  I 
The  Guv'nor,  he  hadmires  him  most  tremenjus ;  so  do  hi. 
It  is  suthink  a' moat  touchin'  for  to  see  him,  smart  and  spry 
In  his  simple  yotting  costoom,  with  his  snowy  cap  an'  ducks, 
A-taking  it  so  heasy,  though  he  'd  none  the  best  of  lucks. 
And  his  hironclads  f ! !    Oreat  Gumbo— as  the  Guv'nor  loves  to  say— 
They  do  not  spare  the  powder,  and  if  this  is  but  their  play, 
/don't  want  to  see'emtcorfoV.  The  young  HEMPEROR  whisked  about — 
With  our  Guv'nor  on  his  track,  too,  don't  you  make  no  sort  of  doubt  — 
His  hork-heye— the  Guv's— wos  heverywhere.    He  watchin'  each 

puff  an'  pop, 

From  the  sorubbin'  of  a  binnycle  or  the  twirlin'  of  a  mop, 
To  polishin'  the  funnel-tops  with  rottenstone  and  ile, 
Wich  he  said  he  watched  each  mornin',  Guv  wos  in  it  all  the  while. 
He  fair  shaddered  the  young  KYSF.K.     And  the  story  he  'd  reherse, 
With  a  eloquence  and  hunction  quite  like  droppin'  into  werse. 
And  he  always  soots  the  haction  to  the  word  in  sech  a  way, 
That  when  fairly  on  the  cackle  he's  as  good  as  any  play. 
But,  0,  MAHY  !  it  wos  orkerd,  and  yumilh  hating  too, 
When  our  yot— her  name 's  the  Polyicop—to  git  a  better  view, 
Shoved  "erself  a  bit  too  forrad,  and,  amidst  a  general  skoff, 
Wos  tackled  by  a  snortin'  tug,  and  coolly  carted  hoff  I 
Guv  swore  he  'd  tell  his  pal  the  Dock  but  p'r'aps  that  wos  bis  fun; 
He  also  said  he  'd  a^k  him  why  the  Meteor  didn't  run. 
Owsomever  "  Rule,  Sritannyer  "  is  quite  good  ennff  for  me 
(Though  the  "  Hail,  Sir  "  'ad  a  hinnings).    I  am  nuts  on  Germany, 
But  when  Haitch-Har-Haitch  wos  winnin',  why  I  feltabustin'  throb 
Swell  this  bnzzum,  for  I  thinks,  thinks  I,  "  Old  England's  on  the 

job  1 " 

Wich  to  see  htr  rule  the  waves,  dear,  is  the  hackmy  of  my  dreams, 
So  no  more  at  present,  MAST,  from  your  fellow-servant, 

JKAMES. 

AT  a  banquet  given  in  Bristol  in  honour  of  the  invincible  bicyclist, 
Mr.  A.  A.  XisiMERMAN.  a  reverend  gentleman  suggested  that  the 
Town  Councillors  should  present  the  freedom  of  that  city  to  the  two 
champions  W.  G.  GRACE  and  A.  A.  /HIM  KKMAN.  Another  spokes- 
man, on  the  same  festive  occasion,  remarked  that  he  had  hf  ard  of  a 
book  called  Zimmerman  on  Solitude.  He  had  never  seen  ZIMMER- 
MAN on  Solitude,  but  he  had  beheld  him  on  a  safety.  Really  in 
Bristol  their  badinage  is  quite  brilliant ! 


TOBY,  K.P 


Home  of  Commoni,  Mon- 
day, August  12.— Back  in 
the  old  place.  Same  ad- 
dress ;  same  walla  ;  same 
benches;  same  stage  in  short, 
but  almost  entirely  new 
company.  SQCIRE  OF  MAX- 
WOOD  lends  friendly  look  to 
Front  Opposition  Bench.  But 
there  are  many  vacant  places 
to  right  and  left  of  him. 
Where  is  JOHN  MOBLEY,  and 
A  UNOLD  MORLET,  and  SH  A  w- 
LEFBVBE  who  saved  our 
Commons  but  could  not  save 
his  seat  among  them?  What 

has  become  of  JOHN  HIBRKRT,  gentlest  mannered  man  that  ever 
repulsed  attack  on  the  public  purse !'  And  GEOBOE  KUSHKLL  and 
LKTKSON-GOWFK  'f  Was  not  even  a  BRASH  plucked  from  the  burn- 
ing ?  Was  "  BOBBT,"  in  laager  behind  bis  collar,  out  off  in  the  full 
fragrance  of  youth  and  beauty  ? 

SAHK,  looking  round  on  other  quarters  of  House,  cannot  refrain 
from  dropping  a  salt  if  silent  tear.  "Ton  call  this  the  Home  of 
Commons,"  he  said,  bitterly,  "  and  find  in  it  no  place  for  ALPIIECS 
CLEOPHAS  ?  One  black  man  may  be  as  good  as  another,  and  even 
better;  that  is  the  MABKISS'S  affair.  As  Vi ROIL  wrote  of  Tr'jm 
and  Tyrian, 

BHOWNAOORBE  NAOBOJI  mihi  nullo  diicrimine  agttur. 

But  how  is  Parliament  going  to  limp  along  without  our  CONYBEABK, 
our  SEYMOUR  EBAT,  ana  our  DON'T  KEIR  HARDIE  f  I  suppose  it 's 
all  right.  The  SPEAKER  will  take  Chair  at  usual  boor ;  questions 
will  be  put  and  answered ;  Bills  will  make  progress  and  '  the  House 
will  now  adjourn.'  But  if  the  House  of  Commons  is  itself  without 
the  eminent  persons  I  have  mentioned,  I  at  least  shall  not  be  able  to 
recognise  its  identity." 

"Oh,  cheer  up,  said  ST.  JOHH  BfiODRicr,  Premier-maker, 
Destroyer  of  Majorities,  sort  of  Parliamentary  WARWICK.  "  You 
don't  know  what  the  future  may  have  in  store  for  you.  There  are 
fathomless  possibilities  in  this  unfamiliar  crowd.  It's  true  no  new 
Members,  as  far  as  I  observed,  came  down  in  a  brake  accom- 
panied by  trumpets  also  and  shawms.  But  DON'T  KEIB  HABDIK 
didn't  live  up  to  that  introduction.  The  fact  is,  it  probably  had 
something  to  do  with  bis  distinct  failure.  It  raised  expectation  too 
high,  and  even  his  oollarless  shirt,  his  short  jacket,  his  Tweed  cap, 
and  his  tendency  to  shed  papers  out  of  his  over-stuffed  pockets  as 
he  walked  about  the  premises,  didn't  make  up  what  was  lacking." 

Whilst  WARWICK  BBODRICK  talking,  he  was  constantly  turning 
over  things  in  his  pockets.  Thought  at  first  it  was  money.  "  Been 
drawing  your  salary  a  quarter  in  advance  ?  "  I  asked,  anxious  to 
learn  the  habits  of  the  new  Ministry. 

"  No,"  said  WABWICK,  ''it's  not  that.  See,"  he  said,  picking  out 
handful  of  small  bullets  ;  "  these  are  what  we  use  in  the  new  rifles 
fired  with  cordite.  Nice  things  yon  know.  Will  hop  across  two 
miles  before  you  know  where  you  are.  In  the  other  pocket  got  a  few 
charges  of  cordite.  No!  Rather  not  see  them ?  Well,  no  account- 
ing for  prejudice.  I  mean  to  keep  a  supply  always  on  hand,  or  rather 
in  pocket.  Opposition  not  likely  to  do  anything  much  yet  awhile. 
But  they  '11  try  and  form  up  by-and-by.  When  they  do,  I  '11  show 
'em  a  cordite  cartridge,  rattle  a  few  of  these  bullets,  with  their 
cupro-nickel  jackets,  and,  poof!  they're  off  jn»t  as  they  were  when 
I  defeated  the  late  Government  in  June.  Can't  have  too  much  of  a 
good  thing.  What  cordite 's  done  onoe  it  mav  do  again." 

And  the  Financial  Secretary  to  the  War  Office  walked  off,  ostenta- 
tiously rattling  the  contents  of  his  pockets  as  he  passed  CAWUKLL- 
BANNERMAS,  who  visibly  faltered. 

Susineti  done.— New  SPEAKER  elected. 


Arcades  Ambo. 

THE  Heathen  Chinee  and  Unspeakable  Turk 
Seem  largely  alike,  in  Gehenna's  black  work. 
The  earth  would  smile  fairer,  methinks,  were  it  free 
Of  Unspeakable  Turk  and  of  Heathen  Chinee. 
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IDLE    SPEECHES. 

"AND  so  THAT'S  HBK  HUSBAND,  is  IT?    LOOKS  AS  IF  SHE'D  WON  HIM  IN  A 
"  AND  AS  IF  THE  TICKETS  FOK  THAT  RAFFLE  HADN'T  BEEN  VEBY  EXPENSIVE  I 


THE  OLLENDOKF  GUIDE  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

THE  CHEAP  EXCURSIONIST. 

DID  the  (rood  neighbour  go  by  the  cheap  excursion  ?  Yes,  the  good 
neighbour  did  go  by  the  cheap  excursion,  and  so  did  his  wife,  his 
wife's  mother,  and  his  six  children.  Did  he  catch  the  cab  of  the 
early  driver  ?  No,  he  did  not  catch  the  cab  of  the  early  driver,  but 
le  used  the  omnibus  of  the  sleeping  coachman,  who  took  him  as  far 
as  half-way  (half-way  as  far  as).  Had  the  good  neighbour  to  finish 
the  journey  to  the  railway  station  on  foot  ?  Yes,  he  had,  and  so  had 
tiis  wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  his  six  children.  Are  they  in  a  good 
temper,  or  a  bad  temper  ?  They  are  in  a  bad  temper,  because  it  is 
raining,  and  because  the  mother  of  the  wife  of  the  good  neighbour 
had  not  wished  to  go.  Have  they  found  the  right  train  ?  No,  they 
have  not  found  the  right  train,  but  are  entering  carriages  bound  for 
another  destination.  Has  the  guard  of  the  wrong  train  disturbed  the 
rood  neighbour,  his  wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  his  six  children  ? 
The  guard  of  the  wrong  train  has  disturbed  them,  and  has  thrust 
them  into  the  bad  carriages  of  the  right  train.  Were  not  the  bad 
carriages  of  the  right  train  already  crowded  ?  They  were  already 
crowded  with  the  nairdresser,  the  artist's  model,  the  plasterers,  the 
builders,  the  sweeps,  the  fruiterers,  and  the  quiet  young  man  who 
contributes  poetry  to  the  columns  of  a  local  paper.  Did  not  the  entrance 
of  the  good  neighbour,  his  wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  his  six 
children,  inconvenience  the  hairdresser,  the  artist's  model,  the  plas- 
terers, the  builders,  the  sweeps,  the  fruiterers,  and  the  quiet  young 
man  who  contributes  poetry  to  the  columns  of  the  local  paper  ?  It 
did,  and  caused  most  of  them  to  use  bed  language  (i.e.,  oaths).  Did 
the  quiet  young  man  who  contributes  poetry  to  the  columns  of  a  local 
paper  use  bad  language  ?  Ko,  the  quiet  young  man  who  contributes 
poetry  to  the  columns  of  a  local  paper  did  not  use  bad  language,  be- 
cause he  was  in  a  fit.  How  did  the  good  neighbour  enjoy  his  journey? 
The  good  neighbour  did  not  enjoy  his  journey,  because  he  had  to 
submit  to  the  smoke  of  the  hairdresser,  the  lavender  water  of  the 
artist's  model,  the  snuff  of  the  plasterers,  the  smoke  of  the  builders, 
the  concertinas  of  the  sweeps,  the  comic  songs  of  the  fruiterers, 
and  the  gasps  of  the  quiet  young  man  who  eantribntes  poetry 
to  the  columns  of  a  local  paper.  Did  the  good  neighbour  have 
to  submit  to  any  further  inconvenience  ?  Yes,  he  was  abused 
by  his  wife,  bullied  by  his  wife's  mother,  and  plagued  by  his 
six  children.  Was  the  weather  at  the  destination  of  the  good 
neighbour  favourable?  No,  it  was  not  favourable,  as  it  rained 
heavily  all  day.  Did  the  good  neighbour  find  time  hang  heavily 
on  his  hands  ?  Yes,  he  did  find  time  hang  heavily  on  his  hands ; 
but  not  so  heavily  as  his  wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  six  children. 


Did  the  good  neighbour,  his  wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  his 
six  children  get  sufficient  to  eat  ?  No,  they  did  not  get  sufficient 
to  eat ;  but  they  discussed  the  broken  scraps  left  at  a  shilling  ordi- 
nary (i.e..  ordinary  price  one  shilling).  Were  they  happy  to  get 
liome?  Yes,  they  were  happy  to  get  home  ;  but  had  to  return  with 
the  hairdresser,  the  artist's  model,  the  plasterers,  the  builders,  the 
sweeps,  the  fruiterers,  but  not  the  quiet  young  man  who  contributes 
poetry  to  the  columns  of  a  local  paper.  Were  the  hairdresser,  the 
artist's  model,  the  plasterers,  the  sweeps,  and  the  fruiterers  more 
noisy  at  night  than  they  had  been  in  the  morning  ?  Yes,  they  were 
more  noisy,  because  they  had  all  been  drinking  the  much-adulterated 
beer  of  the  prosperous  but  dishonest  publican.  Did  the  good  neigh- 
bour arrive  at  home  at  last  ?  Yes,  the  good  neighbour  did  arrive  at 
borne  at  last,  but  more  dead  than  alive  (i.e.,  aliver  than  more  dead). 
Will  the  wife  of  the  good  neighbour,  her  mother,  and  her  six 
children  go  on  a  similar  trip  on  the  next  suitable  occasion  ?  They  will 
go,  but  they  will  not  be  accompanied,  if  he  can  help  it,  by  the  good 
neighbour.  Will  the  good  neighbour  be  able  to  help  it  ?  No,  the 
good  neighbour  will  not  be  able  to  help  it ;  so  he  will  accompany  his 
wife,  his  wife's  mother,  and  his  six  children,  protesting.  Will  the 
•ood  neighbour  use  good  language  ?  No,  the  good  neighbour  will  use 
>ad  languaee.  Will  the  bad  language  of  the  good  neighbour  be  very 
wrong  ?  Yes,  the  bad  language  of  the  good  neighbour  will  be  very 
wrong,  but  it  will  not  be  unnatural. 

On  the  Cards. 
M'CARTHT  a-cudgelling  HEALY  now  starts, 

And  HEALY  mild  JUSTIN  remorselessly  drubs. 
Alas,  that  long  over-due  "  Union  of  Hearts," 

Will  become  a  Collision  of  Clubs  ! 

MONOPOLY. — M.  MAX  O'RELL,  who  has  commonly  "  a  guid  conceit 
o'  himsel',"  and  shows  it,  with  more  lhan  Saottish— or,  as  he  says, 
Scotch— simplicity,  dislikes  the  monopolist  egotism  shown  in  the 
phrase  "  an  English  gentleman."  "  A  gentleman  of  France '  would 
perhaps  less  shock  his  fine  altruistic  sensibilities.  He  suggests 
that  speilin?  of  a  courteous  Scot  we  dub  him  "an  English  gen- 
tleman." bu,  were  he  a  murderer  should  call  him  "a  Scotch  mur- 
derer." Perhaps  he  will  write  a  new  book,  and  call  it  "  John  Bull 
and  his  Bile."  "  It  is  wonderful "  (he  continues)  "  how  JOHN  BULL 
manages  to  monopolise  all  that  is  good,  and  let  the  rest  of  the  world 
partake  of  what  he  does  not  want."  Well,  not  entirelv,  perhaps. 
For  example,  JOHN  BULL  does  not  wish  to  "  monopolise  "  MAX  O'RELL 
himself,  though,  of  course,  he  is  "  good,"  and  full  of  "  good  things. 
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''THE   SOONER  THE  BETTER." 


FIRST  POBTEH  (A.  J.  B.)  "  COME  MATE !    PIT  YOUR  BACK  INTO  IT-WE  'VE  GOT  TO  SHUNT  THIS  BEFORE 

WE  CAN  GO  OFF  DUTY  !  " 


AUGUST  17,  1895.] 
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JUSTIN    THE   TERRIBLE! 

J.  M'Carthy  (with  dim  rtcolleclion  of  Mr.  Penley  as  the  "Rev.  Robert  Spotting").    "  Do  YOU 
KNOW,  TIMOTHY,  IF  YOB  oo  ON  LIKB  THIS,  I  SHALL  HAVK  TO  am  VMRT  CROSS  WITH  TOU  ; 

I   SHALL   KKAI.LY  HAVK  TO  GIVB   YOU  A   GOOD  BAUD  KNOCK!" 


HAKRY  ON  'ARRY. 

["There  is  no  doubt  whatever  that  a  large 
number  of  Englishmen  abroad  conduct  themselves 
in  a  manner  which  brings  discredit  oil  our  country. 
.  .  .  Such  demonstrations,  indeed,  are  taken  to 
mean  that  our  countrymen  desire  thereby  to  show 
their  consciousness  of  superiority  over  foreigners. 
.  .  .  We  do  not  want  "  HARRYS  "  to  disgrace  us, 
no  matter  whether  the  "trippers"  ride  in  first, 
second,  or  third-class  carriages." 

The  "  Echo  "  on  "  Jlngllth  Toitritti  Abroad."} 

liK.ut  BERTIE,— I  hare  got  the  needle,  and 

got  it  exceedingly  sharp. 
This  'ARHY — I  mean  the  cad-cockney  well 

known  to  "  the  'Eath  and  the  "Arp"— 
Is  becomin'  no  end  of  a  nuisance  all  round ; 

but  I  think  you  '11  agree 
It  is  jjlayin'  it  pretty  low  down  when  they 

mix  up  that  mongrel  with  me  1 

One  would  think  the  dropped  aitoh  and  apos- 
trophe ought  to  have  labelled  that  brand, 

Which  the  Comics,  in  picture  and  patter, 
have  scattered  all  over  the  land ; 

But  surely  some  new  Trades  Mark  Act  must 
be  wanted  exceedingly  bad 

When  HARHY,  the  travellin'  Briton,  is 
jumbled  with  'ARKY  the  Cad. 


.1  us t  glance  at  the  cutting  enclosed.    Now  I 

travel,  in  silks,  as  you  know, 
And  Paris  and  Lyons  to  me  are  familiar  as 

Bradford  or  Bow. 
But  a  gent  it  a  gent,  though  in  trade,  and 

abroad  just  as  much  as  at  home. 
And  the  manners  that  pass  in  Pall  Mall  ought 

to  do  for  Berlin  or  for  Home ! 

I'm  sick,  my  dear  fellow,  of  readin'  about 

British  Cads  on  the  trip, 
And  the  way  that  they  rough-up  the  foreigners. 

Every  French  barber  or  snip, 
With  a  back  that's  all  hinges  and  angles, 

will  read  us  a  lesson  on  form, 
And  the  penny-a-liners  at  home  back  him 

up,  and  we— bow  to  the  storm ! 

It 's  rot,  and  there 's  no  other  word  for  it  1  / 

mean  rebellin'  for  one. 
All  this  talk  about  'Ames  Abroad,  which  the 

ink-slingers  think  such  prime  fun, 
Is  all  unpatriotic  knock-under,   poor  tame 

cosmopolitan  cant, 
And  as  much  a  true  bill  as  the  chat  of  that 

sour  Mrs.  ORMISTON  CHANT. 

If  there 's  anythin'  gives  me  the  hump,  it  is 
hearin'  Old  England  run  down ; 


And  your  Kads,  and  your  Cads,  and  your  Cook- 
tails,  all  haters  of  Class  and  the  Crown, 

Are  eternally  hast  in'  JOHN  BULL  on  his 
bnllyin'  airs  and  stiff  back. 

0  it  gives  me  the  very  go-nimble  to  hear 

their  contemptible  clack ! 

They  charge  us  with  bounce  and  bad  manners, 

with  trottin'  around  in  queer  togs, 
With  chaffin'  the  waiters  at  caffi,  and  treatin' 

the  porters  like  dogs. 
They  say  we  raise  shines  in  their  churches, 

and  mock  their  processions  and  priests ; 
In  fact,  if  yon  'd  only  believe  them  you  ' J 

class  us  as  bullies  and  beasts. 

Now  /say  a  Briton's  a  Briton  wherever  he 

happens  to  go. 
He  has  got  to  oe  "  taken  as  written,"  with 

freedom  his  briar  to  blow, 
His  flannels  and  bowler  to  sport,  his  opinions 

and  tastes  to  express, 
As  he  would  in  Hyde  Park  or  the  Strand,  and 

he  won't  be  contented  with  less. 

He  takes  "Rule,  Britannia"  along  with  him, 

ymint,'  JOHNNY  BOLL  does,  yon  bet ; 
And  it 's  no  use  for  Germans  to  grunt,  and  it 's 

no  use  for  Frenchmen  to  fret. 
We've  got_to  be  free,  my  dear  fellow,— no 

matter  if  welcome  or  not, — 
And  to  slang  us  as  "'Arries  Abroad"  for 

that  freedom  is  all  tommyrot. 

That  Johnnv  who  writes  about  'ABRY — in 
Punch  don'toher  know — is  a  Had, 

1  can  see  it  as  plain  as  be  blowed ;  and  he 

kbels  the  lot  of  us  "  Cad  " 
If  we '  ve  patriot  hearts  and  high  spirits,  talk 

slang,  and  are  fond  of  a  spree, 
But  Aw  'ABET 's  no  class,  and  it's  like  his 

dashed  cheek  to  confound  him  with  me .' 

He's  done  heaps  of  mischief,  that  joker,  along 

of  his  levellin'  trick, 
Of  tarrin'  the  classes  and  masses,  without 

any  judgment  or  pick, 
With  one  sweepia'  smudge  of  his  tar-brush. 

Cad  I  Cad  I  Cad  l--2l  over  the  shop  !— 
I  'm  sure  he 's  a  bloomin'  outsider,  ana  wish 

Punch  would  put  on  the  stop. 

/like  easy  ways  and  slang-patter,  I'm  Tory 

and  patriot  all  round, — 
As  every  true  Englishman  must  be  who  isn't 

an  ass  or  a  hound, — 
But  your  ill-spellin',  aitoh-droppin'  howler, 

with  ' '  two  quid  a  week  " — as  he  brags — 
Isn't  me,  but  a  Battercea  bounder  with  big 

bulgy  knees  and  loud  bags. 

I  did  do  the  boulevards  onoe  in. 

striped  knickers  and  straw, 

I  admit; 
And  once  in  a  Catholic  church 

I  will  own  I  did  laugh  fit 

to  split. 
But  then,  foreign  tastes  are  so 

fanny,  an  I  foreign  reli- 
gions co  rum ; 
And  if  they  trill  play  mumb>- 

jumbo,  how  can  a  smart 

Johnny  ket  i>  mum  f 

It  is  all  the  dashed  foreigners'  fault  They 
don't  relitli  our  up-and-down  style  ; 

They  smirk  and  they  play  monkey- tricks  and 
then  scowl  if  we  happen  to  smile. 

They  hate  us  like  poison,  and  swear  'tis  be- 
cause of  our  "  swagger  and  bounce," 

But  it's  BULL'S  fightin'  weight  that  they  funk, 
and  by  gad,  they  know  that  to  an  ounce  I 

There  I    I've  let  off   the   steam,  and  feel 

better  I   We  need  ' '  Coalition  "  all  round , 

We  ~ 


We've  got  it  in  Parliament — rippin' 
if  the  game  scheme  we  can  carry 

In    social   arrangements,    why  then    'AKKT 
won't  be  confounded  with         HAKBY. 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

ON  A  CROSS  BENCH.— The  Union 
of  Hearts  does  not  stem  to  have 
spread  as  far  as  Limerick,  if  the 
meetings  of  the  Limerick  Rural 
Sanitary  Board  are  any  test.  One 
member  expressed  an  opinion 
that  the  Conservative  Government 
would  do  as  much  for  the 
labourers  as  the  Whig  Govern- 
ment had  done. 

Mr.  M'MAHON.-'We'll  give  them 
a  chance. 

Mr.  M  INERNEY. —  We  hare  got 
very  little  out  of  the  Liberal  Govern- 
ment. 

Mr.  MoBAN.-Bad  is  the  best  of 
them. 

The  discussion  then  ended. 

This  is  unkind  to  Mr.  MOBLEY. 
Perhaps  a  stave  of  a  popular  Irish 
melody  will  run  thus,— 
Och, these  dhrivellin'  Saxon  Govern- 
ments, 

They  dhroive  us  patriots  mad  ! 
The  worst  of  'em  '«  unspakable, 
And  the  best  of  'em  is  bad  ! 


"  A  LllTLE  MORE  CIDER  TOO.1' 

— "  The  National  Association  of 
Cider  Makers,"  says  the  Brutal 
Mercury,  "is  taking  energetic 
measures  to  ensure  more  atten- 


too  energetic— not  even  if  it  turns 
«n  average  consumption  of  a  pint- 
measure  into  a  quart.  What 
beverage  heats  cider  cup — unless 
it  be  perry  cup  ?  At  present  the 
only  people  at  the  shows  who  are 
allowed  to  taste  the  cider  are  the 
judges.  But  the  public  want  to 
taste,  too — give  them  a  taste  of 
cider,  and  they  '11  get  a  taste  for 
it  in  no  time.  And  rival  makers 
want  to  taste  each  other's  pro- 
ducts, so  as  to  make  their  own 
better.  "Cider  on  tap"  is  the 
motto  for  the  shows,  and  the 


WHAT,    INDEED! 

"  LOOK  HEBF,    DOCTOR,    MY  SON  WANTS  ME  TO  SEND  HIM  TO 
COLLXQX,  AND  HE  SPELLS  IT  COLIDOB.     WHY  HAVEN'T  YOU  TAUGHT 

HIM  BETTER  t" 

"AH— I'M  AFRAID  THAT    MERE    SPELLINS    IS   NOT  TAUGHT   IN   OUB 

CURRICULUM  I " 

"THEN  WHAT  ON  EARTH  is  TAUGHT  IN  YOUR  CORKICULUM?" 
[The  Doctor  suddenly  renumbers  that  the  Sixth  Form  are  waiting  for 
his  Lecture  on  Sophocles. 


West  country  will  thas  be  given 
a  deciderdly  useful  "  Jeg-up." 

PCERIS  REVERENTIA  ! — The  ad- 
vertisement question  in  tram-cars 
is  "up"  again  bef<ne  the  Glas- 
gow bailies.  The  Ti.wn  Council 
has  banished  theEe  disfigure- 
ments, but  it  seems  there  are 
still  Philistine  bodies  who  long 
for  the  good  old  flaring  coloured- 
poster  days.  Witness  this  account 
of  a  recent  meeting  : — 

Mr.  BATTEBSBY  pointed  out  that  a 
large  revenue  could  be  derived  from 
advertisements  on  the  cars,  and  he 
did  not  see  why  the  committee  should 
look  over  such  u  thing. 

Bailie  PATON  said  that  personally 
he  was  dead  against  putting  adver- 
tisements on  the  cars.  If  any  neces- 
sity aro;e  they  had  that  source  of 
revenue.  He  would  not-  spoil  the 
beautiful  appearance  of  the  cars  by 
vulgarising  them. 

Mr.  BATTERSBY.  —That  is  all  senti- 
ment of  a  very  puerile  description. 

Perhaps.  But  as  there  happen  s 
to  be  a  large  balance  to  the  good 
on  the  working  of  the  cus,  why 
not  allow  the  "puerile  senti- 
ment" to  have  play  ?  We  could 
do  with  a  lot  (f  this  kind  of 
puerility  and  sentimentality  down 
south. 


GOOD  OLD  SAM!— Our  belief 
even  in  the  "respectability"  of 
SAMUEL  PEPYS  is  gone  for  ever. 
The  Bright  light  recently  thrown 
on  him  by  the  indefatigable 
MYNOBS  BRIGHT  has  done  the 
trick.  This  skilled  and  uncom- 
promising decipherer  of  the 
Pepyeian  shorthand  will  be  re- 
membered in  connection  with  these 
volumes  as  "  f/nrfer-MYNOBS 
BBIGHT." 

APPROPRIATE  SPOT  FOR  A  PRO- 
VINCIAL BICYCLE  CLUB.  —  Some 
Rural  Wheellage  in  the  Wheel'd 
of  Kent. 


IN  BE  THE  I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C. 

THE  suggestions  I  was  permitted  to  make  en  a  recent  occasion 
concerning  the  future  of  "  the  Devil's  Own"  having  been  productive 
of  a  perfect  torrent  of  letters,  I  hope  that  I  may  be  allowed  to  reply, 
before  the  commencement  of  the  fast-approaching  Lonir  Vacation, 
through  the  columns  of  a  paper  that  for  more  than  half  a  century 
has  been  the  recognised  organ  of  the 
Bench,  the  Bar,  and  the  other  branch 
of  1he  legal  profession.    First  let  me 
repudiate,  with   the   scorn  it    justly 
merits,    and    indignation   which    has 
moved  me  to  tears,  the  contention  that 
in  calling  attention  to  the  compara- 
tively falling  fortunes  of  the  Inns  of 
Court  I  was  "making  a  bid  for  the 
chiffship  of  the  battalion."    Although 
willing  (no   doubt   in   common   with 
every  other  Englishman  of  right  feel- 
ing) to  ehed  my  blood  to  its  last  drop 
in  defence  of  my  country,  I  can  see 
no  possible   good   in    accepting   "the    crown   and    star"    of  the 
I.  0.  C.  R.  V.  C.    No,  I  prefer  the  "  stuff  "  of  the  ranks  to  the  "  silk  " 
of  command.    So  the  forensic  wag,  who  apparently  found  time  during 
the  pauses  of  a  contested  election  in  a  wavering  constituency  to  de- 
pict me  as  a  colonel  with  POBTTHGTON  as  my  orderly,  was  at  fault 
in   his   conclusions.      His  rough-and-ready   pen-and-ink   sketch, 
although  strongly  resembling  Sir  HENRY  IBVIKG  in  the  character  of 
Don  Quixote,  was  not  without  a  certain  rude  kind  of  merit.    When 
I  inspect  it  (and  probably  I  ihall  examine  it  frequently)  I  shall  be 
reminded  of  the  talents  of  one  who,  had  he  not  been  a  "  Q.C.,  M.P.," 
might  have  become  the  rival  of  ROWLANDSON,  the  peer  of  GILBAY, 


and  the  modern  extinguisher  of  the  less  serious  of  the  Old  Masters 
of  the  sixteenth  century.  But  tj  return  more  immediately  to  the 
subject  of  my  correspondence. 

"  The  Brightest  Ornament  of  the  British  Bench  "  writes  to  me  to 
say  that  he  considers  "The  Brook  Green  Volunteer"  was  the  pre- 
cursor of  the  Inns  of  Court,  i  respectfully  submit  to  his  Lordship 
that  he  is  in  error.  The  Brook  Green  Volunteer  was  the  solitary 
representative  of  his  battalion.  I  am  happy  to  be  able  to  say  that  the 
"  Devil's  Own,"  although  no  doubt  reduced  in  numbers,  has  never 
on  parade  presented  so  insignificant  a  "  field  state."  Consequently, 
the  statement  that  "  the  regiment  is  likely  to  diminish  to  its  original 
proportions  "  is  a  prophecy  founded  upon  a  misunderstanding  and 
nourished  upon  a  fallacy. 

The  proposal  of  "One  who  bows  daily  to  his  Lordship  during 
Term  Time"  is  excellent.  My  correspondent  suggests  that  the 
Junior  Bar,  not  immediately  concerned  in  the  business  of  the  Courts, 
should  drill  silently  in  open  Court.  Of  late  it  has  been  ordained  by 
the  Red-book  that  commands  may  be  conveyed  by  gesture.  Thus,  a 
Judge  trying  a  case,  by  raising  or  depressing  his  arms,  or  clenching 
his  fist,  might  cause  the  not-immediately-employed  Bar  to  "turn" 
to  the  right  or  left,  or  even  to  "lie  down."  This  last  command 
might  be  deemed  satisfied  by  the  Wig-wearers  "  coming  to 
the  sitting  posture  smartly."  At  the  close  of  the  day's  proceedings, 
his  Lordship  might  rsise  his  left  arm  to  the  height  of  his  elbow,  upon 
which  the  temporarily-unemployed  mi?ht  take  up  their  dummy 
briefs,  and  hold  them  at  "the  recover."  The  hand  of  his  Lord- 
ship brought  towards  the  face,  with  the  thumb  pointing  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  nose,  might  cause  the  juniors  to  "  turn"  right  and  left. 
"Then,  when  the  senior  usher  raised  both  his  arms  towards  the 
ceiling,  the  stuff-gownsmen  might  march  to  their  front  through  th( 
corridors  until  they  dismissed  without  further  gesture  of  commanc 
in  the  robing  rooms."  Altogether  capital!  "One  who  bows  daily 
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to  his  Lordship  during  Term  Time"  should  publish  his  suggestions 
in  pamohlet  form,  to  be  sold  at  the  popular  price  of  a  penny. 

A  Junior  of  Fifty  Years'  Standing  "  considers  that  no  one  should 
be  admitted  to  an  Inn  of  Court  who  was  unwilling  to  join  the  "  Devil's 
Own."  He  declares  that  he  himself  has  done  infinitely  more  work  as  a 
rifleman  than  as  a  counsel.  "And  yet,"  he  adds,  "  I  found  the  labour 
very  light.  I  do  not  believe  I  attended  more  than  one  parade  in  the 
course  of  a  year  on  tha  average."  I  may  add,  that  possessing  the 
name  of  "A  Junior  of  Fitly  Years'  Standing,"  I  can  vouch  for 
my  learned  friend's  accuracy,  eminence,  and  ability. 

"  A  Judge  who  prefers  Newmarket  to  the  Law  Courts,"  proposes 
that  the  corridors  should  be  utilised  as  a  drill-ground.  "  Let  the 
Bridles  Brigade  drill  therein  during  Term  time,  so  that  they  may 
be  ready  to  hand  if  needed."  A  very  valuable  suggestion. 

"One  who  takes  three  years  of  practice  to  earn  a  quarter  of 
chambers'  rent "  suggests  that  "  The  Devil's  Own  "  should  adopt  as 
its  regimental  motto,  "  Retained  for  the  Defence."  Considering  the 
numbers  of  _the  battalion,  I  am  afraid  the  device  would  have  a  sar- 
castic significance.  And  now,  in  all  sjber  seriousness,  can  nothing 
be  done  to  put  the  grand  old  corps  on  its  former  satisfactory  footing  P 
It  has  an  illustrious  past— most  of  the  best  known  men  at  the  Bar 
belonged  to  it — is  it  impracticable  to  secure  for  it  an  equally  illus- 
trious future  ?  Men  who,  for  half  a  lifetime,  have  stood  shoulder 
to  shoulder  in  defence  of  their  clients'  causes  can  surely  adopt  the 
same  satisfactory  and  honourable  position  to  protect  the  interests  of 
the  ancient  battalion.  Let  Bench  and  Bar  work  with  a  will,  and 
"The  Devil's  Own"  will  be  worthy  of  its  title.  And  with  this 
prophecy  (which  sounds  well,  but  is  delivered  subject  to  counsel's 
revision)  I  bring  my  communication,  already  too  long,  to  an  abrupt 
conclusion.  (Signed) 

Pump  Handle  Court,  Aug.  10,  1895.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  JUN. 

A  MOST  SILENT  AND  DISCBKKT  ECCLESIASTIC.— There  is  a  most 
reverend  personage  who,  every  year,  and  especially  during  the 
summer  season,  must  hear  any  number  of  Amantium  confessionei, 
and  his  name  is  "  Father  Thames."  Let  lovers  beware  of  a  "  bab- 
bling brook." 


REACTION,  1895. 

(See  the  "  Daily  Chronicle  "  of  Augutt  6.) 

REACTION  's  in  the  air,  and  (so  to  speak) 
Its  trail  is  o'er  the  Ckmniclei  own  page? — 

Witness  "  An  Unknown  Q  lautity  "  this  week, 
Whose  meditative  J-pca  disengages 

I)e  rebut  omnibus  a  keen  critiqus. 

Extravagance,  and  levity,  and  fads 

Have  been  o'erdone,  it  seems,  sinie  Eighteen- eighty 
(Or  thereabouts) ;  but,  our  observer  adds, 

JOHN  BULL  has  this  year  grown  more  wise  and  weighty, 
Less  "  new,"  less  yellow— and  has  chunked  the  Hah. 

Reaction's  the  reverse  of  retrograde, 

If  we  recede  from  decadent  excesses, 
And  beat  retreat  from  novelists  who  trade 

On  "  Sex,"  from  artists  whose  chef-d'oeuvre!  are  messes — 
Tis  time  indeed  such  minor  plagues  were  stayed ! 

Then  here 's  for  cricket  in  this  year  of  G  HACK, 
Fair-play  all  round,  straight  bitting  and  straight  dealing 

In  letters,  morals,  art,  and  commonplace 
Reversion  unto  type  in  deed  and  feeling — 

A  path  of  true  Reaction  to  retrace  I 


CAUGHT  WITH  A  "CATCH." — The  idiotic  catch-line  of  a  Parisian 
Cafe-Concert  ditty— "JJ»  coulez-i-ou*  det  t'honiardtf"  has  been 
taken  up  by  the  citizens  of  the  gay  French  capital  with  as  much 
avidity  as  characterized  their  seizure  upon  shares  in  the  Russian  loan. 
The  Comtesse  Y.,  in  sportive  mood,  twitted  her  butler  —  a  very 
ancient  retainer  of  the  family  —  upon  bis  antiquated,  out-of-date 
manners,  and  ohaffingiy  suggested  that  he  should  attempt  to  be  more 
fin-de-tiecle.  The  veteran  tnaitre-d'hutel  assured  Madame  la  Com- 
tesse  that  he  would  give  her  no  further  cause  for  complaint.  Accord- 
ingly, on  the  same  evening,  while  handing  round  wine  at  the  dinner- 
party, he  promptly  bellowed  forth  "En  wulez-vout  du  Pommard?" 
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TRIFLES  LIGHT  AS  HAIR. 

HOWEVER  much  Kentish  farmers  may  grumble  about  the  agri- 
cultural outlook,  their  strop-and-razor 
colleague?,  the  barbers  of  that  county, 
should  now  replace  any  grief  in  which 
they  also  may  be  indulging  in  reference 
to  their  industry,  with  great  gaiety, 
for  there  is  every  prospect  of  a  long 
and  prosperous  run  of  hirsute  harvests. 
The  High  Constable  has  decreed  that, 
unless  his  men  can  grow ' '  well  regulated 
beards  or  military  moustaches,"  they 
are  to  be  clean-shaven.  Farewell  the 
festive  "mutton-chop"  whisker  and 
thejovialgoatee !  Henceforth  "Bobby '" 
will  be  beardless,  and  as  he  drinks  the 
mid-day  pint  of  that  frothing  beverage 
whose  main  ingredient— more  or  less 
— is  malt,  the  upper-lip  hops-taole, 
upon  which  the  foam  was  wont  to 
find  a  brief  resting-place,  will  be  con- 
spicuous by  ils  absence— not  lost  exactly,  but  s(h)aved  before. 


s 


ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

PRESIDENT  ANDREWS,  of  Brown  University,  has  contributed  t> 
the  North  American  Review  an  article  entitled  "Are  there  Too 
Many  of  Us?"  Personally,  I  should  answer  with  an  unhesitating 
yes,  especially  after  Bank  Holidays,  or  fetes  and  galas  such  as  those 
with  which  the  province  a  teem.  And  it  may  be  noted,  by  the  way, 
as  a  curious  fact  in  the  natural  history  of  amusements,  that  no 
genuine  fete  is  ever  found  without  a  gala.  Conversely  a  gala  with- 
out &  fete  cannot  be  imagined.  From  the  presence  in  your  neigh- 
bourhood of  one  of  the  two  you  are  at  once  entitled  to  infer  the 
presence  of  the  other. 

I  RETURN,  however,  to  Professor  ANDREWS.  He  proves  by  a  series 
of  elaborate  and  convincing  calculations  that  if  the  world  started 
with  a  population  of  two.  the  increase  in  3,000  years  would  have 
become  "two  quintillion  human  beings ;  viz.,  to  every  square  yard 
3.333J  persons.  Or  the  earth  would  be  covered  with  men  in  columns 
of  8331  each,  standing  on  each  others  heads.  If  they  averaged  five 
feet  tall,  each  column  would  be  4,166^  feet  high." 

ALL  this  sounds  highly  stupendous.  As  I  am  no  mathematician,  I 
cannot  compete  with  Professor  ANDREWS  of  Brown  University  on 
equal  terms,  but  to  mv  non-mathematical  mind  the  only  inference 
to  be  drawn  from  the  Professor's  calculation  appears  to  be  that  the 
world  is  not  much  more  than  thirty  years  old,  or,  let  us  say,  30 J.  In 
another  ten  years  or  so,  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  start  work  on  the 
columns.  Personally,  I  am  not  impatient.  I  am  quite  willing  to  let 
832  of  my  friends  get  into  position  first.  I  can  then  climb  up  and 
complete  the  column.  Haw  the  fractional  third  is  to  be  made  up  I 
know  not,  unless— happy  thought — there  is  to  be  an  extra  allowance 
of  three  tailors  to  every  column. 

THE  Social  Democratic  Federation  has  been  meeting  in  conference 
at  Birmingham.  Comrades  QUELCH,  BELCHER,  SHAYEH,  GEARD, 
TOOTH,  TEMPEST,  WATTS  and  WENLINGTON  were  all  on  the  spot. 
Some  discussion  took  place  with  reference  to  Justice,  the  official 
organ  of  the  Federation. 

Mr.  BELCH  F.R  (Lincoln),  in  the  course  of  discussion,  thought  they  ought  to 
induce  the  workers  to  take  up  shares,  and  to  back  Juttice  to  the  fullest 
extent.  They  were  inclined  to  sneer  at  capitalists,  but  they  could  not 
carry  on  the  Federation  work  without  taking  a  leaf  out  of  the  capitalist's 
book.  (Hear,  hear.) 

llr.  M'PHERSON,  as  one  of  the  auditors,  said  the  branch  accounts  in 
reference  to  Juttice  were  a  disgrace.  A  great  deal  was  heard  about  the  im- 
morality of  capitalists,  but  a  little  more  morality  was  wanted  in  some  of  the 
branches  in  regard  to  the  paying  of  accounts. 

This,  of  course,  is  most  lamentable.  Even  a  Social  Democrat,  it 
seems,  cannot  alter  hard  facts  or  get  on  without  money.  And  at 
present  nobody  seems  in  want  of  the  particular  kind  of  justice  which 
Messrs.  QUELCH,  BELCHER  and  other  comrades  are  anxious  to  purvey. 

I  LIKE  to  rescue  from  the  dark  unf  athomed  caves  of  ocean  any  gem 
of  purest  ray  serene.  Here  is  one  extracted  from  the  speech  of  Mr. 
POWELL  WILLIAMS,  M.P.,  at  the  recent  dinner  of  the  Birmingham 
Conservative  Club. 

Mr.  POWELL  WILLIAMS,  M.P.,  proposed  "The  Press,'1  and  said  that 
before  he  spoke  of  the  Press  he  would  like  to  correct  a  statement  which  Sir 
MEYSEY  THOMPSON-  made.  That  gentleman  thought  that  Yorkshire  was 
peculiar,  inasmuch  as  it  had  got  rid  of  something  objectionable  in  the  shape 
of  fever  called  Shaw-Lefevre.  He  put  in  a  claim  for  distinction  for  the  county 
of  Cornwall.  In  Cornwall  they  would  tell  you  that  they  had  got  rid  of  the 
worst  kind  of  beer  that  anyone  ever  tasted,  and  that  they  called  Conybeare. 


Later  on  Mr.  WILLIAMS  said  that,  although  the  Gladstonian  Press 
was  more  numerous  than  the  Unionist  Press,  it  had  not  been  able  to 
persuade  the  nation  to  swallow  eighty  Irish  members — which  is, 
perhaps,  fortunate;  since,  to  take  only  one,  I  am  sure  Mr.  TIM 
HKAI. v  would  prove  a  very  tough  morsel  to  digest. 

AND  here  is  a  rose  that,  but  for  me,  might  have  blushed  unseen  in 
the  report  of  the  proceedings  of  the  South  Dublin  Union  :— 

Mr.  LENEHAN  moved,  in  accordance  with  notice— "That  the  pauper  in- 
mate nurses  be  removed  from  the  male  and  female  Roman  Catholic  hospitals, 
and  also  from  the  Protestant  male  and  female  hospitals,  and  trained  nurses 
( ngaged  to  look  after  the  sick  poor."  During  the  course  of  a  lengthened 
address,  delivered  in  a  remarkably  loud  voice,  he  urged  that  the  present 
system  of  nursing  was  bad,  that  militiamen  were  employed  for  the  purpose, 
and  that  reliance  could  not  be  placed  on  the  paupers  at  present  engaged  in 
the  hospitals.  He  said  that  there  were  at  present  181  inmates  employed  in 
nursing,  and  he  proposed  to  put  a  trained  nurse  in  each  ward,  that  would 
be  43,  and  two  nurses  in  each  hospital,  tint  would  be  8,  or  51  in  all.  These 
51  nurses,  at  £30  a  year,  or  11s.  (ill.,  would  be  a  little  over  £29  (laughter), 
or  a  saving  of  some  shillings  (laughter). 

Mr.  SYKES. — What  in  the  world  is  the  meaning  of  that  calculation  ? 

Mr.  LENEHAN  repeated  his  statement  amidst  great  laughter. 

Mr.  O'fiEiLLY  said  he  would  second  the  motion  for  the  sake  of  discussion, 
as  Mr.  LENEHAN  complained  that  hia  resolutions  were  never  seconded. 

Mr.  BYKXE  was  surprised  that  Mr.  0  REILLY  had  seconded  the  resolution, 
for  Mr.  O'REILLY  was  a  sensible  man 

Mr.  LENEHAN.— I  deny  that  (laughter). 

Mr.  BYRNE  said  it  was  all  braggadocio,  and  a  desire  to  obtain  notoriety, 
that  made  Mr.  LEXEHAN  bring  this  forward. 

After  this  no  one  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  Mr.  LENEHAN 
withdrew  his  motion.  It  must  be  a  terrible  thing  to  be  accused  of 
braggadocio  and  a  desire  to  obtain  notoriety. 

AND  finally  here  is  an  estimate  of  Mr.  BILFOUR  from  a  correspsn- 
dent  of  the  Birmingham  Daily  Gazette : — 

THE  UNIONIST  MAJORITY.— T.J  the  Editor  of  the  "Daily  Gazette."— SIR,— 
Among  the  many  causes  assigned  for  the  above,  no  one,  so  far  as  I  know,  has 
suggested  the  following  one.  Is  it  too  much  to  hope  that  the  statesmanlike 
'haracter  of  Mr.  A.  J.  HALFOUR  has  influenced  greatly  the  country  at  large  ? 


deafening  ch< 

Lastly,  we  shall  hear  nothing  from  himself.     Surely  all  parties  recognise  and 
admire  such  a  statesman,  and  willingly  confide  in  his  future. — AN  OUTSIDER. 

But  why  are  we  to  hear  nothing  from  Mr.  BALFOT/R  himself.  As 
one  who  likes  good  speaking  on  either  side  if  the  House,  I  hope  we 
may  hear  a  great  deal  from  Mr.  BALFOUH. 


THERE  have  been  great  doings  at  Cirencester.  At  a  fete  (and  gala) 
in  Earl  BATHTTRST'S  park,  the  chief  attraction  was  the  announcement 
of  a  captive  balloon,  which  was  expected  to  make  trips  during  the 
ifternoon.  Unfortunately,  however,  the  gas-main  in  the  Tetbury 
Road,  where  the  balloon  was  filled,  was  not  so  large  as  was  desirable, 
and  the  result  was  that  the  balloon  was  not  filled  till  after  five 
o'clock.  It  was  then  taken  to  the  scene  of  the  fete  at  Pope's  Seat, 
where  every  effort  was  made  to  make  up  for  lost  time.  The  Hon.  B. 
BATHURST,  M.P.,  the  newly  elected  member  for  the  divit-ion,  made  a 
short  speech  from  the  balloon,  being  received  with  loud  cheers.  The 
"right  away"  ascent  was  afterwards  abandoned.  The  evening, 
which  proved  fine,  closed  with  an  excellent  display  of  fireworks  by 
Professor  WELLS. 

If  a  captive  balloon  should  refuse  to  innate, 
And  should  linger  too  long  flopping  loose  on  the  gras>, 

Just  insert  an  M.P.  in  the  car  to  orate, 
And  you'll  promptly  secure  an  abundance  of  gas. 


TO    TRICKASTA. 

A  NOTE  of  pain  was  sounded  when  you  said 

That  we  had  better  never  meet  again. 
My  nerves  were  shattered  and  my  heart  was  lead — 
A  note  of  pain. 

Far  other  had  it  been  when  down  the  lane 
You  graciously  inclined  your  pretty  head 

To  listen  to  me.    Yes,  I  was  insane 
Enough  to  hope  that  one  day  we  might  wed, 

Until  your  double-dyed  deceit  grew  plain. 
I  like  to  think  my  letter  was,  when  read, 
A  note  of  pain. 

'  SITTING  ROOM  ONLY."— The  election  of  Sir  L.  LTELL  for  Orkney 
and  Shetland  on  Saturday  last  brought  the  General  Election  to  a 
conclusion.  By  this  final  result  the  House  became  quite  full,  if  not 
quite  FULLEHTON. 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

THE  IRISH  YOLK. — In  the 
name  of  the  Profit — eggs! 
Irish  co-operators  have  already 
made  giant  strides  in  the  pro- 
duction of  milk  and  bntter,  and 
now  the  Irish  Co-operative 
Agency  has  decided,  so  says  the 
Cork  Daily  Herald,  to  take 
up  the  egg-trade."  We  hope 
the  egg  -  traders  won't  be 
"  taken  up."  too ;  if  so,  the 
trade  would  be  arrested  just 
when  it  was  starting,  and  where 
would  the  profit  be  then  ? 
"  It  is  stated  that  many  Irish 
eggs  now  reach  the  English 
market  dirty,  stale,  and  un- 
sorted,"  EO  that  wholesale 
English  egg-merchants  have 
preferred  to  buy  Austrian  and 
French  ones.  Ireland  not  able 
to  compete  with  the  foreigner  ! 
Perish  the  thought!  A  little 
technical  education  judiciously 
applied  will  soon  teach  the  Irish 
fowl  not  to  lay  "  shop  'uns." 

Feathers  in  Scotch  Caps. 
"  THE  railway  race  to  the  North, 
like  the  race  across  the  Atlantic, 
has  placed  beyond  challenge  that 
on  land  as  well  as  on  sea  Scotch 
engines  break  the  record." — North 
British  Daily  Mail. 

Did  not  Lord  BYRON  antici- 
pate this  when  he  wrote  (in 
Mr.  Punch's  version  of  his 
poem  on  "  Dark  Lochna- 
gar"):- 
Yes,  Caledonia,  thy  engine!  art 

scrumptious, 
Though  even  in  England  some 

good  ones  are  seen ; 
And,  if  the  confession  won't  ren- 
der you  bumptious, 
We  sigh  for  your  flyers  to  far 
Aberdeen ! 


IN    MEDIO    TUTISSIMUS! 


"WHAT  !    NEVER  BEEN  ILL  SINCE  TOT;  WERE  BORN  I    I  SUPPOSE  YOU'RE 
A  TEETOTALLER  ? " 
"On  NO  I    BEEN  A  MODERATE  DRUNKARD  ALL  MY  Lira  1" 


Bur  if  Caledonia  is  inclined 
to  boast  about  its  locomotives, 
let  it  ponder  its  tinkers,  and 
learn  humility.  The  Glasgow 
"Departmental  Committee  on 
Habitual  Offenders,  Vagrants. 
&o.,"  reports  that  the  nomad 
tinkers  of  Scotland  number 
1702,  and  of  these  232  "  were 
apprehended  for  some  crime  or 
other  during  the  year."  They 
don't  do  151  miles  in  167 
minutes,  like  the  locomotives 
— no,  they  do  a  couple  of 
months  in  Glasgow  gaol ;  and 
they  break  the  Taws  instead  of 
breaking  records.  There  are 
725  tinker  children,  who  get 
practically  no  education.  Bon- 
nie Scotland,  land  of  grandeur, 
where  the  thousand  tinkers 
wander,  you  must  catch  these 
children,  and  educate  them! 
The  adult  tinker  may  be  irre- 
claimable, but  at  least  the 
children  should  have  a  chance 
of  something  better — a  choice 
of  being  soldier,  sailor,  tinker, 
or  tailor,  as  they  prefer.  If, 
after  all,  they  elect  to  tink, 
tink  they  must. 

DR.  JOHN  RUTS,  of  Jesus 
College,  Oxford,  quite  rose  to 
the  occasion  at  the  New  Quay, 
Eisteddfod,  and,  in  his  presi- 
dential address,  made  lengthy 
quotations  in  Welsh.  "  Na 
cnaib  a  rhaw"  must  mean 
"nor  cares  a  rap."  By  the 
way,  the  South  Wales  Daily 
New*,  in  reporting  the  pro- 
ceedings, finishes  np  by  de- 
claring that  "  the  speech  was 
listened  to  with  'wrapt'  atten- 
tion." As  Mrs.  MALAPROP  re- 
marked, "  The  parcel  was  en- 
raptured in  brown  paper." 


ROBERT  UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE. 

ME  and  a  werry  old  Frend  of  mine  has  seized  the  hoppertoonity 
that  ardly  ever  okkers  to  too  f rends  as  has  little  or  nothink  to  do  for 
a  hole  week,  to  thurrowly  enjoy  theirselyes  for  that  time,  and  see 
weather  sutten  places  in  our  little  world  is  reeliy  as  butiful  and  as 
i  injoyable  as  sum  peeple  tries  to  make 

nut  as  they  is.  Our  fust  place  was 
Epping  Forrest,  where  we  spent  a  hole 
day  from  morning  to  nite  in  what  my 
frend  called  such  a  gallaxy  of  buty 
and  wunder  as  werry  likely  werry  few 
peeple  ever  has  injoyd  as  we  did.  We 
spent  hole  miles  among  the  most  buti- 
ful Forest  Trees  as  was  ever  seed,  every 
single  tree  of  which  was  rather  more 
butiful  than  the  last,  and  not  one  of 
which  but  what  was  a  reel  bootiful 
studdy.  It  took  us  jest  about  two 
hours  to  eat  our  dinner  afore  we  set 
to  work  again  to  pollish  off  the  lovely 
trees  we  had  not  yet  seen  ;  and  then, 
when  we  had  pollished  off  the  last  of 
them,  we  staggered  to  our  werry  last 
carriage,  and  took  the  sleep  of  the 
Just,  and  did  not  wake  np  till  Brekf  ust  come  kindly  to  our  assist- 
ance, and  helped  us  to  sett  out  and  try  again  to  dishcover  similar 
seens  of  delishus  injoyment  to  those  so  marwellusly  injoyed  the  day 
before ! 

The  trees  as  we  xamined  on  the  secund  day  was  quite  a  difTrent 
class  to  them  on  the  fust,  and  emused  us  every  bit  as  delifefully  as 
the  fust  sett,  tho  they  was  quite  a  diffrent  sett  altogether.  In 
won  place  we  drove  bang  into  the  wery  middel  of  the  thickest  wood, 
and  there  we  both  lost  ourselves  for  nearly  three  ours,  hut  it  wasn't 
a  minuet  too  much  for  us,  for  we  both  agreed  that,  upon  the  hole,  it 
was  about  the  werry  loveliest  part  of  the  hole  day's  proceedens,  and 
that  we  shoud  not  regret  havin  to  repeat  it  the  next  day.  Oh  them 


I 


hundereds  and  thowsends  of  lovely  Trees  !  every  one  of  which  seems 
far  more  butiful  than  the  last,  and  quite  equal  to  any  we  had  yet  seen. 
At  one  place  we  was  showed  the  place  where  Good  Quean  ALIZE- 
BRTH  always  went  up  stairs  on  Orseback,  coz  she  did  not  like  going 
up  stairs  in  public.  At  another  we  was  showed  where  the  present 
Q.UEEH  sat  in  her  privet  Carridge,  and  made  the  hole  nayberhood 
bow  to  her  by  the  hunderd.  TOM  and  Me  both  went  up  to  the  werry 
place,  and  pinted  it  out  to  them  as  didn't  kno  it,  which  made  us  both 
feel  werry  grand.  The  werry  next  day  we  had  made  all  our  derange- 
ments for  follering  up  our  prewius  wisitashun,  and  making  a  grand 
fi-nayle  of  the  hole  lovely  affare,  when,  to  our  tremenjus  disapint- 
ment,  the  wind  begun  for  to  blow  most  orfully,  and  the  rain  begun 
for  to  rain  wus  as  I  beleeves,  and  as  TOM  beleeves,  than  ewer  it  did 
afore,  and  so  we  was  both  obleeged  for  to  leeve  our  truly  lovely 
forests,  and  defer  our  tree  climing  till  a  much  more  drier  hoppertoo- 
nity, which  we  both  bleeves  will  appear  in  about  a  week,  and  then 
we  shall  renew  our  grand  old  wisit  as  before,  and  lern  again  to 
beleeve  in  our  hundereds  and  thowsends  of  the  most  bntef  ul  trees  as 
ewen  old  hingland  can  brag  about,  as  the  most  lovelyest  as  the 
world  ewer  saw. 

And  to  think  that  all  the  lovely  places  as  we  seed  in  them  three 
lovely  days  is  past  and  gorn  for  the  present,  makes  us  long  only  the 
more  artily  for  the  glonus  days  still  in  store  for  us  I  EOBKRT. 

SERGEANT-MAJOR  and  Mrs.  BAKER  were  one  of  a  trio  of  couples 
successful  in  winning  their  claim  to  the  prize  of  a  flitch  of  bacon  at 
Dunmow.  Three  hundred  and  sixty-six  days  of  married  life  with- 
out a  flitch—  we  should  say,  hitch—  in  the  flow  of  amicable  intercourse 
is,  nowadays,  a  marvellous  achievement,  and  merits  due  recognition. 
We,  however,  commiserate  the  gallant  and  hambitious  sergeant- 
major  on  having  his  matrimonial  intentions  aspersed  by  the  opposing 
counsel,  who,  in  attempting  to  "  save  the  bacon,"  suggested  that 
"  BAKER  had  one  eye  on  the  lady  and  the  other  eye  on  the  flitch. 
The  prospect  of  a  reward  even  "more  lasting  than  ham  ^ojuoi 
hardly,  it  is  to  be  feared,  serve  to  keep  ordinary  couples  from 
for  the  space  of  a  year  and  a  day  continuously. 


tiffs 
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THE  BED  ORCHID. 

(Soliloquy  of  a  Victorious  Statesman. ) 
[Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  at  the  opening  of  Parlia- 
ment wore  a  red  orchid  in  his  buttonhole.] 

OF  colour-symbols  much  we  hear, 

And  something,  too,  of  colour-mnsio  ; 
But  here  's  a  sight  that  much  I  fear 

Will  make  the  beaten  Red  Rad  crew  sick  : 
Red  I    "Tis  the  hue  of  my  old  flag- 
In  days  that  are  as  dead  as  mutton  ; 
Now,  with  the  instinct  of  a  wag, 

I  sport  it  still,— but  at  my  button. 
It  signifies  how  much  I  care 

For  the  "  consistency,"  quite  brainless, 
Which  is  the  Radical  bugbear. 

Their  poisoned  darts  are  harmless,  painless. 
JUDAS  f    Egregious  TANKER  tries, 

In  vain,  to  link  me  with  ISCABIOT. 
What  need  I  care  for  envious  lies, 

With  8.  and  B.  bound  to  my  chariot. 
They  'd  bite  my  heel,  I  crush  their  head, 

And  wear  their  colour  in — my  orchid  I 
Red !    It  will  make  the  llads  "  fee  red," 

They  're  fangless,  though  their  tongues  be 

forked. 
'  They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin,'1 — 

I  said,  of  the  old  Tory  lilies. 
Now  they  will  have  to  work,  to  win, 

And  that  the  Rads  don't  see—  the  sillies ! 
SALISBURY'S  Tories  were  one  thing, 

M  v  Unionists  are  another  matter ; 
My  Ransom-Song  no  more  I  ein?, — 

Then  I  was  bowler,  now  I  'm  batter. 
We  have  new  wickets,  smooth  and  dry, 

And  one  who  coolly  smites  and  places, 
May,  with  firm  wrist  and  steady  eye, 

Outshine  the  greatest  of  the  Graces, 
"  The  white  flower  rf  a  blameless  life" 

Is — well,  laid  up  at  last  at  Harwarden, 
Sheltered  from  storm,  afar  from  strife, 

And — other  blossoms  deck  the  garden. 
Roues  and  lilies  had  their  turn, 

Now  other  blooms  woo  sun  and  showers  ; 
And  the  Red  Orchid— well,  they'll  learn- 
In  time^-the  new  Language  of  Flowers  I 
Of  parasitic  opulence 

Orchids  are  types,  it  will  be  said, 
The  difference  though  may  be  immense 

When  the  new  Orchid  'B  mint — and  Red ! 


THE  NEARLY  REACHED  SHILLING. 

(A  School-Eoard  Chronicle.) 

"  UTTERLY  impossible !  "  replied  the  official. 
"  A  good  plain  cook  1  No,  the  Board  does  not 
create  persons  of  that  kind.  If  you  had  wanted 
a  chef  for  a  olub,  or  a  cordon  bleu  for  a  West 
End  hotel,  we  might  have  accommodated  you. 
But  a  good  p'ain  cook !  No  —  utterly  im- 
possible ! " 

"  But  surely  cookery  is  taught  in  the 
schools,"  pleaded  the  Ratepayer. 

"  Assuredly.  And  very  well  taught  too. 
But  whom  would  be  satisfied  with  a  mutton- 
chop  P  We  aim  at  something  higher.  Our 
scholars  are  equal  to  producing  tote  a  gratia, 
or  supreme  de  rolaille.  And  you  don't  re- 
quire those  plats  every  day  of  your  life,  now 
do  you  ?  " 

Then,  can  I  have  a  housemaid  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  not.  Since  music  has  become 
one  of  the  recognised  branches  of  study,  we 
do  not  obtain  many  candidates  for  the  task  of 
stair- sweeping.  And  it  is  not  surprising.  A 
i?irl  who  can  play  the  piano,  or  lead  a  chorus, 
is  surely  worthy  of  a  better  fate  than  that 
which  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  a  servant  in 
a  middle-class  establishment." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  useless  to  ask  you  if  you 
can  (rive  me  the  name  of  a  boy  in  buttons  r  " 

"  Quite.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  we  do  not 
encourage  such  appointments.  Our  lads  are 
wanted  at  their  studies  until  they  are  grow- 


ON    THE    CARDS. 


Young  Wife.  "On,   MAMMA,   DO  TOU  KNOW  I   BKLIEVK  ALFRED'S  oorno  TO  REFORM, 
AND  oivi  TIP  GAMBLING  I " 

Her  Mother.  "WHAT  MAKES  YOU  THINK  so,  DEAR:" 

Young  Wife.  "WHY  ALL   LAST   NIOHT  HE    KEPT   TALKING  is  HIS  SLOP  ABOUT  in 

MISERABLE,    WOETHLK8S    HEART  !  " 


ing  too  old  to  be  young  pages.  Then,  when 
they  have  reached  the  required  standard  their 
literary  attainments  entitle  them  to  something 
superior  to  the  post  of  a  drudge  in  the 
pantry." 

"Then  what  do  you  propose  doing  with 
your  charges  P  "  asked  the  Ratepayer,  who 
was  rapidly  becoming  resigned  to  his  position. 

"  Well,  our  chefs  must  wait  until  the  time 
arrives  when  there  will  be  enough  clubs  and 
West  End  hotels  to  secure  the  benefit  of  their 
services." 

"  And  the  musicians  ?  " 

"  They,  too,  at  present  are  rathe r  a  drug  '• 
in  the  market.    But  who  knows  P    Some  day 


there  may  be  a  huge  demand  for  pianoforte 
players." 

''And  the  literary  lads ? " 

"Most  admirably  adapted  for  clerkships, 
but  the  clerical  labour  market  is  as  dull  a* 
the  proverbial  ditchwater.  Still,  things  may 
revive.  But  for  the  present  they  must  hop* 
and  wait." 

"And  I  provide  the  funds  for  ail  this?" 
cried  the  Ratepayer. 

"  You  do,"  returned  the  official  promptly. 
"  This  year  it  will  be  elevenpence  halfpenny 
in  the  pound,  and  next  probably  considerably 
higher.  But  then  you  see — it  it  quite  worth 
the  money .' " 
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A    LITTLE    HOLIDAY. 

(By  Our  Own  Enterprising  Explorer.) 

WHY  not  go  to  Amsterdam  ? "  At  first  sight  this  conundrum 
had  the  customary  couple  of  answers,  "No  time,  no  money."  But 
these  were  incorrect  solutions. 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  said  the  Secretary  of  a  Society  organised  to  bring 
happiness  into  the  humblest  home  (pronunciation  with  or  without 
aspirates,  according  to  the  taste  of  the  speaker),  taking  me  up 
smartly,  "you  can  get  there  in  less  than  no  time,  remain  there 
less  than  no  time,  and  be  back  in  less  than  no  time.  We  can 
manage  that  for  you." 
"But  the  expense?" 

"  We  should  not  be  a  Society  organised  to  bring  happiness  into 
the  humblest  home  if  we  could  not  manage  that  also.  Look  here : 
start  Day  1  at  6.30  P.M.  ;  be  in  Amsterdam  morning  of  Day  2. 
Pause  of  thirty-six  hours  for  refreshment ;  then  back  again  to 
London  in  time  for  breakfast  on  Day  4.  And  with  a  view  to  bringing 
happiness  into  the  humblest  home  we  charge  a  guinea  for 
travelling  expenses,  which  includes  a  state  cabin  in  the  saloon  of 
an  excellent  boat." 

So  I  closed  with  the  Secretary,  and  brought  away  happiness  to  my 
humble  home.  On  the  whole  that 
happiness  was  maintained.  It  is  true 
that  the  excellent  boat  was  rather 
leisurely  in  her  movements.  I  went 
to  the  Hook  of  Holland  in  a  gale, 
which  was  kind  enough  to  wait  for  my 
return  off  the  Dutch  coast,  and  ac- 
company me  back  to  the  white  cliffs 
of  Albion.  The  excellent  boat  seemed 
to  be  on  quite  friendly  terms  with  this 
gale,  and  to  enjoy  its  company.  In- 
stead of  flying  from  shore  to  shore, 
after  the  fashion  of  other  steamers,  the 
excellent  boat  toyed  with  each  wave, 
lingered  languidly  amongst  every 
billow,  and  arrived  at  her  destination, 
both  coining  and  going,  several  hours 
late.  She  appeared  during  the  voyages 
"That  characteristic  move-  to  keenly  appreciate  a  characteristic 
merit  in  sea  produced  more  movement  in  sea.  That  characteristic 
gravity  than  gaiety  amongst  the  movement  in  sea  produced  more  gravity 
passengers.  ihan  gaiety  amongst  the  passengers. 

Leaving  the  excellent  boat  out  of  the  question — which  boat,  by  the 
way,  would  no  doubt  have  been  more  than  excellent  minus  the 
gale — the  journey  "  there  and  back  "  was  accomplished  with  comfort 
and  despatch. 

On  my  arrival  at  Amsterdam  I  found  myself  in  a  city  that,  in  its 
main  characteristics,  was  not  entirely  unlike  Brix  ton.  The  shops  and 
the  people  were  both  suggestive  of  the  southern  suburb.  The  trams 
that,  according  to  the  guide-books,  "  traversed  the  town  in  every 
direction,"  were  also  reminiscent  of  that  delightful  haven  of  rest 
(from  Saturday  to  Monday)  of  the  overworked  stockbroker  and  the 
underworked  Government  employe. 

"  You  are  sure  to  like  Amsterdam,"  a  friend  of  mine  had  said,  as 
he  pressed  my  hand  at  parting,  "because  it's  exactly  like  the 
Regent's  Park  Canal." 

My  friend  was  right.  Amsterdam  certainly  resembles  the  Regent's 
Park  Canal,  but  plus  Brixton.  No  doubt  it  is  for  this  reason  that  it 
is  sometimes  called  "  the  Northern  Venice."  The  people,  too,  had  a 
suburban  look  about  them.  I  felt  sure  that  most  of  them  were  called 
SMITH,  SHOWN,  JONES,  and  ROBINSON,  with  perhaps  a  conventional 
"dam"  tacked  on  to  the  end  of  their  names  to  show  that  by 
nationality  they  were  Dutchmen.  I  approached  one  of  these  good, 
honest  creatures,  who  looked  like  SMITHBAM,  and  in  my  best 
broken  English  asked  for  the  Hotel  Amstel.  I  pronounced  the  latter 
word  as  if  the  last  syllable  rhymed  with  "peal."  Mr.  SMITHDAM 
stared  at  me  and  shook  his  head.  Then  he  said  "Nine." 

"  'Otel  Amstale."  I  continued,  with  a  new  pronunciation.  "  You 
know  what  mean  I — 'Otel  Amstale  P  " 

But  Mr.  SMITHDAM  didn't.  He  smiled,  and  again  shook  his 
head.  This  annoyed  me,  so  I  murmured,  "What  an  ass  this  chap 
must  be ;  fancy  not  knowing  the  way  to  the  Amstel  Hotel  I  " 

"  Amstel  Hotel,"  he  cried,  with  a  pronunciation  infinitely  more 
English  than  my  own,  and  then  most  courteously  gave  me  the  route. 
I  thanked  him  with  effusion,  and  most  probably  should  have  found 
his  directions  of  infinite  value  had  he  but  delivered  them  in  English 
instead  of  Dutch.  As  it  was,  I  put  myself  into  a  London-looking 
cab  (the  driver  very  properly  wore  a  military  cockade),  and  was  soon 
at  one  of  the  best  hostelries  in  Holland.  Situation  pleasant— oJ 
course  overlooking  a  canal— rooms  comfortable,  kitchen  all  that  could 
be  desired. 

And  now  what  did  I  do  in  Amsterdam  P  Why,  I  went  to  the 
Exhibition.  And  what  was  it  like  ?  Well,  a  Dutch  edition  of  those 


;hat  had  gone  before.  At  the  Naval  display  before  the  Royal 
Efospital  at  Chelsea,  there  was  a  model  of  the  Victory,  with  a  repre- 
sentation in  wax  of  the  Death  of  Nelson.  At  Amsterdam  there  is  a 
model  of  a  mail-boat,  with  a  representation  (in  breathing  humanity) 
of  people  drinking  beer. 

At  Paris  there  was  a  Tour  Eiffel,  with  a  magnificent  view  at  the 
summit ;  at  Amsterdam  there  is  a  tower  in  the  shape  of  a  colossal 

phant,  with  a  fine  display  on  every  floor  of  beer.  At  South  Ken- 
sington there  was  a  realistic  reproduction  of  Old  London  on  tem- 
perance principles.  At  Amsterdam  there  is  a  realistic  reproduction 
>f  Old  Holland  served  with  beer.  Go  where  I  would  1  ran  across 
jeer.  The  grounds  of  the  Exhibition  were  dotted  with  booths, 
Before  many  of  them  were  very  decent  orchestras  discoursing  sweet 
music.  But  the  foreigners  were  there  not  only  to  attend  to  the 
music,  but  to  drink  beer.  The  Exhibition  proper  (contents  small 
and  select,  with  few  English  exhibits)  was  not  apparently  much  of 
an  attraction.  I  readily  understood  the  reason — it  was  not  devoted 
ixclusively  to  beer.  In  what  I  may  term  the  Exhibition  annex  I 
found  any  number  of  specimens  of  the  oriental  merchants  in  the 
iezes,  who  were  wont  in  the  olden  days  to  enhance  the  joys  of 
Olympia  and  Earl's  Court. 

Come  here,  gentlemans,"  cried  half  a  dozen  in  a  breath,  "  1  will 
sell  you  this ! " 

But  they  didn't.  Having  done  the  exhibition  and  the  admirable 
museum,  with  its  wonderful  armour  and  marvellous  old  masters,  I 
sampled  a  music  hall.  I  went  to  "  the  Crystal  Palace  "  (vide  guide- 
books), a  magnificent  building,  that  no  doubt  had  been  built  with 
;he  highest  aspirations  and  had  come  in  the  progress  of  time  to  the 
loftiest  tumblings.  A  portion  of  this  noble  institution  had  been  con- 
verted into  a  place  of  entertainment.  Small  stage  with  miniature 
scenery,  trapeze,  orchestra.  Audience  almost  entirely  Dutch,  enter- 
tainment almost  entirely  English.  Several  British  singers.  One,  a 
gentleman  in  evening  dress  covered  by  a  long  Newmarket  overcoat, 
with  a  repertoire  redolent  of  Holborn  and  the  Surrey  side,  sang 
about  "Nine  in  a  row"  who  (so  I  understood  him  to  assert) 
'  rolled  down  the  street "  when  (if  I  am  not  mistaken)  they  were 
rather  "  rocky  about  their  feet."  Then  he  had  another  ditty  which 
referred  to  his  want  of  value.  Was  he  worth  anything  P  He 
appealed  to  the  Dutch  audience.  Some  of  them  (possibly  friends  of 
the  singer)  replied  in  the  negative.  Then  he  expressed  his  con- 
viction that  he  ought  to  be  chucked  out.  The  spectators  cheered, 
and  seemed  well  satisfied  with  the  programme.  Whether  they  were 
able  to  appreciate  all  the  topical  allusions  is  open  to  doubt,  but  I  am 
certain  that  they  were  thoroughly  enjoying  their  beer. 

I  went  to  the  market.  An  enormous  crowd  surrounded  one  booth. 
The  salesman  was  singing  a  song  in  honour  of  his  wares,  which  were 
composed  of  pieces  of  broken  iron !  So  far  as  I  could  understand  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  vendors,  the  golden  rule  seemed  to  be 
amongst  them,  "  When  in  doubt  take  off  the  door  to  the  outhouse 
with  the  three  broken  panes  of  glass,  the  back  parlour  chandelier  that 
lacks  a  chain,  and  the  disused  baby's  cradle,  and  sell  'em  all  by 
auction." 

I  looked  in,  of  course,  at  the  Cathedral.  My  guide  could  not  speak 
French,  but  he  understood  English.  He  showed  me  the  tombs  of 
several  admirals. 

"  Where  is  VAN  TBOMP  ?  "  I  asked,  taking  an  interest  in  the  career 
of  about  the  only  Dutchman  whose  name  I  know  intimately.  Then, 
to  make  it  plainer,  I  added,  "  Whar  is  das  VAN  TKOMP  ?  " 

My  guide  turned  up  his  nose  contemptuously,  and  said  something 
(so  far  as  I  could  comprehend  him)  about  VAN  TBOMP  being  in  "de 
odder  kirsher."  Later  on,  when  I  asked  the  use  of  a  sort  of  vestry, 
he  murmured  something  about  "Balaclava."  From  this  I  took  it 
that  he  could  not  make  himself  understood.  But  I  was  wrong.  I 
did  not  know  much  about  the  Dutch  coinage.  When  I  bought  any- 
thing I  invariably  kept  my  hand  waiting  for  change  until  the  supply 
was  exhausted.  Sometimes  I  put  forth  my  hand  a  second  time  with 
the  result  of  getting  a  few  extra  coins.  There  are  guilders,  little 
pieces  that  look  like  a  doll's  silver  pennies,  and  a  showy  coin  that 
suggests  a  sixpence  in  a  decline.  These  latter  are  worth,  I  fancy, 
about  three  halfpence  a  dozen.  I  gave  the  cathedral  custodian  one 
of  these  sixpences  in  a  decline.  But  it  was  not  enough,  not  nearly 
enough,  so  I  exchanged  it  for  a  doll's  silver  penny,  when  he 
beamed  with  gratitude. 

Would  that  I  could  tell  of  the  other  attractions  of  Amsterdam,  of 
the  Royal  Palace,  the  Zoo,  the  theatres,  and  the  canals.  But  exi- 
gencies of  time  and  space  say  "  No."  Those  who  want  to  see  and 
hear  have  only  one  thing  to  do.  Let  them  hie  to  the  Hook  of 
Holland,  ho,  to  the  Dutch  capital,  and  further  description  will  be 
unnecessary.  

DUBINO  a  severe  thunderstorm  at  Bjelina,  in  Bosnia,  according 
to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette's  "Science  Notes,"  there  fell  a  remark- 
able "shower  of  whitebait."  This  phenomenon  has  been  easily 
eclipsed  at  London,  in  England,  where  it  recently  rained  cats  and 
dogs. 
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CHEEK  ! 

["  Blackberry  or  strawberry  juice  rubbed  slightly  on  the  cheek*,  and  then 
washed  oft'  with  milk  give«  a  beautiful  tint.  The  garden-beet  is  al*o  an 
excellent  cosmetic  :  the  beet  is  cut  and  the  juice  applied  gently  with  a 
camel's  hair  brush."—  Announcement  quoted  by  Mr.  Jama  j'ayn  in  "  Ou> 
Note  lloo/;,"  "llliittratcd  Nnci."] 


ALAS  for  the  bard's  and  the  ingtnue't  dream  I  — 
Even  Nature,  it  seems,  joins  Art's  plot  to  betray  us. 

We  've  heard  cheeks  compared  to  strawberries  and  cream, 
But  that  earth's  sweetest  fruit  such  a  false  trick  should 
play  us, 

In  conspiracy  base  with  fresh  milk  from  the  cow, 

Brings  the  red  flush  of  wrath  to  the  snowiest  brow. 

What,  sweet  Mother  Nature  lend  aid  to  a  cheat, 
And  play  Madame  RACHEL  in  faking  complexions  I 

Arcadia  's  vanished,  naught's  native  or  sweet, 
The  daintiest  Beauty  wakes  doubtful  reflections, 

When  for  ought  we  can  tell  her  ingenuous  blush 

Is—  a  compound  of  beet  and  a  camel'  s-hair  brush  I 


ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

IT  is  a  great  thing  to  know — and  one  must  believe  it  if  one 
believes,  as  I  do,  in  what  the  newspapers  say — that  every  single  male 
member  of  the  upper  or  fashionable  ranks  of  society  is  at  this  moment 
engaged  in  slaughtering  grouse.  It  is  of  course  well  known  that 
every  member  of  Parliament  is,  on  his  election,  presented  by  a 
grateful  country  with  a  large  and  well-stocked  grouse-moor, 
situated  in  one  of  the  most  picturesque  and  romantic  parts  of 
Scotland,  and  no  one  (not  even  a  brewer)  is  ever  raised  to  the 
peerage  unless  he  can  prove  that  at  least  three  generations  of  his 
family  have  shot  grouse  regularly  on  the  12th  of  August  on  a  moor 
of  their  own.  Thus  is  the  connection  of  both  branches  of  our  legisla- 
ture with  sport  safeguarded. 

WHENKVKK  the  12th  of  August,  or,  for  the 
matter  of  that,  the  1st  of  September  or  the  1st  of 
October,  comes  round  with  the  revolving  year,  we 
are  informed  in  every  newspaper  that  "Sportsmen 
were  early  astir."  There  is  about  these  words  a 
halo  of  tradition  so  ancient  and  venerable  as  to 
have  become  almost  sacred.  Imagination  conjures 
up  the  picture  of  happy  bands  of  shooters  all  duly 
booted,  gaitered,  gunned,  cartridged  and  cigarred, 
sallying  forth  with  dogs  and  keepers  at  5  A. it.,  no 
doubt  after  eating,  as  condemned  men  do,  a  hearty 
breakfast.  Of  course  this  may  be  so.  I  have  read 
it  BO  often  that  I  hardly  dare  to  doubt  it.  My  own 
experience,  however,  is  that  sportsmen  are  not 
specially  early  even  on  the  12th,  although  keepers 
and  other  professional  guns  who  cater  for  the 

London  market  are  often  so  early  as  to  anticipate  by  more  than  a 

few  hours  the  recurring  anniversary. 


Now  with  black  London's  close  and  torrid  street 
Stern  Caledonia's  heathen  d  moors  compete. 
Lo,  well  equipped  with  cartridge-bag  and  gun, 
Concurrent  streams  of  rank  and  fashion  run 
Where,  though  the  birds  be  strong  upon  the  wing, 
Not  unrewarded  sounds  the  frequent  ping  ; 
Where  dealing  fate  to  feather  (and  to  for) 
The  early  sportsman  is  perceived  astir, 
And  in  the  lengthy  language  of  the  chase, 
A  bird's  no  bird,  but  merely  half  a  brace. 
Some  skilful,  some  not  fit  to  shoot  for  nuts, 
Walk  for  their  game  or  take  their  stand  in  butts ; 
And,  wondrous  fact,  as  all  the  scribes  proclaim, 
Each  from  a  separate  butt  destroys  his  game. 
At  least  it  was  so  when  the  EMPEHOR  shot,  so 
With  non-Imperials  it  perhaps  is  not  so. 

I  AM  never  irritable  myself  ;  I  am  sometimes  justifiably  annoyed 
by  the  unreasonable  conduct  of  a  friend.  But  I  have  often  noticed 
the  most  melancholy  irritability  in  others,  and  have  wondered  why 
they  gave  way  to  it,  and  what  it  portended.  Now  I  know.  I  have 
been  reading  the  Medical  Prets  and  Courier,  and  I  learn  from  it  that 
"  this  hypenosthesia  of  the  temper  is  the  direct  outcome  of  over- 
work and  want  of  sleep  ;  in  fact,  it  is  a  morbid  sensitiveness  of  the 
cells  of  the  cerebral  cortex  due  to  exhaustion  or  under-nutrition. 
Irritability  is,  therefore  a  clinical  sign  of  some  importance,  the  more 
so  because  it  is  often  the  premonitory  indication  of  impending 
breakdown.  Under  these  circumstances,  the  condition  is  usually 
most  marked  during  the  forenoon,  and  ia  associated  with  a  distaste 


for  food  at  breakfast  time.  Later  on,  even  the  humanising  effect  oi 
a  good  lunch  fails  to  raise  circulatory  activity  to  the  standard 
required  for  adequate  cerebral  nutrition,  and  the  irritability  becomes 
chronic,  yielding  only  to  the  influence  of  repeated  dotes  of  a  diffusible 
stimulant,  such  as  brandy  and  soda.  The  remedy  naturally  only 
aggravates  the  symptom,  which  is  sooner  or  later  followed  by  other 
manifestations  of  cerebral  exhaustion." 


W  ii  KV  you  're  lost  in  the  whirl  of  a  medical  vortex, 

You  gasp  and  you  grasp,  and  you  '11  struggle  in  vain  ; 
For  it  seems  you  have  cells  in  your  cerebral  cortex, 

Which  is  somehow  connected,  I  fancy,  with  brain. 
Exhausted  and  panting  with  under-nutrition, 

Yon  dare  not  presume  to  declare  yourself  well, 
And  you  rapidly  tend  to  complete  inanition. 

Produced  by  a  morbidly  sensitive  cell. 
The  remit  is  a  wound  to  the  temper,  a  something 

Not  as  deep  as  a  well,  but,  no  matter,  it  serves, 
Perplexing  your  friends,  who  pronounce  it  a  rum  thing 

That  DICK — that 's  yourself — should  have  gone  in  the  nerves. 
Yon  toy  with  your  breakfast ;  the  kidney,  the  kipper, 

The  egg  that  is  buttered,  the  egg  that  is  fried, 
The  tea  that  onoe  found  you  a  regular  sipper, 

I  'nsipped  and  untasted  yon  push  them  aside. 
Your  lunch  of  cold  beef  with  the  gaff  and  the  shandy, 

You  (•imply  can't  face  it,  your  head  is  one  ache : 
A  "  diffusible  stimulant "  (alias  brandy) 

Is  all  that  yon  wish  for  and  all  that  you  take. 
A  day  or  two  back  all  your  manners  were  courtly, 

Alas,  what  a  change  is  apparent  to-day, 
For  you  jump  on  your  friends,  and  you  take  them  up  shortly, 

With  a  quarrel  a  minute  whatever  they  say. 
Then,  in  spite  of  the  canon  that 's  set  'gainst  self-slaughter 

(In  the  language  of  verdicts  it  'tfelo  de  te,) 
Some  day  you  '11  be  found  with  your  head  in  the  water, 

Six  inches  will  do,  or  attached,  to  a  tree. 

TIIEBK  have  been  some  difficulties  at  Brierly  Hill.  At  a  recent 
meeting  of  the  Urban  Council  a  letter  was  read  from  the  Local 
Government  Board  asking  for  information  with  regard  to  a  com- 
munication which  Dr.  ELLIS,  the  medical  officer  of  health,  had 
addressed  to  them.  This  referred  to  the  fact  that  Dr.  ELLIS  had 
ordered  a  "dumb"  well  at  the  Town  Hall  to  be  cleared  out* 
What  is  the  use  of  a  dumb  well  f  Even  if  it  contains  the  truth 
it  cannot  speak  it.  Personally,  I  prefer  a  babbling  brook. 


WHAT  is  this  f  Is  it  a  revolution  or  merely  a  mistake  P  Do  I 
sleep,  do  I  dream,  or  is  visions  about  f  These  questions  occur  to  me 
on  reading  that  at  Ironbridge  the  other  day  a 
clown,  a  member  of  a  circus,  was  brought  up  on 
remand  charged  with  stealing  £1  10s.  and  several 
articles,  the  property  of  his  landlady.  And  he  was 
actually  sentenced  to  fourteen  days'  hard  labour. 
All  1  can  say  is  that  I  have  rarely  allowed  a  year 
to  pass  without  seeing  at  least  one  clown  steal  a 
string  of  sausages,  a  lady's  bonnet,  two  plump 
babies,  hilf  a  dozen  fowls,  the  greater  part  of  a 
general  dealer's  property,  and  the  upper  naif  of  a 
policeman.  Nobody  bothered  him  about  it.  In 
fact,  everybody  expected  him  to  dp  it.  and  there 
would  have  been  great  dissatisfaction  if  he  had  observed  the  laws 
against  larceny.  And  yet  when  a  clown  at  Ironbridge  acts  as 
clowns  are  intended  to  act,  an  unfeeling  bench  visits  him  with  a 
fortnight  of  hard  labour.  This  is  preposterous.  There  ought  to 
be  an  Amalgamated  Union  of  Clowns  to  protect  its  members  from 
such  an  outrage.  

THOSE  who  study  the  reports  of  meetings  of  Town  Councils  learn 
many  things.  For  instance,  at  Bristol  the  other  day,  during  a  dis- 
cussion of  passenger  tolls  at'  the  docks,  Mr.  GORE  complained  that 
they  had  been  hocnssed  by  the  chairman  of  the  sub-committee  that 
day.  Mr.  BAKEB  objected  to  the  word  "  hooussed  "  being  applied  to 
him,  but  added  that  they  had  been  hocussed  out  of  a  good  deal  of 
time  to-day,  and  Mr.  GOBE  retorted  that  they  were  going  to  be 
hocussed  out  of  another  quarter-of-an-hour  yet.  Mr.  BAKEB  asked 
Mr.  GOBE  to  withdraw  the  word,  and  Mr.  GOKK  refused.  Matters 
had  apparently  come  to  a  desperate  pass,  when  it  occurred  to  the 
Mayor  to  inquire  what  the  word  "hooussed"  meant.  Mr.  BAKEB 
thought  it  was  something  akin  to  cheating,  whereupm  Mr.  GORE,  in 
the  handsomest  manner,  said  that  knowing  the  meaning  of  the  word 
le  would  now  withdraw  it.  The  only  thing  that  was  not  explained 
was  why  Mr.  GORE  had  used  a  word  of  the  meaning  of  which  he  was 
gnorant.  There  is  a  fatal  attraction  about  the  sound  of  certain 
words  which  forces  speakers  to  use  them  entirely  without  regard  to 
iheir  actual  meaning. 
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A    LESSON    IN    DOMESTIC    ECONOMY. 

Laura  (to  her  rich  Sister,  who  has  teen  extravagant  ai  usual).  "I  DO  THINK  IT  's  A  MISTAKE  TO  BUY  AN  UGLY  THING  ONE  DOESN'T 

WANT,    MERELY  BBCAUSE  IT  's  DEAR  !  " 


'AERY  ON  HARRY. 

(A  Rejoinder  to  "Harry  on  'Arry.' } 

DEAR  CHARLIE,— My  eye  and  a  bandbox! 

Wot  next,  and  wot  next,  and  WOT  next  ? 
"Ere's  a  HARRY  'as  mounted  the  pulpit,  acd 

taken  poor  me  as  'is  text  I  * 
'E  bangs  Soernerges  to  bittocks,  thislar-de- 

dar  bagman— in  silk— 
And  'e's  going  to  do  me  a  fair  knock-out  as 

sure  as  a  whale  ain't  a  whilk. 

I  larf,  I  do,  CHARLIE,  tremenjus!  "Wot 's 
needled  my  nabs,  it  appears, 

Is  'is  being  mistooken  for  Me  ! !  1  Well,  'e 
needn't  'ave  no  blooming  fears ! 

The  public  ain't  all  of  'em  mugginses,  some 
of  'em  can  twig  a  joke. 

Confound  'im  with  me  f  Yns.  they  will- 
when  they  can't  tell  Send  Of  from  a 
moke. 

'E  calls  me,— jus,  me,— "the  cad-cockney 

well  known  to  the  'Eath  and  the  'Arp." 
Well,  that's  a  fair  challenge,  old  man,  and  I 

mean  being  on  to  'im— sharp! 
I  '11  take  'im — with  'is  aitches  chucked  in — 

with  one  'and  whensomever  'e  likes  ; 
And  "  Cads  "  do  the  road  in  smart  dog-carts 

as  well  as  afoot  or  on  bikes. 

" 'AHHY  the  Cad  I "    Great  Jemimer!    Jest 

fancy  our  HARRY'S  disgust 
At  the  thought  of  their  knocking  'is  aitch 

out  I    'E's  fair  on  the  bile  and  the  bust. 
Way  oh,  HARRY  !    Do  keep  yer  'air  on,  old 

pal,  if  you  've  got  any  thatch,— 
For  it 's  wonderful  'ow  these  swell  HARRIES 

go  in  for  the  shiny  pink  patch ! 

•  See  "  Harry  on  'Arry,"  p.  81. 


It 's  their  brines  working  through— or  their 

bumptiousness,    /'ve  got  no  bend  of  a 

crop, 
As  looks,  when  I  've  'ad  a  close  clip,  like  a 

fuzz-bush  a  sprouting  up  top ; 
But  lor !  these  _'  ere  munch  y-mouthed  mashers 

—  with    aitches  —  as    gives   theirselves 

hairs, 
Carn't   grow   any.   not    arter    thirty,    the 

bladder-o'-lardy-dar  scares  I 

'Owsomever,  that  ain't  to  the  pint,  CHARLIE. 

W9t  is  a  Gent  ?    That 's  the  nip ! 
Well,  it's  partly  a  matter  of  "snap"-like, 

and  partly  a  matter  of  "  snip." 
If  I  've  got  the  grit  and  the  gumption,  and 

know  'ow  to  tog  like  a  toff, 
I've  got  the  true  gent  in  my  nyture,  and 

them  as  ain't  got  it— they  're  hofl ! 

But  "  aitches  "  won't  do  it,  my  pippin !    Yer 

grammar  may  be  quite  0  K, 
All  yer  parts  o'  speech  proper  as  pie,  and  yer 

speOin'  fust  chop  in  its  way, 
But  if  you  can't  rattle  and  patter,  and  'old  up 

your  end  like  a  man, 
All  yer  mincey-wince  mealy-mouthed  has- 

p'rates  is  nothink  but  slop  and  cold-scran. 

You  may  garsp  out  yer  aitches  in  spassums, 

until  you  'ave  got  a  sore  throat. 
And  it  won't  give  you  "  clarss  "  arf  as  much 

as  cool  cheek  and  the  cut  o'  your  coat. 
Wot  the  miwies  call  hinsolent  hotoor,  wot 

cocktails  dub  cocksure  conceit, 
With  snideness  and  "suitings"  to  match, — 

that,  dear  boy,  is  wot  makes  the  eleet. 

There,  HARKY,  you  've  got  it  in  once  1  And, 
now,  dear  boy,  'ow  about  you  ? 

Well,  I  guess,  as  the  Yankees  observe,  you 
'ave  bit  hofi  a  chunk  you  can't  chew. 


Bit  vulgar  ?  Well,  never  mind  that,  mate, 
for,  spite  of  your  finnickle  fuss, 

It's  jest  wot  you  guffins  calls  "vulgar"  as 
swells  love  to  borrer  from  hut. 

There's  chick  in  it,  HARRY,  and  that's  wot 

you  chalk-witted  chowders  ain't  got. 
Not  one  snappy  snide  phrase  in  your  sermon, 

except  that  old  gag  "  tommy  rot," 
Which  you  didn't  invent,  nor  your  sort ;  it 's 

hus  aitchless  ones  start  all  the  fun, 
And  our  yesterday's  wheeze  you  freeze  on  to 

to-morrer,  as  sure  as  a  gun. 

And  the  same  with  your  sentiments,  HARBY. 

Your  loud  "  Rule,  Britannyer  "s  all  right ; 
But  we  gave  you  the  patriot  tip,  years  ago,  in 

"  We  don't  want  to  fight." 
You  water  it  down,  and  then  wave  it  as  if 

'twos  your  own  privit  flag, 
Aad  then,  arter   nicking   our  principerles, 

slang  us — and  with  our  own  gag  ! 

I  'm  one  with  you  as  to  the  f  urriner,  leastways 

you  seem  one  with  me, 
And  when  you  rile  up   at   the  rot  about 

"  'ARBIES  Abroad,"  I  agree. 
/  shan't  discumfuddle  myself  if  they  don't 

like  my  tystes  or  my  togs. 
Let  the   Germans  go  'ome   and   eat   coke, 

Frenchies  stick  to  their  snyles  and  stewed 

frogs. 

But  when  you  suggest  as  the  "aitch"  makes 

a  'a'porth  o'  difference — Bosh  1 
You  call  me  a  "  aitch-droppin'  howler,"  whilst 

you  are  "  a  gent "  !    It  won't  wash. 
Me  a  Had,— arter  all  I  'ave  written  ?    'Taint 

much  on  it  you  can  'ave  seen. 
And  to  ask  Punch  to  give  me  ihe  chuck! 

— yah!  it's  mean,  Mister  HAKHY,  it's 

mean ! 
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CALM  AND  PEACE: 


LORD  S-L-SB-KY  (Skipper).  "  WELL,  ARTHUR,  WE  'VE  WON  OUR  RACES— AND  NOW  WE  CAN  TAKE  IT  EASY  1 ' 

["  I  hope  we  shall  have  a  period  of  culm  and  peace." — Mr.  Half  our' i  Speech,  Augutt  12.] 
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"  A  Battersea  bounder,"  too  !    Rate ! ! !    Do 

you  think  I  'm  a  pal  o'  JACK  Brans  ? 
Mix  me  with  "  the  masses  "  'f    Great  Soott ! 

It  'a  a  thought  as  the  soul  o'  me  spurns. 
You  jumped-up,   cheap,   Coventry  bagman, 

silk-sampling,  no  doubt,  ia  your  biz, 
Bnt  sampling  "  the  classes  and  masses "  is 

not,  blow  me  tight  if  it  is  I 


Yah!    Pack  up  your  ribbings,  and  aid-hen, 

and  don't  aggranoy  me  no  more, 
But  jest  mind  your  own  interference!     A 

bounder  you  are — and  a  bore. 
You  've  borrered  my  patriot  sperrit,  you  've 

borrered  a  slang  phrase  or  so, 
But  there's  one  thing,  my  boy,  you  carn't 

borrer,  and  that  is  my  rattle  and  go ! 


There,  ( 'HA KI.I K,  I  've  given  'im  beans,  this 

'ere  HAKKY,  as  oarn't  abear  Cads, 
And  wants  to  put  up  a  aitch-fenoe  like  to 

keep  out  us  row-de-dow  lads. 
Let  'im  call  'isself  'Eincar  at  once,  that't 

the  badge  for  sech  bounders  to  carry, 
And  then  'e  may  bet  'is  larst  bob  as  '«  won't 

be  confounded  with  'A  KKV. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHRIMPER. 

[A  correspondent,  writing  (to  the  Daily  Chronicle)  from  Harwich,  describes 
tin'  deplorable  condition  of  work  prevailing  among  the  shrimp  catchers. 
"  These  poor  fellows,"  he  says,  "  are  at  sea  twelve  hours  a  day  catching,  and 
have  to  aerote  four  hours  more  to  boiling  and  packing  for  London.  And  yet 
all  the  middlemen  send  them  down  is  from  fourpence  to  fivepenoe  a  gallon."] 

TOIUNO  sixteen  hours  a  day,  and  for  precious  little  pay, 

Seems  a  blend  of  prison  labour  and  starvation, 
Yet  I  do  hear  some  suggestion  that  the  "  burning  Labour  Question  " 
Is  the  one  that  mainly  agitatea  the  nation  I  [not  rightly  see 

No  Trades  Unions  have  we,  and  I  do 
How  "Co-operative  Wholesales" 

help  our  like, 

Who  must  slave  in  ran  or  shine, 
cramped  and  chilled  in  the  salt 
brine,  [if  we  "  strike." 

With  the  choice  of  sheer  starvation 
Labour  Questions  P  Well,  here 's  one. 
When  the  I.  L.  P.'s  have  done 
A- wrangling  and  a-j  angling  o'  th' 

Election ; 
When  Mister  CIUM  HKHI.UN  has  done 

counting  o'  the  slain. 
And  KKI  R  HAKDI E  a-explaining  his 

rejection ; 
When  TiLUBTTand  JOHN  BI-KNS  have 

both  taken  of  their  turns 
A'  v. ildly  lamming  into  one  another,  [Harwich, 

It  might  help  to  "  cool  their  parritch "  if  they  oast  a  glance  at 

And.  the  state  o'  their  poor  shrimping  "  man  and  brother." 
Ah !  above  our  nets  to  stoop,  and  to  scrape,  and  scratch,  and  scoop, 

In  loneliness  laborious  and  risky, 
Is  not  a  task,  in  truth,  to  encourage  sturdy  youth, 

Or  make  work-worn  old  age  alert  and  f nsky, 
Then  with  sore  and  aching  back  we  have  got  to  boil  and  pack ; 

And  then  the  hungry  middleman's  remittance, 
When  it  comes,  is  precious  small,  what  a  docker-lad  would  call 

A  paltry  and  a  belly-pinching  pittance. 
Yet  the  Fish- Rings,  they  do  say,  are  quite  prosperous  and  gay, 

And  Billingsgate  is  wealthy ;  and  the  ekimpers 
Who  so  cut  our  profits  down,  live  like  fighting-cocks  in  town, 

On  the  ill-paid  toil  of  fishermen  and  shrimper* ! 
Ah  I    That  'r  Harvest  of  the  Sea  "  is  a  sounding  phrase,  but  we 

Find  such  "  poetry  "  for  us  has  little  meaning. 
The  "  Fish- Farmers"  may  do  well,  as  their  profits  plump  and  swell, 
But,  alas  I  for  those  who  have  to  do  the  gleaning  f 


A   TRIP    "PER    SEA." 

Projected  Re-visitation— Ilfracombe—  Torn  Walks— En  route- 
Start— In  Dock— Out— Tender  Thoughts— On  Board— Recep- 
tion— Greetings— Exciting  Search— Parting— Off  ! 

Happy  Thought.— Revisit  Ilfracombe.  Hire  highest  possible  house 
at  the  lowest  possible  price  close  to  celebrated  "  Torrs  Walks." 
Why  called  "Torrs  Walks  "P  Probably  original  TORRS  who  dis- 
covered Ilfracombe  used  to  walk  here  ;  one  stormy  night  TOBKS  lost 
his  head  and  legs ;  then  fell  from  sheer  height  of  several  hundred 
feet  into  boiling  sea ;  boiling  sea  made  it  hot  for  the  unhappy  TOKRS; 
TORRS  only  walking,  not  swimming.  Therefore  end  of  TORRS. 
Family  name  perpetuated  in  Walks.  Years  ago,  price  to  ascend  Torrs 
was  one  penny  per  head,  body  included.  Tariff  gone  up  since  then. 
To  Torrs  Torr-tuous  Turnings  admission  Twopence.  Extra  penny 
might  have  improved  paths.  Here  there  is  as  much  "winding  up"  as 
in  bankruptcy.  "Excelsior"  is  motto  of  visitor;  likewise  of  pro- 
prietor who  put  on  the  extra  penny.  No  matter ;  not  another 
spot  in  England  where  pedestrian  can  get  better  air,  better  exercise, 
and  finer  views,  all  for  twopence ! 

Friendly  Adrice— gratis.— Always  carry  waterproof.  If  practic- 
able get  someone  to  carry  it  for  you.  Never  know  when  yon  may 
want  it,  or  when  you  mayn't.  Stop  for  five  o'clock  tea  on  Torrs  top. 
Whistle  merrily  Torr-eadnr  contento"  as  you  descend,  and  you 
will  ^be  giving  one  of  the  best  airs  in  Carmen  in  return  for  about 
the  finest  air  in  Devonshire. 

Iloto  to  get  to  Ilfracombe.— Per  rail,  London  and  South- Western. 
Picturesque  line  of  country.  Another,  and  a  longer  route,  per  mare 


«t  terrain,  and  therefore  more  varied  and  health-refreshing,  which 
are  important  points  to  score  if  your  holiday  be  circumscribed,  is  to 
take  passage  on  board  steamer,  Pacific  OrientLine  for  choice,  which 
stops  at  Plymouth  en  route  to  give  a  last  glance  at  Old  England 
before  proceeding  across  the  Bay  of  Biscay  to  Naples,  and,  ultimately, 
Australia.  Only  drawback  to  this  is  the  start  from  Fenchurch  Street. 
Fenchuroh  Street  Station  enough  to  make  anyone  start.  Wanted 
here  a  spacious,  light  and  airy  place  where  passengers  carrying  "  hand 
properties  "  can  move  about  rapidly  without  loss  of  that  equanimity  of 
temper  which  every  traveller  should  cultivate  under  circumstances  that 
i  would  try  even  the  joviality  of  that  utterly  impossible  creation  Mark 
Tapley.  Still  Mark  Tapley  is  an  ideal  to  be  lived  up  to  as  near  as 
may  be  ;  and  the  passenger  who,  with  bag  in  hand,  while  struggling 
with  mixed  crowd  in  Fenchurch  Street  Station  on  the  departure  of  any 
important  Tilbury  Dock  train,  can  be  jovial  or  even  ordinarily  pjlite, 
is  already  in  a  fair  way  towards  earning  the  Ideal  Tapley  Medal. 

Tilbury  Wharf.    "  And  at  this  wharf  of  Tilbury  "  why  not  more 

porters  P  Why  not  a  covering  to  the  landing-stage,  where  at  present, 

I  the  traveller,  like  the  sky  parlour  in  ancient  song,  "  exposed  to  the 

wind  and  the  rain,"  will  be  thoroughly  drenched  while  awaiting  the 

advent  of  the  tender.    Happy  Thought. — To-day,  fortunately,  hne. 

These  queries  occur  to  me  as  I  stand  on  this  floating  quay,  and 
witness  in  the  distance  the  "tender  parting."  There  will  be  many 
"  a  tender  parting  "  beside  this  one  to  be  seen  when  the  Orotara  gets 
her  steam  up,  and  quite  Tilbury  for  Melbourne. 

We  board  the  Orotava,  which  is  to  board  and  lodge  so  many  of 
them  (with  another  contingent  going  overland,  and  joining  the  ship 
later  on)  for  the  next  month  or  so. 

I  am  personally  introduced  to  the  captain  by  some  kindly  friends 
who  come  to  see  me  off,  and  whom,  as  I  lose  .sight  of  them  in  the 
crowd,  it  is  soon  my  turn  to  "  see  off"  ;  as  subsequently  I  can  only 
catch  a  glimpse  of  them  in  the  crowd,  on  the  tender,  as  they  depart 
for  shore,  when  we  wave  hands  to  one  another  implying  thereby  all 
sorts  of  good  wishes.  After  making  the  captain's  acquaintance,  I  am 
introduced  by  some  light-hearted  companion— everyone  on  board  is 
either  boisterously  gay  or  in  the  deepest  grief — to  a  good-humoured- 
looking  portly  gentleman,  whom,  there  being  nothing  whatever  nauti- 
cal in  his  appearance,  I  should  have  taken  for  a  landed  proprietor, 
"  one  of  the  olden  time,"  had  I  not  very  soon  discovered  mm  to  be 
something  uncommonly  superior  in  the  Nautical  Pacific  Service,  and 
the  friend  in  need,  without  whom  no  passenger's  happiness  ia  com- 
plete, that  is,  speaking  from  practical  experience,  if  the  destination 
of  that  passenger  is  only  Plymouth,  as  was  mine. 

Farewell .'  The  tender  is  about  to  depart.  It  seems  to  me  to  be  as 
full  as  when  it  arrived.  "  Cheers,  tears  and  laughter :  "  only  the 
laughter  is  a  bit  forced,  while  the  tears  are  natural,  and  the  cheers 
most  hearty.  The  tender  hesitates.  Tug  evidently  tender-hearted ; 
can't  bear  to  part  with  the  good  ship  Orotava.  No  ;  this  is  not  the 
cause  of  the  delay.  Some  one  is  waited  for.  Tender  crew  impatient 
Where  is  he  P  Who  is  he  P  Find  him.  Some  one,  in  ordinary  frock 
coat  and  top  hat  but  clearly  an  official  on  board  tender,  puts  both 
hands  to  his  mouth  and  shouts  out  what  sounds  to  me  like  Wait  for 
Mi«ter  TCBBS  I  "  Evidently  tender  cannot  go  ashore  without  Trans ; 
equally  evident  that  TURDS  is  not  to  sail  with  the  Orotara.  Puzzle, 
to  find  TCBBS.  Stewards,  chief  officers,  mates,  men  rush  in  all  direc- 
tions to  rout  out  TCBBS.  Look-out  man  aloft  in  sort  of  suspended 
clothes  basket  cannot  get  a  sight  of  TCBBS  either  in  the  offing  or  out 
of  it.  Nothing  like  TCBBS  to  be  seen  anywhere.  Somebody  reports 
at  top  of  voice  "  He 's  with  the  captain."  Captain  up  above  some- 
where, invisible,  denies  soft  impeachment  as  to  being  cognisant  of 
the  whereabouts  of  TCBBS.  What  is  TCBBS  doing  ?  Playing  hide 
and  seek  P  Search  light  turned  on  into  darkest  and  deepest  depths 
of  Orotava.  No  TCBBS.  Suddenly  first  gangway  withdrawn,  and 
grasp  of  tender  partially  relaxed.  Exciting  moment.  Crew  of 
tender  rattle  second  gangway  threateningly :  their  patience  is 
[almost  exhausted.  The  cry  goes  up  once  more  for  TCBBS  ahoy  I 
:  Even  the  weeping  wives  and  sorrowing  friends,  lovers  and  children 
forget  their  dear  ones  for  a  moment  and  strain  their  eyes  in  every 
direction,  gasping  for  a  glimpse  of  invisible  TCBBS.  At  last  a  small, 
stoutish  figure  appears  on  the  gangway.  Is  he  hatless  P  breathless  P 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  He  walks  the  gangway  as  if  he  yet  had  hours  of 
leisure  before  him,  and  was  quite  unconscious  of  having  kept  anyone 
waiting.  It  is  TUBES  himself.  The  self-possession  of  TCBBS  is  re- 
markable, nay  admirable.  He  notices  nobody.  Speaks  to  nobody.  Sud- 
denly he  disappears;  the  gang  way  is  withdrawn;  more  cheers,  more  wav- 
ing of  pocket-handkerchiefs,  and  the  tender,  with  the  impassive  TCBBS 
to  boot,  drifts  out  of  sight,  and  the  Orotava  is  fairly  under  weigh. 
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WITHOUT   PREJUDICE. 


Ugly  Man  (who  thinks  he 's  a  privileged  wag,  to  Artist).   "  Now,  MR.  DAVBiayr,  DRAW  ME." 

Artist  (who  doesn't  like  being  called  D&Mgny,  and  whose  real  name  is  Smith}.   "  CERTAINLY. 

BUT  YOU  WON'T  BE  OFFENDED  IF  IT'S  LIKS  YOU.    EH?" 


THAT  POOR  IRISH  HARP! 

MOOEE  hymned  the  "  Irish  Melodies," 

And  as  he  harped  all  heeded  his  chorda. 
But  heaven  help  the  hard  who  tries 

To  harmonise  the  "  Irish  Discords  " 
The  Paddies  quarrel,  gird,  and  carp, 

Blend  petty  squeak  with  mad  mock-thunder. 
No  Minstrel  Boy  may  tune  that  Harp 

Since  faction  "  tore  its  chords  asunder." 


A  WEDDIKG  of  great  interest  to  _  Welsh 
society,  which  took  place  lately  in  the 
Rhondda  Valley,  was  that  between  Mr. 
SMITH  and  Miss  MABGAEET  ABRAHAM, 
daughter  of  "Mabon,"  M.P.  Of  course  "Ma 
hon-nie  bride."  The  presents,  though 
numerous  and  handsome  enough,  did  not 
somehow  include  one  that,  having  in  view 
the  nationality  of  the  interesting  pair,  would 
have  been  singularly  appropriate.  There  was 
no  gift  of  Taff-eta. 


THE  LATEST  DANGER. 

(A  Caution  to  those  who  are  Interviewed.) 

THE  celebrity  awaited  his  interviewer  with 
some  impatience.  He  had  arranged  his  story 
with  considerable  care.  He  was  prepared  to 
show  that  he  was  the  best  of  boys  at  school, 
the  most  studious  of  students  at  the  univer- 
sity, the  worthiest  of  men  at  all  times.  He 
felt  sure  that  when  the  record  of  his  life  was 
published,  preparations  would  be  made  to 
erect  a  statue  and  a  glass  window  in  his 
honour.  And  so  he  was  satisfied. 

In  due  course  the  interviewer  appeared. 
The  man  was  bland  and  persuasive.  He 
requested  the  celebrity  to  take  a  chair,  anc 
!  then  placed  his  hand  upon  his  brow.  The 
celebrity  gazed  into  the  eyes  of  his  visitor 
with  a  lack  lustre  stare,  and  then  seemingly 
sank  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

"  And  now  I  am  prepared  to  begin,"  mur- 
mured the  interviewer,  taking  out  his  note- 


wok.    "  My  worthy  Sir,  I  command  you  to 
;ell  me  all.    Mark  you  well— all." 
And  then  the  celebrity,  in  a  monotonous 

tone,  revealed  the  secrets  of  the  past. 
•  «  »  «  * 

The  celebrity  was  furious.  The  interview 
lad  appeared,  and  was  far  too  true  in  the 
story  of  its  subject's  life  to  be  pleasant. 
There  was  no  assertion  that  the  celebrity  had 
>een  the  best  of  boys  at  school,  the  most 
studious  of  students  at  the  university,  the 
worthiest  of  men  at  all  times.  On  the  con- 
;rary,  the  celebrity  had  "  come  out"  in  rather 
unflattering  colours.  So  that  eminent  man 
was  simply  furious.  He  had  sent  for  his  in- 
terviewer, and  awaited  once  more  his  arrival 
with  impatience.  In  due  course  his  bio- 
grapher turned  up. 

"  And  now,  Sir,"  said  the  celebrity,  in 
tones  trembling  with  anger,  "what  do  you 
mean  by  suggesting  that  I  tried  as  a  child  to 
slaughter  my  maiden  aunt  ?  " 

"  Did  you  ?  "  was  the  calm  rejoinder. 

"  That  is  beside  the  question.  And  why 
did  you  assert  that  I  had  told  yon  that  I 
never  did  a  day's  work  at  the  university  ?  " 

"  But  you  did  say  so— didn't  you  ?  " 

"Again  beside  the  question.  And  what 
did  you  mean  by  stating  that  I  had  deserted 
my  wife,  and  turned  my  children  out-of-doors 
at  a  moment's  notice  ?  " 

"  But  were  those  statements  true  or 
untrue  ?  " 

"That  you  have  not  received  a  writ  for 
libel  is  my  answer.  But  how  came  you  to 
know  these  unpleasant  details  —  who  told 
you?" 

"  You  did." 

"I  did!    When,  where  and  how  ?" 

"  When  I  saw  you  here,  and  at  my  re- 
quest." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  murmured  the 
puzzled  celebrity.  "  Why  should  I  tell  you 
all  this?" 

Then  came  the  explanation. 

"  You  told  me  all  I  wanted,"  replied  the 
interviewer,  "because  I  am  a  hypnotist  ? " 

"Indeed!"  returned  the  celebrity  when 
he  had  recovered  from  his  astonishment ;  and 
then,  after  a  moment  of  deep  consideration, 
he  gave  his  visitor  the  names  and  addresses 
of  the  more  hated  of  his  rivals. 


THE  NEW  BATTLE  OF  HASTINGS. 

SOME  advance  on  Peace's  journey 

We  may  reckon.    War's  disasters 
Won't  attend  this  great  Chess  Tourney. 

And  the  Meeting  of  the  Masters. 
STECNITZ,  LASKES,  TSCHIOOHIN, 

BLACXBTJENE,  BIBD,  or  any  other, 
Whichsoever  champion  win, 

Will  be  hailed  as  friend  and  brother. 
Senlac  saw  another  sight 

When  the  Norman  whipped  the  Saxon. 
This  serene  and  bloodless  tight 

Skill  and  patience  lay  sole  tax  on. 
Here  no  arrow  ends  the  fray, 

(Though  a  narrate  victory  may  do,) 
Whereat  Punch  must  shout  hooray ! 

Play  on,  great  Chess  Masters,  pray  do ! 
May  the  best  man  meet  success ! 

(Big  guns  have  had  pretty  bastings !) 
And  no  Battles,  save  at  Chess, 

Ever  stain  our  English  Hastings ! 


A  Voice  from  the  Table. 

(At  Swearing-in  Time  for  the  new  M.P.' 


s). 


THE  cry  is  still  they  come— the  new  M.P.'s ! 
The   difference   **"*•**   **««   and   us.  m 


them  and  us,  no 
doubt, 

Seems  but  one  letter,  but  how  vast  it  is  1- 
They  are  "  sworn  in,"  but  we  are  just  worn 
outl 
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X    >" 


SATISFACTORY  ! 


JV«rvot«  Traveller.  "  Hi,  MAX,  STEADY  I    DON'T  DBIVB  so  FAST  I  " 

Hibernian  Driver.  "SuR«,  YER  HONNBB,  AN'  I  'M  ONLY  THRYIN'  TO  MAKE  THE  OULD  MABK  FOBGBT  HOW  OFTEN  SEX  HAS  BUN 

ON  HER  NogH   AT  THIS   BI.ISSKD   HlLL  I" 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Hottte  «/  Commons,  Monday,  Augutt  12. — "Are  you  ready  P 
Go!"  No  mistaking  the  voice.  It  was  the  clear,  sharp  notes  of 
HEMPBER  JOE,  ringing  from  behind  SPEAKER'S  Chair,  high  above 
buzz  of  talk  and  bustle  of  movement  in  crowded  House.  Wondering 
what  it  might  portend,  when  discovered  PBINCE  ARTHUR  and 
SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD  uitu-ing  simultaneously,  after  the  fashion  of 
the  Bounding  Brothers  from  Ihe  Breathless  Baltic.  Only,  if  yon 
remember,  those  eminent  artistes  appeared  in  ring  from  directly 
opposite  approaches,  advancing  towards  each  other  with  startling, 
though  graceful  evolutions.  PRIKCE  and  SQUIRE,  on  contrary, 
started  from  door  at  bark  of  SPEAKER'S  Chair,  advanced  fair  toe 
and  heel  to  table  ;  walked  step  by  step  together  along  either 
front  bench,  till  each  reached  the  seat  kept  vacant  for  him. 

House  so  surprised  at  this  performance  it  almost  forgot  to  shout. 
What  usually  happens  on  like  occasions  is  for  one  Leader  of 
Party  to  take  his  seat  amid  loud  cheers  from  his  friends,  taken  np 
with  strident  voice  from  other  side  when  their  man  comes  in.  Now 
cheers,  if  indulged  in,  would  mingle,  and  might  be  misunderstood.  A 
welcome  meant  for  PRINCE  ARTHUR  might  seem  to  be  bestowed  upon 
SQTJIRE,  and  rice  rerrd,  as  Mr.  ANSTEY  once  said.  Whilst  perturbed 
House  looked  on,  HFMPRSR  JOE,  having  watched  his  men,  fairly 
started,  reach  their  goal,  followed  with  swinging  step  and  the 
inevitable  orchid. 

To  see  him  seat  himself  on  Treasury  Bench,  the  right-hand  man 
of  a  Tory  Government,  too  much  for  the  feelings  of  TIM  HEALT, 
usually  held  in  stern  reserve.  Dnritg  interval  of  General  Election 
TIM  been  holding  sweet  converse  with  his  colleagues  in  general, 
BLAKK  and  TAT  PAT  in  parlicalar.  By  cdd  chance  he.  taking  his 
place  in  new  Parliament  to-day,  found  himself  seated  between  his 
two  iriends,  to  whom  presently  entered  the  "dear  JUSTIN"  of  a 
voluminous  missive.  Soothed  by  such  companionship  TIM  in  melt- 
ing mood.  But  sight  of  HEMPRKR  JOE  finally  crossing  the  gangway, 


formally  completing  marvellous  journey  from  Birmingham  to 
Hat  field,  too  much  for  trained  equanimity.  TIM  groaned  aloud. 
SWIFT  MACNEILL  roared  as  if  in  anguish.  Dr.  TANNER  (figuratively 
of  course)  cat  himself  with  knives,  emitting  sounds  that  nearly 
frightened  to  death  two  new  members  seated  on  either  side  of  him. 
i.  HKMPKKK  smiled  benignly.  Clerk  at  Table,  dexterously  interpos- 
ing, pointed  spectral  forefinger  at  JOHN  MOWBRAT,  who  rose  to 
"  move  that  the  Bight  Hon.  WILLIAM  COTJBT  GULLT  do  take  lh« 
Chair  as  Speaker." 

A  delicate  task,  seeing  that  a  few  short  months  back  he  had  run 
WHITE  RIDLET  for  the  Chsir  against  the  man  whose  price  to-day  he 
fixed  far  above  rubies.  Admirably  performed  ;  made  easier  by  fact 
that  meanwhile  GULLT  had  filled  the  Chair,  acquitting  himself  in 
manner  that  justified  choice  of  friends  and  extorUd  admiration  on 
other  side. 

"  All  very  well,"  sajs  SARK,  "to  talk  about  preserving  (herished 
traditions  and  best  precedents  of  House.  But  suppose  GULLT  had 
been— I  won't  say  a  failure,  but— anything  short  ot  perfect  manner 
in  the  Chair,  where  would  he  have  been  to-day  ?  " 

Certainly  not  in  the  Chair,  whither  MOWBRAT  led  him,  escorted  by 
JOHN  ELLIS,  and  where  TRUCE  ARTHUR  welcomed  him  in  terms 
which  indicated  that  now  was  the  dearest  desire  of  his  heart  fulfilled. 
As  for  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD,  he  was  so  affected  that  he  fell  into  his 
most  funereal  manner. 

"  One  would  think,"  said  CHAPLIN,  himself  in  the  highest  spirits, 
"  that  he  had  come  to  bury  GULLT,  not  to  praise  him." 

Butinett  done. — SPEAKER  re-elected. 

Tuftday.—"  Our  army  may  have  sworn  terribly  in  Flanders,"  said 
Mr.  M  ii. MAN,  tossing  back  the  wifj  from  his  throbbing  brow  and  re- 
arranging his  crumpled  sown  ;  "  it  was  nothing  to  what  the  House 
of  Commons  can  do  when  called  upon." 

Four  o'clock  now.  House  met  at  neon,  and  ever  since  they  've 
been  swearing  away.  PRINCE  ARTHUR  and  SQUIBE  OF  MALWOOD  led 
off,  in  company  with  HICKS-BEACH,  GOSCHEN  and  HENRT  FOWLKR. 
He  no  longer  the  Great  Mogul.  Has  folded  up  his  turban,  put  away 
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The  Elect  of  Whitehaven ! 


his  kaftan,  hung  up  his 
yataghan,  and  once  more 
resumed  the  dress  of 
commonplace  Englishman. 
House  loses  something  of  its 
pioturesqueness.  But,  Fow- 
LEB  says,  change  of  estate 
has  some  compensations.  At 
least  now  he  has  not  to  re- 
ceive the  SHAHZADA  in  his 
family  circle,  handing  him 
round  tea  and  cakes,  and 
attempting  to  converse  with 
him  in  the  Afghan  tongue, 
imperfectly  acquired  by 
study  of  OLLENDOBF.  Sense 
of  renewed  freedom  made 
Ex-Secretary  for  India 
throw  added  fervour  into 
his  bout  of  swearing. 

A  little  excitement  at  first 
in  crowded  Honse.  No  rea- 
son why  Members  should 
insist  on  being  sworn-in 
right  away.  Might  look  in 
later  in  afternoon,  when 
pressure  was  over;  or  call 
to-morrow;  or  stroll  in  all 
by  themselves  on  Thursday 
or  Friday.  Human  instinct 
irrepressible  even  in  Mem- 
bers of  Parliament.  Must 
be  in  the  first  flight,  what- 
ever isgoing'on.  So  swarmed 
round  table,  made  dashes 
for  stray  copies  of  the  New 
Testament,  snatched  at  slices 
of  cardboard  containing  form 
of  oath,  as  the  anonymous 


A-g-st-iH-U-r,Ei%.,M.P.  "  Well  really,  drowning  man  clutched  at 
now  they  come  to  mention  it,  the  likeness  be-  the  fortuitous  straw.  MIL- 
tween  myself  and  Sir  Wham  Harcourt  is  MAJf  Banding  at  table,  ad- 
wryfMMrMbMN*/"  mr  r 


ministering  oath,  had  a  hot 

time  of  it  for   an  hour.      Thereafter  excitement  began  to  lone 
down,  and  just  now  flickered  out. 

Business  done. — Swearing  in 
Members. 

Thursday. — "  Accidental  rela- 
tions in  directorial  capacity  with 
a  great  railway  corporation  have," 
said  DAVID  PLUNKET,  "brought 
to  my  knowledge  the  fact  that 
when  signals  on  the  line  show  a 
green  light,  caution  is  necessary. 
This  afternoon,  when  I  observed 
TANKER  come  in  with  flaming 
green  necktie  I  feared  the  worst." 

The  worst  didn't  befall  till  mid- 
night approached.  But  things  in 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  TAN- 
NER been  teething  for  some  time. 
His_  topographical  position  a  little 
trying.  Faced  by  triumphant 
majority  of  anti-Home-Rulers, 
distinctly  seeing  on  Treasury 
Bench  two  BALFOUBS  where  for- 
merly only  one  had  sat,  he  was 
irritated  by  having  on  his  flank 
the  REDMOND  frires,  HABBING- 
TON,  CLANCY  and  other  compa- 
triots almost  worse  than  Saxons, 
not  to  mention  the  pain  to  a  man 
of  peace  of  consciousness  that 
between  his  friends  and  colleagues 
TIM  HEALY  and  JOHN  DILLON 
there  was  something  lacking  in 
the  way  of  perfect  loving-kind- 
nees.  Then  there  was  BOANERGES 
RUSSELL  on  the  Treasury  Bench. 
Bid  enough  to  have  had  him  sit- 
ting on  corner  of  top  bench  im- 
mediately opposite.  To  fee  him 
curling  up  his  legs  on  Treasury  As  he  wot. 


was  more  than  a  humble  but  patriotic  medical  practitioner  could  stand. 
"  T.  W.  RUSSELL  I "  cried  TAITNEB,  with  fine  irony,  and  bold  dis- 
regard of  Parliamentary  usage,  which  forbids  mention  of  Members  by 
name.  The  observation  was  by  way  of  postscript  to  inquiry  as  to 
whether  the  Government  really  intend  to  toy  and  prevent  the  murder 
of  any  more  missionaries  in  China,  and  bring  in  an  Irish  Land  Bill  ? 


No  satisfaction  forthcoming  on  these  points, 
brooded  by  the  hour 
over  fresh  wrongs  of 
Ireland,  complicated 
by  these  proceedings 
in  China.  It  was 
HARRINGTON  who  ac- 
cidentally and  unin- 
tentionally dropped 
the  spark  which,  as 
a  Member  once  ob- 
served, let  slip  the 
dogs oi war.  "That's 
a  lie !  "  remarked 
TANNER,  by  way  of 
criticising  one  of 
HARRINGTON'S  state- 
ments. Remark  made 
in  quite  ordinary 
way;  just  as  if  he 
had  been  moved  to 
say  "How  d'  you 


TANNER  sat  and 


do?' 


fine  day." 


It's    a 
Friends 

and  countrymen  sit-  A  piece  of  Crown-Derby  Ware  ! 

ting  near  not  in  Design  for  Bemrose-and-Drage  Ornament  for  the 
slightest  degree  dis-  Chimney-piece.  No  publican's  parlour  should  be 
turbed.  Only  TAN-  without  this  charming  memento  of  a  great  victory. 
NEB'S  way.  HARRINGTON,  in  fact,  had  commenced  next  sentence, 
when  voice  of  long-suffering  SPEAKER  heard,  inquiring  whether  he 
had  heard  aright,  one  Member  accusing  another  ot  being  a  liar  ? 

TANNER  a  little  flustered  at  this  extraordinary  and  unexpected 
punctilio.  If  objection  taken  had  not  been  so  sudden,  the  Doctor, 
most  amiable  and  good-natured  of  men,  who  wouldn't  hurt  a  fly 
much  less  flout  a  SPEAKER,  would  have  apologised.  But  House 
angrily  roared ;  SPEAKER  remained  standing  ;  HEMPBEB  JOE,  leading 
House  in  temporary  absence  of  PBINCE  ARTHUR,  appeared  on  scene 
with  bit  of  paper  he  had  in  his  pocket,  containing,  by  rare  chance, 

written  formula  for  moving  sus- 
pension of  disorderly  Member.  So 
TANNEB  was  "named,"  and  pre- 
sently escorted  from  House  by 
Deputy  -  Sergeant  -  at  -  Arms, 
shaking  his  fist  at  unoffending 
Secretary  for  the  Colonies,  shout- 
ing "Judas!  Judas!"  at  top  of 
strident  voice,  probably  restrained 
only  by  general  hurry  of  pro- 
ceedings from  demonstrating  how 
L'HEMPRER  was  at  bottom  of 
the  murder  of  missionaries  in 
China. 

Business  done.  —  Address 
moved.  So  was  TANNER— out  of 
House.  ROBERTSON,  M.P.  for 
South  Hackney,  delightful  in 
seconding  Address.  Confided  to 
House  that  he  was  first  genuine 
East-Ender  ever  placed  in  such 
position. 

Friday.—  Unprecedented  scene 
to-night.  ATTOBNEY  -  GENEBAL 
FOB  IBELAND,  rising  from  Trea- 
sury Bench,  opposed  JOHN  DIL- 
LON'S amendment  to  Address  ; 
SOLICITOR-GENERAL  FOR  IRELAND, 
springing  up  from  Front  Opposi- 
tion Bench,  warmly  supported  it. 
Both  maiden  speeches ;  manner 
distinctly  different.  ATKINSON 
prim,  severe,  official ;  HEMPHILL 
friendly,  genial,  richly  eloquent. 
"  I  fancy,"  said  PRINCE 
ARTHUR,  with  one  of  his  sweet 
t- miles,  "pur  SOLICITOR- GENERAL 
has  studied  his  Parliamentary 

The  Seconder  of  the  Address.    As  he  aught  to\have  been,  manner  by  observing  the  graces  of 

i  popular  conductor  on  taking  his 
'      "     Business 
Add  recs. 


Bench,  one  of  Her  Majesty's  "Hon.  Members  would  probably  be  interested  in  seeing  what  a  dweller  in  the  a  popular  conductor  on 
Ministers,  drawing  a  salary  quar-  East  End  was  really  like,  especially  when  he  was  to  be  in  some  costume  suit-  seat  in  the  orchestra." 
terly  with  regulationand  despatch,  able  to  the  occasion."  done. — Still  debating  A 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

TAKING  THE  WATEBS.  —  Are 
the  Falls  of  Foyers  worth  preserv- 
ing? That  depends  on  another 
question — What  are  the  Falls  of 
Foyers?  They  are  the  finest  cas- 
cade in  Bonny  Scotland,  and  the 
B.  A.  C.,  or  British  Aluminium 
Company,  intends  to  take  all  the 
water  out  of  them  to  turn  its 
machinery  with.  Not,  mind  you, 
a  mere  inappreciable  rill,  but  the 
whole  river  I  "Ma  Foi-ers!" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Punch  in  his  best 
French,  when  he  read  the  corre- 
spondence on  this  subject  in  the 
North  Britioh  Daily  Mail,  the 
Gtagow  Herald,  and  other 
northern  papers ;  ' '  shall  this  van- 
dalism be  allowed  ?  No  1  Foyers 
must  be  preserved  for-years  to 
come  I "  It  seems  that  a  Dr. 
COMMON,  a  director  of  the  B.  A.  C., 
has  been  explaining  to  the  Inver- 
ness Field  Club  that  the  Falls 
won't  actually  be  destroyed— only 
there  will  be  no  water  in  them! 
Yet,  by  his  name,  this  director 
should  defend  all  common  rights. 
We  hope  he  is  rare.  The  B.  A.  C. 
(or  Brazen  Assurance  Company) 
must  learn  the  A  B  C  of  respect 
for  natural  beauty,  or  Mr.  BRYCE 
will  have  to  introduce  an  "  Access 
to  Waterfalls  Bill."  There  is  yet 
time  to  save  the  chief  Wonder  of 
Loch  Ness ;  and  a  year  hence  let 
us  trust  that  the  following  Words- 
worthian  stanza  will  apply : — 

Full  many  a  glorious  scene  has  Punch 

Saved  by  his  winsome  page ; 
And  from  the  B.  A.  C.  this  Fall, 
A  lovely,  powerless,  hopeless,  thrall, 

Was  rescued  by  the  Sage. 
So  let  it  foam !    And  time  will  come 

When  every  tourist  raider 
At  this  Cascade  will  give  three  cheers 

For  every  good  Case-aider ! 

AN  OLD  CRUSTED  Pom. — The 
"Battle  of  the  Mails"  is  again 
raging  in  Ireland.  Queenstown 


LOCAL    COLOUR. 

PLACE—  Smith  Parade,  Cheapenham-mi-Sea. 

Edith.    "MABEL  DKAR,    WOULD  YOU  GET  ME  BASltEKXR\1  SWITZIR- 
LAHD  AND  THB  LAST  NuMIiRR  OF  THE    WORLD." 
Mabel.    "WHAT  DO  7OU  WANT   TSMIl  FOR?" 

Edith.  "On,  I'M  WRITING  LITTERS,  AND  ws  '»•  IN  THE  ENOA- 
DINE,  YOU  KNOW,  AND  I  JUST  WANT  TO  DESCRIBE  BOMB  OF  OUR 
FAVOURITE  HAUNTS,  AND  MENTION  A  FEW  OF  THE  PEOPLE  WHO  ARE 
STATING  THERE — HERE,  I  MEAN." 


seemed  to  have  conquered,  but, 
according  to  the  Cork  Daily 
Herald,  the  partisans  of  South- 
ampton are  insidiously  working 
in  favour  of  that  port,  because  it 
is  believed  that  "  a  Unionist 
Government  with  a  powerful 
majority  will  be  less  amenable  to 
Irish  pressure  than  the  late 
Home-Rale  Government  was." 
And  the  very  idea  of  the  Post 
Office  breaking  through  the  con- 
tract with  the  Cunard  Lino,  the 
Dublin  Steam  Packet  Company, 
and  the  London  and  North- 
Western  Railway  is  denounced 
as  a  monstrous  offence.  That  is 
all  right,  and  it  is  refreshing  to 
tipd  so  much  respect  for  contracts 
still  surviving.  In  postal  and 
steamer  matters  Ireland  is  Con- 
servative to  the  backbone.  She 
won't  dofi  her  "coat  of  mail" 
in  a  hurry.  Home-Rulers  and 
Unionists  are  united  on  this  point : 
"  one  touch  at  Queenstown  makes 
all  Erin  glad." 

TII K  South  Walts  Daily  JWuu 
tells  us  that  "policemen  on  bi- 
cycles are  a  very  common  thing 
in  Cardiganshire." 

THE  VERNACULAR.  EVOLUTION  OF 
THB  "  FOHCK." 

When  great  Sir  ROBERT  first  enroll'd 

the  band, 
At   "  Peelers "    they   were    known 

throughout  the  land : 
Thin  fickle  fancy,  changing  e'er 

her  hobby, 
Metamorphosed  the  nickname  into 

"  Bobby." 
As  yean  went  on— 'tis  known  to  be 

no  "  whopper  " — 
Alluded     to    was    Bobby    as     a 

"Copper,". 
And,  nowadays,  the  people  call  him 

"Slop": 
Nor   U   the   matter   likely   hert  to 

stop. 
For  now  we  learn,  that  our  once 

«imple"  Peeler" 
Is  up-to-date  and  has  become  a 

"Wheeler"! 


THE  OLLENDORF  GUIDE  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

THE  PERSISTENT  HAIRDRESSER. 

TEE  middle-aged  neighbour  is  going  to  the  fine  shop  of  the 
persistent  hairdresser.  Why  is  the  middle-aged  neighbour  going  to 
the  tine  shop  of  the  persistent  hairdresser  P  Because  the  middle-aged 
neighbour's  wife  (i.e.  the  wife  of  the 
middle-aged  neighbour)  has  ordered 
him  to  have  his  nair  cut.  What  will 
thepersistenthairdressertellthemiddle- 
aged  neighbour  while  he  is  having  his 
hair  out  P  That  the  hair  of  the  middle- 
aged  neighbour  (i.e.  the  middle-aged 
neighbour's  hair)  is  all  coming  off. 
What  will  the  middle-aged  neighbour 
say  ?  The  middle-aged  neighbour  will 
say  nothing,  but  he  will  attempt  to 
read  the  gigantic  journal  of  the 
prosperous  newspaper  proprietor.  Will  the  persistent  hairdresser 
make  any  further  remark  ?  Yes,  the  persistent  hairdresser 
will  inform  the  middle-aged  neighbour  that  his  hair  is  thin  on 
the  top  of  his  head,  that  the  remaining  hair  is  very  dry,  that  it 
would  be  well  if  the  middle-aged  neighbour  would  give  immediate 
attention  to  the  subject  (i.e.  the  subject  attention  give  immediate). 
What  will  the  middle-aged  neighbour  say?  The  middle-aged  neigh- 
bour will  say  nothing,  but  will  continue  the  attempted  reading  of  the 
gigantic  journal  of  the  prosperous  newspaper  proprietor.  Will 
the  persistent  hairdresser  persevere  in  his  exertions  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  middle-aged  mighbour?  He  will  persevere  by 
brushing  the  hair  of  the  middle-aged  neighbour  by  machinery. 

foil.  crx. 


Will  the  brushing  of  the  hair  of  the  middle-aged  neighbour 
by  machinery  prevent  the  further  reading  of  the  gigantic  journal 
of  the  prosperous  newspaper  proprietor  P  It  will  have  that  effect, 
and  the  midale-aged  neighbour  will  remonstrate.  Will  the  persist- 
ent hairdresser  repeat  his  observations  about  the  thinness  of  the  hair 
on  the  top  of  the  head  of  the  middle-aged  neighbour  ?  He  will,  and 
the  observations  will  be  received  in  silence.  Will  the  persistent 
hairdresser  then  recommend  "the  Blistersoalpholine "  as  a  remedy  ? 
The  pertistent  hairdresser  will  recommend  "  the  Blisterscalpholine" 
as  a  remedy,  saying  that  it  may  be  obtained  in  bottles  at  half-a- 
crown  and  four-and-six.  Will  he  urge  the  purchase  of  "the 
Blisterscalpholine "  in  bottles  at  four-and-six,  in  preference  to 
bottles  at  half-a-crown  ?  He  will,  saying  that  the  former  contain 
four  times  as  much  "  Blisterscalpholine"  than  the  latter  (i.e.  fonr- 
and-eix  four  times  "Blistersoalpholine"  half-a-crown  bottles  contain 
as  much).  Willthemiddle-agedneighboursay  that  he  wishes  to  be  bsJdP 
The  middle-aged  neighbour  will  say  so  with  superfluous  emphasis(i.e., 
in  phrases  of  superabundance).  Will  the  persistent  hairdresser  de- 
clare that  "  the  Blistersoalpholine  "  can  be  advantageously  used  as  a 
hair-wash  by  those  desirous  of  becoming  bald?  The  persistent 
hairdresser  will  make  this  declaration.  Why  will  the  persistent 
hairdresser  sound  the  praises  of  "  the  Blisterecalpholine  "  so  loudly  ? 
Because  the  persistent  hairdresser  is  the  sole  manufacturer  of  "the 
Blisterscalpholine."  Will  the  middle-aged  neighbour  purchase  a 
bottle  of  the  persistent  hairdresser  ?  Yes ;  the  middle-aged  neigh- 
bour will  purchase  a  bottle,  if  the  middle-aged  neighbour  has  an 
account  with  the  persistent  hairdresser,  and  he  (i.e.  the  persis- 
tent hairdresser)  will  put  it  (i.e.  the  bottle  of  "  Blisterscalpholine  ") 
in  his  (i.e.  the  middle-aged  neighbour's)  bill.  If  the  middle-agod 
neighbour  uses  "  the  Blisterfcalpholine,"  what  will  he  do  in  six 
months  ?  The  middle-aged  neighbour  will  purchase  a  wig. 
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ROBERT  BURNS  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

[The  Falls  of  Foyers,  near  Loch  Ness,  are 
menaced  by  the  projected  proceeding*  of  an 
Aluminium  Company.] 

"  Auoxa  the  heathy  hills  and  rugged  woods 
The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods, 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 
Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream 

resounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow. 
As  deep  recoiling  surges  foam  below. 
Prone  down   the  rock  the  whitening  stream 

descends, 

And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends. 
Dim-seen,  thro'  rising  mists,  and  ceaseless 

show'rs 

The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding  low'rs. 
Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  rirer  toils. 

And  still,  below,  the  horrid  cauldron  boils—" 

*  •  •  *  * 

The  above  never-finished  fragment  was  written 
by  BUIINS,  with  a  pencil,  standing  by  the  Fall  of 
Fyers  (now  called  Foyers),  near  Loch  Ness. 

Shade  of  ROBERT  BURNS,  loquitur : — 

0  "  blither  Scots,"  and  is  it  thus, 
For  all  your  patriotic  fuss 

O'er  names  and  sio-like  trifles, 
Ye  can  stand  by  whilst  soulless  Trade, 
With  greedy  pick,  and  grubbing  spade, 

Old  Scotia's  charms  so  rifles  ? 
How  well  the  hour  my  heart  recalls, 

When,  fired  by  all  the  Muses, 

1  strove  to  honour  Foyers  Falls ! 
Bat  now  my  song  refuses 

Its  singing,  swift-springing, 
At  sight  of  Scotia's  charms, 

My  song  now  is  wrung  now 
With  patriot  alarms. 

That  I,  "for  poor  auld  Scotland's  Bike, 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  beak  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least," 
Was  aye  my  wish.    But,  Scotland  dear, 
What  is  this  shameful  news  I  hear, 

That  racks  your  poet's  breast  P 
That  ruthless  commerce,  spreading  wide, 

Will  stain  the  shores  of  Ness, 

And  turn  those  mossy  floods  aside 

I  sang — with  some  success  ? 

That  Beauty  and  Duty — 

It  sure  must  be  a  hum  1 — 
A  Soot  still  can  blot  still, 
For— Aluminium  I 

I  know  my  country's  love  of  "  brass." 
Tis  loth  to  let  a  bawbee  pass, 

A  saxpence  bid  go  bang. 
Yet  "  Caledonia  stern  and  wild," 
Rather  than  see  these  Falls  defiled. 

Should  bid  gross  gain  go  hangl 
Fancy  those  "  rocky  mounds  "  replaced 

By  refuse-heaps— alack ! — 
And  all  the  "heathy  hills"  defaced 
By  smoke  and  chimney-stack  I 
A  tunnel  ? — Each  runnel, 

In  river  and  cascade, 
Seems  shouting,  and  flouting 
The  claims  of  tasteless  Trade. 

And  shall  a  private  company 
In  interests  of  mere  £  s.  d. 

Rob  Ness  of  Beauty's  dower  ? 
Shall  Scotland  in  new-born  stupidity 
Pander  to  sordid  Trade's  cupidity 

To  get  cheap  water-power  ? 
Monopoly  tap  the  torrent-stream, 

And  ''  viewless  Echo's  ear  " 
Be  harried  by  the  hideous  scream 
Of  railway  whistles  near  ? 
I  'm  firi'd,  inspired ! 

The  Muse,  though  mild  and  meek, 
Now  dashing,  eye-Hashing, 
Assures  me  I  must  speak  ! 

Scotland  may  list  her  BURNS'S  song 
And  stay,  ere  all  too  late,  a  wrong 
To  beauty  and  herself. 


ACCOMMODATING. 

Old  Lady.  "Now  THEK,  WHAT  DO  YOU  WANT!" 

Joe  the  Tramp.  "I  AIN'T  PF.RTICKLER,  LADY.     WHAT  'AY'  Y«R  oOTt" 


She ' s  not  so  fast  midst  Mammon's  thralls 
As  sacrifice  her  noblest  Falls 

To  paltry  greed  of  pelf. 
If  she  '11  not  heed  the  patriot's  cry, 

She  '11  heed  the  poet's  jingle. 
The  prospect  fires  the  Ploughman's  eye, 
And  makes  his  heart  strings  tingle. 
Ye 're  no  men,  nor  wo-men, 

As  Scots  ye  're  falsa  and  fickle, 
Should  Trade  thus  degrade  thus 
The  Falls  to  a  poor  trickle. 

Where  are  ye,  bardlings,  full  of  fire. 
Who  tune  to-day  a  Scottish  lyre  ? 

Where  is  your  sounding  line  ? 
No  stirring  stanza  can  ye  spare  ?        • 
Faith,  Sirs,  this  aluminium  scare 

Should  waken  all  the  Nine  I 
Ah  1  oould  I  hand  my  lyre  to  LANG, 

Loch  Ness  should  echo  loud 
To  such  a  strain  as  ne'er  yet  rang 

In  ears  of  Mammon's  crowd. 


Wake"WuLLnt"l    'Twon't  sully 
Your  fame,  you  grand  old  Soot  I 

For  what  land  like  Scotland 
Should  raise  your  ire  red-hot  ? 


IN  France  female  enterprise  knows  no  limit 
and  no  law.  CKLRSTIWK  JOLTVKT  of  Belleville 
—who  has  a  jolly  "vay"  about  her — dis- 
covered a  son  of  Mars  asleep.  "  Not  hers  to 
reason  why,  hers  but  bis  togs  to  try,"  BO  the 
promptly  relieved  the  slumbering  warrior  of 
his  uniform  and  transferred  it  to  her  own 
person,  and— doubtless  to  "cover"  the  loan 
—left  her  own  petticoats  by  the  side  of  the 
sleeping;  soldier.  Poor  Piou-piou  had  a  rude 
awakening,  and  was  compelled  to  don  the 
girl's  garments,  in  which  unwarlike  garb  he 
reached  the  barracks.  CKLBSinns  was  appre- 
hended, and  got  fifteen  days.  OFFENBACH 
would  have  given  her  eighteen  months. 
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GEORGIE'S    AND   JACKY'S    HOLIDAYS. 

(An  Extract  from  the  Note-book  of  Mr.  Barlow  the  Younger.) 
I  AM  quite  sure  that,  had  my  revered  grandsire  survived—  as  a 
matter  ot  fact,  he  passed  away  some  time  ago,  leaving  a  valuable 
connectioa—  he  would  have  moved  with  the  times.  In  his  day  he 
certainly  did  his  best  to  amuse  his  pupils  by  telling  them  agreeable 
and  instructive  stories,  but  he  did  not  actually  join  in  their  sports. 
I,  his  descendant,  pursue  the  even  tenor  of 
my  way  on  a  different  tack.  I  have  two  lads 
staying  with  me  during  the  vacation.  Their 
parents  are  residing  in  the  Indian  portion  of 
the  British  empire  and  the  Australian  colonies. 

-  They  are  bright,  intelligent  boys,  full  of  high 
spirits,  and  yet  gifted  with  an  amount  of 
common  sense  much  in  advance  of  their  com- 
paratively tender  years.    GBOHGIE  BAHNWELL 

•  is  generous  to  a  fault.    He  will  borrow  six- 
.v  pence  of  a  friend  to-day,  and  give  half  of  it 

^g  to  a  beggar  to-morrow.  His  companion,  JACKY 
m  RUSH,  is  more  economical.  He,  too,  will  bor- 
"  row  sixpence  to-day  and  supplement  it,  if 
possible,  by  a  further  loan  on  the  morrow,  Consequently  JOHN  is 
richer,  as  a  rule,  than  GEORGE. 

"  See,  Sir,"  said  Rpsn  to  me  a  morning  or  so  since,  "  what  I  have 
got.  Thanks  to  the  kindness  of  some  acquaintances  with  longer 
purses  than  my  own,  I  have  acquired  a  fishing-rod." 

"  Which  I  trust  you  will  not  allow  him  to  use,"  put  in  BARNWEIX, 
impulsively.  "He  is  considerably  my  junior,  and  I  fear  that,  were 
he  to  fi>h,  he  might  be  drawn  by  the  strength  of  the  current  into 
the  water,  and  possibly  be  drowned.  Such  a  calamity  would  be  a 
terrible  thing  to  his  parents.  What  would  make  such  a  blow  the 
more  acute  would  be  the  expense  of  the  telegram  conveying  the 
lamentable  news  to  India.  On  these  grounds,  revered  Sir,  I  trust 
you  will  forbid  him  the  use  of  the  fishing-rod." 

"  I  believe  the  apprehensions  of  my  comrade  are  unnecessary," 
said  sensible  JACKY.  "I  feel  convinced,  however,  that  they  spring 
from  the  best  motives,  as  he  refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the 
purchase  of  the  rod,  on  the  score  that  he  thought  I  would  be  tempted 
to  u»e  it.  Now  that  I  have  bought  it  with  my  own  money  -  " 

"  Your  own  money,"  observed  GEOBGIE,  with  a  smile. 

"  With  money  that  has  passed  into  my  possession,"  amended  the 
younger  lad,  "I  shall  be  glad  to  sell  the  rod  at  a  considerable  dis- 
count if  such  a  financial  arrangement  can  be  entertained  by  my  well- 
intentioned  companion." 

"  I  am  sincerely  grieved,"  replied  BABNWELL  to  this  invitation,  "to 
have  to  sav  '  No.'  A  rather  extensive  purchase  of  Japanese  caramel 
cannon-balls  has  entirely  exhausted  my  pecuniary  resources.  But 
I  am  willing  to  meet  JACKY  half  way.  As  he  has  bought  the  fishing- 
rod,  I  shall  be  glad  to  hold  it  for  him  when  we  get  to  the  landing- 
stage,  where  we  propose  commencing  our  search  for  the  denizens  of 
the  vasty  deep." 

It  will  be  noticed  by  the  observant  that  up  to  this  point  the  con- 
versation had  been  conducted  in  well-chosen  words.  "  Literary 
elegance  in  diction  "  is  one  of  the  many  extras  that  appear  in  the 
bills  delivered  quarterly  (and  payable  in  advance)  to  the  parents  of 
my  cherithed  charges.  To  my  surprise  and  annoyance  JACKY, 
instead  of  retorting  with  courtesy,  merely  placed  his  right  hand 
level  with  his  face,  extended  the  fingers,  and  allowed  the  thumb  tj 
touch^  the  nose. 

"You  will  see,  Sir,"  said  GEOBGIE,  much  shocked  at  this  vul- 
garity, '  that  my  companion  at  times  is  lost  to  all  sense  of  shame.  If 
you  are  kind  enough  to  turn  aside  for  a  moment,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
accomplish  a  feat  known  amongst  the  prize  fighters  of  the  earlier 
part  of  the  present  century  as  punching  some  one's 
head." 

I  complied  with  my  pupil's  request,  and  for  some 
little  while  there  were  sounds  not  entirely  unsug- 
gestive  of  lamentation.  Sounds  which  seemed  to 
cause  no  little  amusement  to  an  observant  'Arry. 

Our  walk  to  the  place  of  fishery  after  this  little 
incident  was  uneventful.  When  we  reached  the 
spot,  a  rough-looking  mariner  was  in  attendance 
with  what  subsequently  appeared  to  be  a  bag  of 
bait. 

"Morning  gents,  all,"  said  the  sailor,  respectfully; 

I  have  got  what  you  want.  But  be  careful  how 
you  touch  them,  as  they  are  nasty  customers." 

This  warning  was  necessary,  for  GEOBGIE  (who 
is  ot  an  inquiring  character)  had  placed  his  hands 
amongst  the  worms  with  results.    He  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
jam.       Ah,  I  thought  so  !  "  cried  the  mariner,   looking    at  my 

you  have  been  bitten 


H  «wane"nantupam;  you  ave  been  bitten  b?  a  Mo* 
two;  WeVU  W  have  to  do  is  to  climb  up  to  the  moat  under 
that  there  castle  and  find  some  mote  weed.  Put  the  weed  on  the  spot 
and  the  aia  will  " 


and  the  paia  will  go  like  magic. 


"  But  its  quite  a  mile  up  hill,"  observed  the  still  depressed  BABN- 
TVELL.  "  Whit  shall  I  do  while  I  am  going  ?  It  hurts  me  fearfully." 

"My  dear  GEOHGIE,"  said  JACKY,  who  had  now  reassnmed  his 
customary  demeanour,  "pray  be  guided  by  the  advice  of  this 
worthy  and  experienced  person.  I  feel  sure  that  what  he  recom- 
mends is  salutary.  And  as  to  what  you  should  do  while  mounting 
the  undoubtedly  lofty  heights  leading  to  the  castle's  moat,  I  would 
recommend  a  policy  of  cheerful  submission.  Bear  it,  my  dear  boy, 
with  fortitude,  and  smile  while  yon  perform  the  heroic  operation. 
During  your  absence,  I  myself  will  hold  the  fishing-rod.  This 
concession  should  tend  to  assuage  your  anguish.  And,  in  conclusion, 
let  me  hazard  the  hope  that  when  you  return  from  the  moat  with 
your  hand  convalescent,  after  an  application  of  moat  weed,  you  will 
find  that  I  have  had  good  sport.  I  trust  to  be  in  a  position  to 
present  you  with  either  a  specimen  of  a  salmon,  a  sole,  a  flying  fish, 
or  a  tittlebat— of  course,  any  one  or  all  of  them  for  a  suitable  con- 
sideration." 

GEOBGIE  waited  no  longer,  but  hastened  away  after  kicking  in  the 
direction  of  his  cherished  companion. 

"It's  a  painful  bite  when  you  ain't  accustomed  to  it,"  observed 
the  mariner.  "Not  that  I  mind 'em.  Look  here,  all  them's  bites  and 
stings." 

And  the  man  stretched  forth  his  hand,  which  was  certainly 
covered  with  a  variegated  assortment  of  scars. 

"What  did  that?"  atked  JACKY,  with  a  stronger  feeling  of 
curiosity  than  an  appreciation  of  grammar. 

"That  was  done,  Sir,  by  a  spiteful  cat,"  replied  the  mariner. 
"  It  is  a  nasty  worm  is  the  spiteful  oat.  Cut  them  up  into  halves 
and  they  will  bite  you  still.  But  there,  the  fish  is  awful  fond 
of  them !  Why,  these  here  blood-clotters  are  nothing  to  them,  no 
more  are  these  lug  worms." 

With  this,  the  man  threw  down  what  appeared  to  be  a  small  but, 
for  its  size,  corpulent  sea-serpent. 

"  It 's  no  good,"  he  exclaimed,  scornfully.  "  The  fish  won't  touch 
any  of  that  lot  after  they  've  lost  their  shape.  Look  at  that  one,  it 's 
foolish  to  call  it  a  worm  now,  ain't  it  ?  Now  I  will  take  this  blue 
doctor  and  bait  the  line  for  you.  See,  I  run  the  hook  through  the 
head  to  the  hip.  That  will  fetch  a  mullet.  It  leaves  me  half.  But 
you  must  take  a  whole  one  for  a  codling." 

By  this  time  JACKY  was  standing  on  the  brink  of  the  stage,  all 
impatient  to  cast  his  line  into  the  water.  The  bait,  encumbered  by 
some  nobs  of  lead,  fell  with  a  jerk  into  the  sea. 

"You  had  better  take  a  seat,  young  master,"  said  the  experienced 
mariner ;  "  sometimes  you  get  bites  by  the  dozen,  at  others  nothing 
comes  near  you  for  hours.  It's  all  a  toss  up.  And  the  fish,  too, 
they  are  fanciful.  Your  dabs  and  your  codlings  are  demons  for  rock 
worms.  But  the  mullet  and  whiting  want  something  a  bit  more 
tasty." 

"  If  that  is  the  case,"  said  JACK?,  who  had  been  from  time  to  time 
watching  his  bait,  "do  you  not  think  you  could  find  something 
more  tempting  than  this  attenuated  worm,  which,  so  far  as  I  can 
judge,  has  already  been  diminished  in  the  water  of  half  its  stature." 

"  Well,  yes,  Sir ;  I  could  put  on  a  spiteful  cat.  If  a  fish  will  touch 
anything,  he  will  touch  spiteful  cat." 

Then  with  admirable  skill  the  mariner  selected  a  bait,  and  in  a 
twinkling  had  the  hook  refurnished. 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  be  successful,"  said  JACKY,  "  as  I  notice  that 
my  cherished  companion,  GEOHGIE,  has  obtained  the  healing  weed, 
and  h  rapidly  returning  from  the  Castle's  moat.  He  will  be  pleased 
to  find  that  while  he  has  been  in  pain  I  have  been  enjuying  a 
delightful  sport,  with  no  little  reward  attached  to  it.  If  I  were  suf- 
ficiently fortunate  to  capture  a  salmon,  no  doubt  I  would  find  a  ready 
market  for  it  in  London,  and  thus  acquire  a  sum  of  money  sufficient 
to  meet  all  my  present  necessities,  and  even  to  pay  back  a  portion 
of  the  sums  that  have,  during  a  period  extending  over  years,  been 
so  kindly  advanced  to  me." 

Unwilling  to  waste  my  time,  and  finding  the  occupation  of  watching 
JACKY'S  fruitless  efforts  to  rob  the  mighty  deep  of  its  piscatorial 
inhabitants  somewhat  tedious,  I  had  lotted  down  these  few  notes. 
It  was  at  this  moment  that  JACKY,  who  had  been  ineffectually 
attempting  to  charge  his  hook,  suddenly  gave  me  the  bait  to  hold. 
I  had  thus  at  length  an  opportunity  of  making  the  close  acquaintance 
of  "  spiteful  cat."  The  immediate  result  of  the  introduction  was  the 
abrupt  and  painful  termination  of  my  literary  labours. 


"  MIKE  AGAIN." — The  Liverpool  Courier  tells  a  curious  story  of  a 
female  miner  in  "  one  of  the  chief  Welsh  gold  mines."  She  is,  we 
are  informed,  "  a  girl  fair  to  look  upon,  a  colonial,  bright,  common- 
sensible,  wayward,  musical,  a  linguist,  altogether  talented,  and 
something  of  a  new  woman,  yet  not.  She  is  linguist  enough  to 
attempt  the  Welsh  language,  perhaps  that  she  may  thereby  mine 
the  more."  Admirable  descriptive  diction  this  1  The  lady  gold- 
seeker  must  be  not  only  a  miner,  but  a  Minerva,  and  if  only  she 
succeeds  in  discovering  a  few  nuggets  she  will  be  able  (as  a  wag 
might  suggest)  to  purchase  a  pallas  to  live  in. 
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CABBY;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack.") 

No.  I.— MY  MATES  AND  MY  FARES. 

"Ms  and  my  Fares .'"    There's  a  takingish  title  for  one  o'  them 

books  as  they  call  "  Rummynicenoes !  " 
Don't  you  imagine  "  Romance  on  the  Rank  "  must  mean  dry-as-dust 

yarns  about  Strikes,  Fares  and  Licences. 
"TBEACLR,"  "LONG  BENJY,"  and  "  PINEAPPLE  BOB,"  "  OLD CUBLY," 

"THE  COUNTRYMAN,"  "GINGER,"  and  "CHICKING," 
Not  naming  myself,  if  it  comes  to  (food  stories,  could  give  SHEBLOCK 
'OLMKS  arf  a  length  and  a  licking. 

Rum  names?  Lori  that's  no- 
think!  You  look  down  a  list, 
in  the  Sporting  Snips  say,  of 
the  'orses  in  running, 
And  any  cab-rank  could  knock 
'oles  in  the  lot,  for  sheer 
oddity,  jumble-up,  fancy  and 
funning. 

Many  a  nickname  "s  a  yarn  in 
itself,  or  leastways  suggests 
one  to  them  in  the  know 
of  it. 

Cabby  is  like  Sir  GEOBGK 
LEWIS  ;  'e  knows  London's 
seamiest  side,  though  'e 
mayn  't  make  no  show  of  it. 

Take  "  CODDT  COWSLIP,"  now ! 
Meaningless  muddle,  that 
name,  I've  no  doubt,  to  a 
fare  trim  and  toffy. 

But  git  old  C.  C.  on  the  patter 
one  morn  in',  say  over  a  Bil- 
lingsgate pheasant  and 
coffee. 

Twig  'is  old  countryfied  dial 
a-wrinkle  with  sly,  knowing 
wickedness!  Lor!  it's  a 
beano! 

And  yet  "CoDi)r"'s  got  such  a  chawbaoon  chuckle,  'e  passes — 
with  them  as  ain't  fly — for  a  greeno. 

What '«  don't  know  about  cockney  oonniverings,  and  country  colly- 
fogs,  isn't  worth  knowing. 

Why,  'e 's  been  evert/think,  ploughboy  and  street-preacher,  betting- 
man,  jock,  "  all-a-blowing-a-growing," 

Pedlar  and  poacher,  'orse-dealer,  and  'earse-driver !  Yes,  and  'is 
name  seems  to  tell  the  whole  story 

To  us  as  'ave  'eard  it  in  "COWSLIP'S"  soft  snnffle,  when  over  a 
toddy-tot,  all  in  'is  glory. 

Wbat  /  say  is  this  :  If  a  Cabby  cau't  see,  and  take  stock  of,  the  life 

of  this  wonderful  City, 
Perched  'igh  on  'is  box,  with  arf  town  for  'is  fares,  and  'is  eye  on 

the  other  arf,  well,  it's  a  pity. 
I've  drove  BILLY  SHIKSPUB'S  Seven  Ages,  /  have,  and  a  tidy  lot 

more  as  the  Swan  never  thought  on ; 
For  cabs  wasn't  up  in  the  days  of  Queen  BESS  ;  though  that  Jaques 

as  a  Growler  I  think  might  'ave  caught  on ! 

I've  known  his  fair  moral  in  stror  bands  and  capes,  'stead  o' cloak 

and  trunk  'ose.    Ah !    If  WILLIAM  'ad  driven 
A  'ansom  ten  year— and  I  guess  for  the  chance  all  them  Venice 

cinals  and  their  boats  'e  'd  ha'  given ! — 
What  plays  Vd  ha'  found  ready-made  to  'is  'ands!    Was  it  DIZZY 

as  called  us  the  London  Gondolers  P 
Well,  'e  knowed  a  thing  or  two,  BENJAMIN  did,  'bout  Romance ; 

a  lot  more  than  your  stick-in-the-'olers. 

Romance  f    I  could  reel  you  out  yarns  by  the  hour,  as  I  've  dropped 

on,  or  'eard  of  from  others,  since  cabbing ; 
But  it's  only  when  Bobby  is  fair  on  our  track,  or  there's  perks  in 

the  wind,  as  we  're  given  to  blabbing. 
Trot  'em  out  in  the  Shelter  sometimes  to  our  pals;  some  on 'em,  I 

tell  you,  are  creepy  and  twittery, 
Just  the  right  fctutf  for  them  " 'Aporths  of  All  Sorts"  the  scrap- 

'unting  parties  as  calls  theirselves  littery. 

Take  railway-stations,  theayters,  and  'orsepitals,  them  three  alone, 

and,  for  comic  or  tragic, 
Imagine  the  drammers  a  driver  gets  glimpses  of!    Peeps  through 

town-winders,  too  1    Tell  you,  it 's  magic, 
The  way  we  spot  mysteries,  caught  through  a  curtain,  cock-eyed, 

from  our  perch  nigh  the  second -door  level, 
In  spins  through  back  streets,  or  the  sububs.    The  world  and  the 

flesh,  my  dear  Sir,— with  a  dash  of  the  d 1 ! 


Me  and  my  fares,  and  my  matf  s  on  the  Rank,  make  a  pretty  big 

world.    To  a  man  as  loves  'osses, 
A  Cabby's  life  isn't  arf  bad  on  the  whole,  spite  of  bilks  and  bad 

weather,  hard  bosses  and  losses. 
The  grip  of  the  reins,  and  the  flick  of  the  whip,  'ave  a  fair  fascination 

to  fellows  built  my  way, 
And  dulness— that  cuss  of  the  poor !— doesn't  'unt  you  in  tpinnin" 

through  Babbylon's  'ighway  or  byeway. 

Dulness !    To  drowse  on  the  Rank  for  two  hours,  or  more,  waiting  a 

fare,  isn't  sparkling  or  thrilling, 
And  then,  p'r'aps.  a  stingy  old  mivvey  with  luggage,  as  takes  yer 

two  miles,  lull,  and  tips  a  bare  shilling ! 
But  lively  turn-ups  are  most  times  on  the  tappy,  or  just  round  the 

corner.    Cab,  Sir  I    Piccadilly  ? 
Now  if  that  chalk-face,  with  the  penny-slot  month,  doesn't  'ide  a 

grim  story  or  two,  send  me  silly  ! 


OUB,  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

.N<>\\  that  the  World  has  taken  his  wife  to  the  sea-side  or_  the 
Continent,  there  is  not  much  demand  for  heavy  literature—  especially 
as  the  cost  of  the  over-weight  in  luggage  is  something  considerable 
beyond  Calais—  and  consequently  trifles  light  as  air  have  become  the 
popular  brain-food  of  the  multitude.  In  the 
absence  of  his  noble  and  respected  chief,  an  Old 
Retainer  of  the  Baron  has  read  Telling  Stories, 
originally  published  in  the  67.  James's  Gazelle. 
The  Old  Retainer  can  honestly  declare  that  the 
stories  are  not  only  worth  telling,  but  being  re-  told 
—  in  their  present  form  —  they  are  just  the  things  to 
amuse  the  traveller  weary  of  watching  Ihe  nat- 
box  on  the  carriage-rack,  or  the  third-rate  moun- 
tains fading  into  distance  on  the  Rhine.  He  will 
turn  to  them  for  recreation  when  he  has  tired  of 
sight-seeing.  They  are,  without  exception,  short, 
crisp,  and  interesting.  The  Old  Retainer  would  not 
think  of  leaving  town  without  them.  They  would 
be  more  welcome  to  him  than  his  armour,  and 
as  his  weather-worn  umbrella.  The  Veteran 
Warder,  still  acting  on  behalf  9f  his  revered,  but  far-a-field,  cap- 
tain. has  peeped  into  The  Times  Atlas,  a  magnificent  volume, 
worthy  of  the  best  traditions  of  Printing  House  Square.  The  Aged 
Watchman  has  sampled  the  maps,  and  found  them  absolutely  accu- 
rate in  the  smallest  particulars.  The  Atlas  has  caused  the  Elderly 
Sentry  to  think  seriously  of  quitting  his  guard,  and  journeying  to 
the  far  North.  He  has  not  yet  decided  upon  his  destination.  At  the 
moment  of  writing,  his  inclination  gaily  suggest  "  Greenland," 
while  his  banking-account  sternly  whispers  "  Southend  or  Herne 
Bay."  In  the  meanwhile,  the  Years'-stricken  Looker-out  remains 
at  his  post,  and,  with  a  hand  trembling  with  age  and  emotion, 
proudly  appends  a  signature  not  his  own. 

THE  BABON  BE  BOOK-WOBMS. 


ate  a* 


TOWN    VERSUS  COUNTRY. 
(An  Intercepted  Letter.) 

MY  DEAR  BOB,— I  have  got  your  note,  sympathising  with  me  on 
my  sad  fate  of  being  "tied  to  town"  in  August.  Don't  cry  while 
yon  are  in  the  wood.  I  can  assure  yon 
that  bricks  and  mortar  are  just  as  pleasant 
as  green  leaves.  Not  that  we  do  not  have 
the  latter.  Hyde  Park  is  at  its  best,  and 
Battersea  is  beautiful  beyond  compare.  And 
mind  you,  my  lad,  it  is  unnecessary  to 
stroll  through  either  in  the  height  of  May 
Day  fashion.  The  House  is  sitting,  and  the 
Irish  Members  are  quite  equal  to  keeping 
both  sides  on  the  move. 

And  at  night  we  have  plenty  of  gaiety, 
not  only  in  the  Strand,  where  The  Shop 
Girl  is  as  popular  as  ever,  but  at  the  Lyric 
too,  where  The  Artist's  Model  is  a  pattern 
of  prosperity.  Then  there  are  the  halls  of 
dazzling  delight.  Titania,  at  the  Alhambra, 
and  Faust,  at  the  Empire,  leave  nothing  to 
be  desired  save  a  lot  more  of  them.  So, 
my  d<ar  young  friend  do  not  condole  before 
you  have  reason.  London  is  going  well  and  ktrong,  and,  while  this 
happens,  I  can  dispense  with  the  jocular  joys  of  Shrimpington-on- 
Sea.  Yours,  cheerfully,  DOLLY. 


M'CABTHY'S  MOTTO  (the  tciih  being  father  to  the  thought}.—"  Sic 
transit  gloria  REDMONDI  ! " 
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UNLUCKY   SPEECHES. 

She.  "Om,  MR.  SOBNEY,   I  AM  so  GRATEFUL  TO  Totr  FOE  YOUK  THOUOHTFTJLNESS  IN 

WRITING  SO  PROMPTLY  TO  TELL  MK  OF  POOE  HARKY'g  ACCIDENT  I" 

He,  "  PRAY  DON'T  MENTION  IT— I  WAS  VERT  GLAD  INDEED  TO  HAVE  THE  OPPORTUNITY 

Of  DOING  IT  I  " 


"THE  CHILDREN'S  COUNTRY 
HOLIDAYS  FUND." 

IT  will  be  remembered  that  a  fortnight  since 
appeared  in  Punch  (Vol.  109,  No.  2823)  an 
article  entitled  "  The  Country  of  Cockaigne," 
written  as  a  reminder  that  the  above  excellent 
fund  was  not  only  in  existence,  bat  sorely  in 
need  of  contributions.  Since  then  the  appeal 
has  been  answered  by  the  charitably  disposed, 
and  acknowledged  by  the  proper  official  at 
head-quarters.  It  is  gratifying  to  leam  that 
the  paper  published  in  these  pages  has  been 
ot  signal  service  to  the  young  clients  for  whom 
author  and  artist  plied  pen  and  pencil  with 
so  much  goodwill.  It  is  not  customary  to 


j  publish  "  serious  "  contributions  from  volun- 
tary contributors  in  these  columns,  but  the 
following  extract  from  a  letter  received  from 
the  Secretary  of  the  "Children's  Country  Holi- 
days Fund  is  such  pleasant  reading  that  an 
apology  for  its  insertion  seems  superfluous  :— 

"  '  The  Country  of  Cockaigne '  has  caused  such 
a  pressure  of  work  here,  that  I  am  afraid  the  ordi- 
nary duties  of  gratitude  have  been  Ions;  delayed. 
May  I  say  that  we,  and  here  I  speak  for  the  London 
children,  are  very  grateful  indeed. 

"  It  was  scarcely  eleven  o'clock  last  Wednesday 
when  a  man  came  in  with  £1  to  send  JIMMY  and 
FLORRIB  away,  and  there  were  several  more  on  the 
same  errand  at  lunch  time.  Since  the  article  ap- 
peared we  have  received  £1,334  lla.  6rf.— of  this 
over  £500  has  been  sent  with  special  mention  of 


Punch,  and  considerably  more  than  this  is  undoubt- 
edly due  to  it.  ...  One  father,  speeding  away  to 
Switzerland  with  his  family,  read  Punch  in  the 
train,  and  scribbled  a  note  in  pencil  that  he  wanted 
to  help  before  going  on  his  holiday,  and  wrote  a 
cheque  for  £7— at  Dover  station." 

Then  the  writer  says  that  many  of  the  con- 
tributors to  the  Fund  wanted  to  know  whether 
JIMMY  and  FLORETS  were  real  children,  and 
concludes  with  an  expression  of  "  heartiest 
thanks  to  all  concerned."  Of  course,  JIMMY 
and  FLOBRIE  are  children  of  the  brain,  but 
they  are  none  the  less  real  on  that  account. 
They  are  types  of  thousands.  A  correspon- 
dent suggests  that  the  article  is  calculated  to 
do  so  much  good  that  it  should  be  reprinted. 
This  would  be  impracticable.  However,  it  is 
possible  to  repeat  "the  Moral";  and  this 
being  so,  we  give  it :  — 

"The  offices  of  the  Children's  Country  Holidays 
Fund  are  at  10,  Buckingham  Street,  Strand,  and 
contributions  should  be  made  payable  to  the  Hon. 
Treasurer." 


HUMPTY-DUMPTY'S  SONG. 

(Adapted  from  ' '  Through  the  Looking-glass  "  to 
the  Political  Situation.) 


Humpty-Dwnpty . 
Alice 


.  Diplomacy. 
.  Public  Opinion. 


["The  SULTAN,  it  teems,  has  not  yet  taken  to 
heart  the  solemn  warning  addressed  to  him  by 
Lord  SALISBURY,  and  approved  by  the  leaders  of 
the  Opposition.  .  .  .  The  SULTAN  alone  turps  a 
deaf  ear  to  th?  friendly  counsel  which  it  is  so 
greatly  to  his  interest  to  acapt." — The  Times.} 

"THE  piece  I  am  going  to  repeat,"  said 
HUMPTY-DUMPTY  to  ALICE,  "  was  written 
entirely  for  your  amusement.  It  goes  thus  "— 

I  sent  a  letter  to  the  Turk, 
Bidding  him  stay  his  horrid  work. 

The  Turk  delayed  two  months  or  three. 
Then  sent  an  answer  back  to  me. 

The  Turk's  belated  answer  was, 
"  I  cannot  do  it,  Sir,  because — 

I  sent  to  him  again  to  say, 
"  It  is  your  interest  to  obey." 

He  answered,  with  a  sleepy  grin, 
"  Why,  what  a  hurry  you  are  in  I  " 

I  urged  him  twice,  I  urged  him  thrice. 
He  would  not  listen  to  advice. 

I  took  a  rod,  'twas  large  and  new, 
Fit  for  the  work  I  had  to  do. 
Namely,  that  lazy  Turk  to  tickle ; 
And  then  I  put  that  rod  in  pickle. 

The  Turk  he  wrote  to  me  and  said, 
My  agents  are  asleep  in  bed." 

I  wrote  to  him,  I  wrote  it  plain, 

"  Then  you  must  wake  them  up  again !  " 

I  wrote  it  very  lar ?e  and  clear ; 
I  had  it  shouted  in  his  ear. 

But  he  was  very  stiff  and  proud ; 

He  said,  "  You  needn't  shout  EO  loud  ! " 

And  he  was  very  proud  and  stiff  ; 

He  said,  "  I  '11  try  and  wake  them,  if " 

I  put  his  "  answer"  on  the  shelf : 
I  said,  "  I  '11  wake  them  up  myself ! " 

He  cried.  "  Nj  good  I    The  door  is  locked, 
I've  pulled,  and  pushed,  and  kicked,  and 
knocked. 

And  when  I  found  the  door  was  shut 
I  tried  to  turn  the  handle,  but — 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  ALICE  timidly  asked. 

"That's    all,  —  f«r    the    present,''    said 

HUMPTY-DUMPTY. 
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A  TIMPOKARY  OBSTHRUCTION.' 


TRUCULENT  Tnr,  THK  AMBIGUOUS  PATHIOT.  "  GIT  OUT  0'  THE  ROAD,  18  IT  ?    BE  AI8Y  NOW— WILL  ME 

CONSCHIENCE  LET  MK  ':  " 

["  There  wa«  n  suggestion  on  the  part  of  the  Government  that  everyone  was  anxioua  to  get  away  from  the  Hoiue.  Some  people  certainly  were 
not.  ...  He  had  no  anxiety  to  get  away,  but  was  mort  anxious  to  turn  the  House  to  account  in  the  interest  of  his  constituent*  and  the  country 
generally,  though  they  all  meant  different  things  when  they  used  that  expression."— Mr.  T.  M.  Healy  (Lovth,  A'.)  •<•  the  Hotue  of  Common.] 
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A    TRIP    "PER    SEA." 

Appetite  —  Steward  —  Wandering  —  The  Cigar  —  Umbrella—  Sus- 
piciont  —  Judicial  —  Interrogation  —  Evidence—  Stowaway  — 
Verdict—  Off—Surmite  —  Lunch  —  Afloat— Night— Morning— 
Away — Landing. 

SUDDENLY  aware  of  commencement  of  what  promises  to  be  uncom- 
monly fine  and  large  appetite  when  it  reaches  maturity.  Happy 

Thought.  —  Find  steward.  Ma 
Happier  Thought. — Finding  steward, 
not  for  the  purpose  usually  associated 
with  calling  for  that  official  on  a 
rough  day  between  Dover  and  Calais. 
On  present  occasion  only  to  ask  him, 
when  found,  the  hour  of  lunch. 
Somehow  he  eludes  my  search.  After 
wandering  about  vaguely  into  several 
other  persons'  cabins,  1  find  myself 
suddenly  on  a  narrow  lower  deck. 
Don't  know  its  technical  name.  And 
now  "  a  strange  thing  happens." 
Before  me,  leaning  against  a  rail,  is 
the  portly,  or  rather  tea-portly, 
jovial-looking  individual,  whose 
acquaintance  I  have  already  made  in 
captain's  cabin,  thoughtfully  finish- 
ing a  cigar.  By  the  way,  at  any 
period  of  our  too-brief  acquaintance 
I  never  see  him  without  cigar,  which  he  is  always  just  finishing, 
bat  never  commencing.  At  this  moment  his  cheery  countenance 
wears  as  hard  an  expression,  quite  unnatural  to  it,  as  it  could  by 
any  possibility  assume  for  more  than  three  minutes  at  a  stretch. 
He  is  addressing  a  fiabby,  cadaverous-looking  individual  in  seedy 
black  trousers  and  coat,  one  button  of  which  conceals  the  upper 
part  of  a  waistcoat  made  of  some  "  washing  material,"  and  appa- 
rently as  greatly  in  need  of  the  cleansing  process  as  is  its  wearer. 
In  one  ill-shaped,  dirty  hand  he  holds  a  very  superior  class  of 
umbrella,  with  a  gold  tip  to  it.  I  at  once  jump  to  the  conclusion 
that  its  present  possessor,  having  come  by  it  dishonestly,  has  been 
taken  dirty-red  handed,  and  that  my  stout  acquaintance  is  a  sort  of 
nautical  magistrate,  authorised  to  try  such  cases  by  a  sort  of  in- 
formal court-martial  on  board,  and  empowered  to  order  the  culprit, 
if  found  guilty,  to  be  put  in  irons,  or  to  be  mast-headed,  or  other- 
wise dealt  with  according  to  maritime  law. 

Standing  in  the  gangway  1  become  an  interested  spectator  of  the 
trial.  The  evidently  guilty  party,  pale  as  a  suet  dumpling,  and 
trembling  like  a  jelly  (remarkable  culinary  combination),  is  awaiting 
his  sentence.  "  Why  didn't  yon  go  on  board  the  tender  with  every 
one  else  P  "  asks  my  Judicial  and  Nautical  Assessor  (I  fancy  this  is  the 
term  in  the  Admiralty  Court,  where,  if  on  shore,  he  would  probably 
sit  attired  in  fall  naval  uniform,  with  a  judge's  wig  on,  and  a 
eocked  hat  a-top  of  that).  The  man  mutters  something  about 
"  didn't  hear."  Not  hear  I  "  ejaculates  the  Assessor,  taking  a  short 
pull  at  his  cigar  and  smiling  incredulously,  "  not  hear  I  when  every- 
one was  shouting  and  rushing  all  over  the  ship  1  "  Personally  I  can 
bear  witness  to  these  facts ;  but,  not  being  called  as  evidence  for  the 
Crown  and  Anchor,  I  remain  silent.  Why  even  down  in  the  engine- 
rooms  the  stokers  must  have  heard  the  shouts  for  "  TUBES!"  It 
occurs  to  me  suddenly  that  this  wretched  man  must  have  stolen 
TUBES'  umbrella.  But  I  am  at  once  enlightened  as  to  the  real  state 
of  the  case.  "  Look  here,  my  man,"  says  the  Judicial  and  Nautical 
Assessor,  as  he  critically  eyes  the  ash  of  his  cigar  before  flicking  it 
off  while  speaking:  to  the  prisoner,  "  you  said  you  came  on  board  to 
see  your  friends  off ;  you  gave  their  name  as  TOMPKIKS.  Well,  there 
isn't  such  a  name  on  the  books."  This  statement  seems  to  come  as 
a  "facer"  to  the  cadaverous  man,  who,  becoming  more  cadaverous 
than  ever,  eyes  the  deck-rails  askance,  as  if  contemplating  a  sudden 
rash  and  a  jump  into  the  water. 

"Now,  my  man,"  continues  the  Assessor,  with  pleasant  severity, 
"  you  say  you  've  got  friends  at  Plymouth," — the  man  is  understood 
to  assent  to  this  proposition  in  a  despairing  sort  of  way — "  and  you 
say  they  '11  pay  for  you  there."  The  slightest  indication  of  a  cunning 
smile  momentarily  illumines  the  Job  Trotter-like  countenance  of  the 
prisoner.  "  Well,  we  don't  do  business  on  those  terms.  Yon  give 
the  steward  three  guineas,  and  we  '11  take  you  to  Plymouth.  But  if 
you  can't  pay— off  you  go.  Here,  steward,  you're  wanted."  And 
that  oflieer  coming  up,  the  miserable  individual  with  the  valuable 
umbrella  (about  which  no  questions  have  been  asked)  is  given  into 
his  charge  by  my  stout  acquaintance,  who,  as  we  enter  the  smoking- 
room,  says  to  me  in  an  undertone,  "  He 's  a  regular  '  do.'  We've 
hailed  a  boat,  and  he  '11  be  put  off  in  two  two's.  He  wanted  to  get 
his  passage  free.  He 's  a '  stowaway,'  that 's  what  he  is." 

A  stowaway !  Up  to  this  moment  of  cruel  disenchantment,  my 
sympathies  have  always  been  with  the  "  stowaway."  I  imagined 
him  as  a  poor,  ill-used  kind  of  Smike  or  Oliver  Twitt,  hiding  him- 


self away  among  the  casks  in  the  lowest  hold  of  the  vessel,  only 
issuing  forth  in  the  dead  of  night  with  the  rats  and  cockroaches, 
who,  suddenly  coming  to  the  upper  deck  in  a  terrific  storm,  steers 
the  ship  into  a  peaceful  haven,  saves  the  captain  from  a  watery 
grave,  and  who,  finally,  either  marries  the  low  high  admiral's 
daughter,  or  (which  is  more  affecting)  the  poor  stowaway  mutters 
something  about  "  Home,"  and,  gratefully  smiling,  as  he  looks  up  at 
the  now  utterly  overcome  captain,  dies,  in  the  lime-light,  to  slow 
music,  with  his  head  reposing  on  that  deeply  affected  officer's  best 
epaulette.  In  fact,  a  sort  of  nautical  "  Poor  Jo."  But  this  idea  is 
utterly  knocked  over  by  the  appearance  of  the  real  genuine  stow- 
away, who  has  such  a  sneaky,  crawly,  strangling-you-asleep  ap- 
pearance, that  I  own  to  a  feeling  of  intense  gratification  on  seeing 
two  men  rowing  a  small  boat  up  alongtide  (for  which  we  slack  off  a 
bit),  while  at  the  same  moment  the  discomfited  sneak  with  the 
expensive,  and  still  mysterious,  umbrella,  who  has  descended  the 
lowered  gangway,  stands  on  the  shaky  ledge  below  as  if  he  were 
about  to  take  a  plunge— which,  indeed,  he  does ;  not,  fortunately  for 
him,  into  the  tidal  river,  but  head  foremost  into  the  dingy,  where  for 
a  second  or  two  he  lies  sprawling.  Regaining  his  legs,  he  steadies 
himself,  and  actually  has  the  impudence  to  wave  his  hat  to  us  by 
way  of  bidding  us  farewell,  and  hoping  we  '11  have  a  good  passage ! 
"  And,"  I  ask  of  a  sharp-looking  little  officer,  who  is  superintending 
the  hauling  up  of  the  ladder,  "  what  will  become  of  him  f  Can  he 
pay  those  boatmen  ?  "  "  Heaven  knows !  "  is  the  answer,  and  we 
drop  the  subject  as  we  have  already  dropped  the  miserable  object. 
At  the  last  he  will  have  to  give  up  that  umbrella,  worth  quite  a 
guinea,  in  payment  for  being  taken  ashore.  And  then — .  .  .  alas ! 
poor  Job  Trotter  the  Stowaway  I  I'm  afraid  a  good  teven  years  is  in 
store  for  him  on  some  count  or  other ;  and,  may  be,  that 's  about  the 
best  that  can  happen  to  him. 

The  bugle- call.  Bugle  connded  by  mysterious  person  in  plain 
clothes,  who,  like  myself,  "  comes  out  for  a  blow."  After  this  he  is 
"heard  no  more,"  until,  at  six  P.M.,  he  sends  out  his  notes  "  </« 
/dire  part"  i.e.,  to  inform  the  company  that  it  is  time  to  dress  for 
dinner.  At  6.30  he  gives  a  good  hearty  blow  out,  cheerily  announc- 
ing the  last  meal  of  the  day.  Then  he  vanishes  till  next  morning 
at  breakfast-time. 

•  One  o'clock. — Such  a  prodigal  luncheon  as  is  provided  only  on  board 
ship.  Most  appropriate  name,  "  Liners."  At  meal  times  we  are  all 
"  liners,"  and  very  plentifully  do  we  line.  Only  on  board  one  hour, 
and  my  appetite  is  Dominie  Samptonith,  i.e.,  "  prodi-gi-oui  1 " 

After  lunch— with  the  essential  Oriental  carry— the  necessary 
cigar  and  eoffee-oum-liqueur ;  we  talk  as  we  pace  the  deck  up  and 
down  and  round  and  round,  occasionally  stopping  to  remark  on  the 
coast  scenery,  and  to  puzzle  out  the  exact  localities  of  the  belt 
known  places  from  Whitstable  to  Dover. 

S.i  passes  a  fine  and  most  enjoyable  afternoon  ;  then  more  bugle, 
capital  dinner,  band  playing,  lively  conversation,  cigars  and  coffee, 
more  pacing  deck,  storytelling,  game  of  cards,  music,  piping  (no 
dancing),  grogging,  and  so  to  bed  at  an  earlyish  hour,  to  sleep 
soundly,  undisturbed  even  by  solos  on  the  fog-horn  which,  I  am 
subsequently  informed,  were  of  frequent  occurrence,  until  the  polite 
Commander  of  the  Bath  knocks  at  cabin  door  to  inform  me  that  it 
is  seven  A.M.,  and  that  the  warm  tea  bath  awaits  me. 

L'appftitrient  en  baignant,  and  while  walking  the  deck  we  grate- 
fully welcome  the  bugler  who  bugles  us  to  breakfast.  We  rush 
down.  False  alarm  I  It  is  only  the  politeness  of  the  bugler,  who 
beforehand,  so  that  no  one  shall  be  taken 
by  surprise,  gives  us  the  note  of  warning, 
letting  us  know  thereby  that,  in  half-an- 
hour. breakfast  will  be,  so  to  speak,  "under 
weigh  1 "  Fair  start  for  all. 

Nine  A.  it.— Lions  feeding  not  in  it  with 
us  sea-dogs.  What  a  breakfast  1  as  if  we 
were  not  going  to  be  within  reach  of  food 
for  the  next  fortnight.  We  are  all  taking 
in  stores  hand  over  hand. 

Alas!  when  next  the  bugle  sounds  for 
lunch  we  shall  not  be  there  1  For,  as  the 
clock  strikes  one,  a  tender  from  Plymouth 
arrives  to  fetch  us,  and  in  a  pelting  shower 
we  leave  the  good  ihip  Ontat-a,  taking  with  us  our  chief  cheery 
companion ;  and  after  bidding  adieu  to  the  other  cheery  companions 
on  board,  we  (a  small  party  of  three)  take  train  from  Plymouth, 
S.  Devon,  to  Ilfraoombe,  N.  Devon,  traversing  as  pretty  a  line  of 
country  as  is  to  be  found  in  England.  And  so  we  begin  our  holiday, 
and  advise  everyone  to  do  likewise  and  enjoy  the  trip  as  much  as  we 
did,  and  a  holiday  as  much  as  we  intend  to  do. 


Rhyme  by  a  Bad. 
CUAMUKHLAIN  thinks  the  old,  old  Tory  mind, 

Has  changed  in  love  of  privilege,  power,  pelf : 
Say  what  JOE  will,  our  eyes  he  cannot  blind ; 

We  know  that  his  Tory  repeats  itself  1 
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COMING   TO    A    FULL    STOP. 

Driver  of  bolting  tandem  (to  Sector,  who  has  accepted  a  lift  across  the  park).  "ALL  RIGHT,  MR.  POBTLBY — DON'T  BE  FRIGHTENED  1 

THE  SUNK  FENCS  is  SURE  TO  STOP  'EM  I " 


THE  INDEPENDENT  FEATHER  PARTY. 

First  Partridge.  Hallo !    Goin'  strong  on  the  wing  ? 

Second  Partridge.  So,  so,  dear  bird.  What  prospectsf  or  the  openin'? 

F.  P.  Notbio' cheerful.   Agricultural  depression  and  Death  Duties 

and  Parish  Councils 
and  all  that.  Hear 
they  're  goin'  to  make 
allotments  in  our 
beanfield. 

8.  P.  Yes,  and  the 
Anti-Shootin'  League 
and  the  claptrap 
against  the  Lords. 
It's  very  depressin'. 
However,  with  a 
sportin*  Government 
in,  things  will  be 
loohin'  up. 

F.  P.  Takes  time, 
my  feathered  one, 
takes  time.  Why, 
they  're  still  rittin' 
with  the  season  just 

^•*T«1TI*   f\n  JTfi&T  it  *"* 
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CMnn'  on. 

doocid  dull  in  town, 
too,  with  the  pavin'  up  in  the  Mall  and  all  that. 

S.  P.  Where  do  you  get  the  club  talk  from,  old  rooster  ? 

F.  P.  Bird  I  know  keepin'  over  in  the  roots.  Pal  of  a  poacher 
that's  thick  with  one  of  these  West  End  game-mongers.  Get  the 
latest  from  him.  Heir  HEALT  and  TANNER  and  that  lot  are  on  the 
war-pa1h,  and  heaven  only  knows  when  the  House  will  be  up. 

S.  P.  Woulda't  have  mattered  much  in  the  good  old  days  before 
the  guv'nor  let  the  shootin'  to  the  brewin'  Member.  Lords  never 
did  a  stroke  of  work  after  the  Twelfth;  but  these  Commoners  ain't 
born  and  bred  among  the  turnips.  Only  take  the  Bhootin'  for  the 
sake  of  appearances. 


F.  P.  Yes;  and  I  hear  that  the  brewin'  fellow's  given  the  first 
week's  sport  to  three  of  these  New  Women. 

S.  P.  Means  a  bad  time  for  u? — blazin'  into  the  brown,  and  all 
that.  Give  me  the  right  kind  of  sport,  I  say,  and  a  fly  for  my 
money.  With  these  'prentice  hands  you  never  know  where  you  are, 
don't  you  know '(  Bound  to  fly  into  the  pips  some  day  or  other. 

F.  P.  And  probably  no  dogs  to  give  vou  a  wrinkle  how  things  lie. 
Keepers  won't  bring  'em  out  at  any  price.  Say  it 's  chancy  enough 
for  themselves  and  the  beaters,  without  riskin'  a  decent-bred  setter. 
Lost  three  and  a  half  brace  of  elippin'  Gordons  with  two  New 
Women  guns  last  season  over  the  other  side  of  the  county. 

S.  P.  Groin'  in  for  co-operation  this  year  ?  What  do  you  think  of 
the  cavey  system  ? 

F.  P.  Played  out.  dear  bird.  Social  fads  a  bit  off  colour,  don't 
you  know,  in  these  Tory  days.  Individualism,  I  say,  and  let  every 
fowl  sit  tight  for  himself,  especially  with  this  wild  shootin'  goin'  on. 
Family  ties  a  little  loose,  too,  this  end  of  the  century.  Look  at  the 
Divorce  Courts. 

S.  P.  No  chance  of  Protection,  I  suppose  ? 

F.  P.  Afraid  not.  You  see  they're  keepin'  JIMMT  LOWTHEB 
quiet  with  a  heavy  job  on  Committees.  By  the  way,  I  see 
BBODRICK  's  gettin'  in  a  lot  more  ammunition  for  small-arms.  Glad 
it 's  smokeless  powder.  Old  stuff  used  to  knock  the  landscape  about 
badly.  Then,  again,  apart  from  the  view,  must  say  I  like  to  see 
where  I  'm  flyin'. 

S.  P.  Pity  CHAPLIN  didn't  get  laid  on  to  our  department.  Hear 
he  had  a  notion  for  a  bi-metallio  gun ;  dead  safe  to  settle  agricul- 
tural depression. 

F.  P.  Well,  anyhow,  B.OSEBERY  did  us  the  compliment  to  make 
our  last  man  a  Lord ;  though  perhaps  it  was  a  covert  insult,  seem' 
he  was  boomin'  against  the  Upper  Chamber.  Take  it  all  round,  I  'm 
for  a  Tory  Government.  One  of  their  openin'  moves,  you  see,  is  to 
put  the  First  on  a  Sunday.  That 's  a  hit  sportsmanlike. 

S.  P.  Yes,  but  they  're  a  mixed  lot— this  coalition.  Tell  me  that 
J.  C.  don't  know  a  muzzle  from  a  butt-end !  However,  here 's  luck 
and  rnde  health  to  all  good  sportsmen.  Vive  le  Sport .'  I  'm  off 
with  the  missus  for  a  mornin"  fly.  Ta-ta  1  [Exeunt. 


AUGUST  31,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


107 


RATIOCINATION. 

Hector.    "  DUOGAN,    ATTENTION  I        As  YOU  'RE  AN    OLD    BALACLAVA 

SOLDIER,  I  AM  INCLINED  TO  MAKE  ALLOWANCES  ;  BOT  THIS  is  TIIK 
THIRD  TIME  I  HAVE  SEEN  YOU  UNDER  THE  INFLUENO*  OF  DRINK  I 
How  is  THIS  ? " 

Sexton.    "WELL,   YOU  SEE,   SIB,   WHEN  I  oo  DOWN  TOWN,   ONE 
FJSLLOW  SATS,  'DuooAH,  WILL  you  HAVE  A  DRINK?'  AND  ANOTHER 

SATS  THE  BAKE,    AND   I   GET   DRUNK  WITHOUT   KNOWING   IT  I " 

Hector.  "  Bur,  DDGGAN,  WHEN  I  GO  DOWN  TOWN,  NO  ONE  ASKS 

ME  TO  TAKE   A   DRINK  I" 

Sexton.  "  YES  ;  BUT  YOU  'RE  NOT  NEARLY  SUCH  A  POPULAR  MAN, 
YOU  SEE  I " 


A  LESSON  FROM  THE  NEW  LIZARD. 
(By  a  Worritted  One.) 

[The  Frilled  Lizard— CHlamydosaurtu  K\ng\ — from  Roebuck  Bay,  Western 
Australia,  a  recent  Addition  to  the  Zoo,  is  believed  to  "elevate  its  frill  when 
angry  or  excited  " ;  but  as  no  power  on  eurth  seems  to  make  it  excited  or 
angry,  its  frill  never  shows  to  advantage.] 

OH  Chlamydosaurus .'    You  spread  out  before  us, 

If  not  your  fine  frill,  an  example ! 
With  lizards  to  live  what  a  deal  would  one  give, 

At  least,  if  they  're  all  up  to  sample  I 
Oh,  thing  enigmatic,  lethargic,  lymphatic, 

True  type  of  the  eadetn  temper  ; 
Your  finery  gay  you  can't  rightly  display, 

For  lack  of  that  trine— a  temper ! 
If  "features  more  human — especially  woman — 

Were  like  you  in  dress  and  in  diet. 
And  perfectly  willing  to  sacrifice  frilling. 

And  other  mere  show-things,  to  quiet. 
"Twould  bring  us  all  balm,  for  our  world  would  be  cilm 

As  though  stilled  by  the  wand  of  a  wizard. 
But  ladies  are  few  who  will  learn  at  the  Zoo 

The  true  secret  of  life— from  a  lizard. 


New  Name  for  the  "New  Woman." 

UNSEXED,  factitious,  foolish,  coarse,  inhuman  1 

She 's  not  the  New,  she  'B  but  the  "  Novel "  Woman. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Houteof  Cmnmoni,  Tvetday,  August  20.  2.  IftA.M.-  New  Members, 
and  some  who  sat  in  last  Parliament,  have  had  opportunity  to-night  of 
tasting  old  tiroes  at  Westminster.  As  H.  0.  WKIISIKK  pointedly 
observes.  "  TIM  HEALT  has  drawn  his  shillelagh,  and  thrown  away 
the  scabbard."  Here  is  House  of  D70  Members,  in  Session  in  obedience 
to  constitutional  conditions.  Must  needs  meet  on  12th  of  August; 
but  every  man,  or  nearly  everyone,  chiefly  anxious  to  get  necessary 
business  over  as  soon  as  possible,  and  so  off  to  moor  or  sea,  or  quiet 
home  in  long-severed  country  across  the  Irish  Sea  or  b  yonu  the 
Tweed.  TIM  HEALV  has  introduced  Bill  to  amend  Municipal 
Franchise  in  Ireland  ;  wants  to  carry  it  through  all  its  stages,  and 
send  it  on  to  Lords  before  Prorogation.  "  Only  a  little  one,"  he 
pleads.  I'HINCK  ARTHUR  points  out  if  exception  made  in  one  case 
will  be  claimed  in  others.  Can't  oblige  TIM. 

"Very  well,"  says  the  Implacable  One;  "then  eee  what  it  will 
cost  you.  No  Bill  no  holiday,  at  least  not  as  lung  as  I  can  stand  on 
floor  and  raise  my  voice." 

All  through  the  long  sitting  TIM  been  to  the  fore.  No  matt<  r 
what  subject,  it  served  for  him  to  take  objection,  and  in  most  case* 
division.  ATTOKNEY-GKKERAL  wanted  to  take  first  reading  Expiring 
Laws  Continuance  Bill;  a  purely  formal  procedure;  a  matter  of 
course  at  end  of  each  Session.  TIM  objected.  Ai'tir  vain  protest, 
ATTOBNKY-GB]>KaAL  retired.  PRIKCE  ARTHUR  moved  debate  on 
Limerick  election  should  have  particular  place  in  Agenda.  TIM 
objected.  Sueh  a  course,  he  argued,  implied  that  debate  on  the 
dutiful  address  to  most  gracious 
speech  from  the  throne  might 
be  interrupted  in  favour  of  apy 
ordinary  business.  In  voice 
faltering  with  emotion  TIM  re- 
sented this  slight  upon  his 
Sovereign.  Next  in  enormity 
was  evidence  discerned  by  his 
keen  visit  n  of  demoralising  in- 
fluence of  HEMPRFB  JOB  on 
Conservative  principles.  Before 
the  fusion,  Conservatives  held 
sacred  all  constitutional  pre- 
cedents. Now,  with  a  light 
heart,  they  proposed  to  flout  an 
ordinance  that  had  prevailed  for 
seven  hutdred  yearn. 

Why  seven  hundred  nobody 
knew.  TIM  might  have  put  it 
at  eight  hundred  or  a  thousand  ; 
bat  he  is,  above  all  thingc,  a 
moderate  man. 

SPEAKER  ruled  PRINCE  AR- 
THUR'S procidore  strictly  in 
older.  SQUIRE  OF  MALWOOD, 
coming  to  rescue  of  Ministers, 
admitted  it  was  a  course  in- 
variably taken  under  former 
Ministry.  TIM  took  his  stand 
on  the  British  Constituti  n  • 
put  his  protecting  arms  round 
his  affronted  Sovereign ;  de- 
clined to  budge,  and  the  master 
of  many  legions  surrendered. 
_  The  same  through  long  sit- 
ting, which  closes  at  this  moment 
with  dawn  surprising  the  blush- 
ing East.  On  successive  ques- 
tions—the suspension  of  twelve 
o'clock  rule,  the  SPEAKER  leaving 
Chair  without  question  put. 
Chitral,  and  a  long  series  of 
formal  motions  in  Supply — TIM 
delivered  innumerable  speeches ; 
took  in  all  ten  divisions.  Once, 
House  being  cleared  for  divi- 
sion, he,  in  conformity  with 
quaint  requirements  of  the  mo- 
ment, remained  seated  with  hat  formance  of  Much  Ado  alxut 
on,  contesting  points  of  order  by  **"> John  Ualy  Company, 
with  SPEAKER.  Alone  he  did  "  We  shall  sUy  here  at  least  a  month ; 
it.  Although  from  fifty  to  a  »nd  he  (Benedick)  heartily  pr*ys  some 
hundred  Members  went  out  to  occasion  may  detain  us  longer." 
vote  with  him,  none  felt  capable  **  Ado<  *°->  Aot  x->  ^  l- 

of  joining  in  his  masterly  controversy  with  the  masterful  SPEAKER. 

Hard  lines  for  new  SPEAKER  ;  in  Chair  for  nearly  twelve  hours, 
incessantly  on  the  watch.    But,  as  SARK  says,  the  game  has  for  him 


Tim  takes  the  leading  part  in  the  per- 
A'at/ting, 
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been  well  worth  burning;  the  candle  at  both  ends.    To-night's  sitting 
has  finally  established  his  position  in  the  Chair. 
Suiiness  done. — Address  agreed  to. 

Tuesday.— SABK,  whose  knowledge  of  SHAKSPKABK  is  extensive 
and  peculiar,  goes  about  humming : — 

Ban,  ban  Caliban. 

Got  new  House  Commons 

Get  new  Chairman. 

This  accomplished  to-night  in  simplest  fashion.  Two  hours  dis- 
cussion of  Limerick's  flash  of  humour  in  haying  elected  to  represent  it 
in  Parliament  a  gentleman  languishing  in  one  of  Her  Majesty's 
prisons.  This  disposed  of.  House  went  into  Committee  of  Supply. 
But  as  yet  we  have  no  Chairman.  MELLOB'S  unrequited  labours 
closed  with  life  of  last  Parliament.  SAHK  always  says  justice  never 
done  to  MECLLOB. 

"A  painstaking,  upright,  courteous  gentleman,"  he  testifies. 
"  Much  too  good  for  obstruction's  daily  food  in  Chair  of  Committees. 
If  he  had  a  fault  tending  to  incapacitate  him  for  Chair,  it  was  the 
extreme  geniality  of  a  nature  that  made  him  shrink  from  giving 
pain.  He  came  into  office  at  an  epoch  of  exceptional  difficulty. 
LTON  PLAYFAIB  had  bad  time  when  he  was  hampered  by  well- 
organised,  ruthless  obstruction  led  by  PABNEIX.  Obstruction  to 
the  Home-Rule  Bill  throughout  first  session  of  MELLOR'S  chairman- 
ship not  less  ably  led,  for  JOE,  not  yet  come  to  1m penal  estate,  was 
much  to  the  fore.  It  was  certainly  not  less  ruthless ;  numerically 
was  in  treble  force.  To  obfusticate  the  Chairman  was  easiest, 
most  effective  way  of  delaying  progress  of  Bill  through  Committee ; 
MELLOR  suffered  accordingly.  The  order  of  things  should  have 

been  reversed.  MBLLOB 
should  come  to  Chair  to- 
day. LOWTHKR  should 
have  had  bis  job  in  Session 
of  1893.  JAMES  W.  is  en- 
dowed in  marked  degree 
with  the  quality  of  phlegm 
invaluable  to  Chairman  in 
troublous  times.  What 
worried  sensitive  nature 
of  MELLOR  would  have 
flurried  him  no  more  than 
bucket  of  water  cast  over 
a  duck's  back." 

"  I  was  made  a  corporal 
just  in  time,"  said  Private 
HANBPBY,  musing  over 
recent  turns  in  wheel  of 
fortune.  "With  JAMES  W. 
in  the  Chair,  I  would  rather 
have  charge  of  the  Esti- 
mates than  be  engaged  in 
obstructing  their  passage." 
HERMON  HODGE,  after 
enjoying  the  fresh  air  of 
the  country  for  three  years, 
comes  back  to  House  and 
luftily  complains  of  the 
atmosphere.  "Is  the  first 
Commissioner  of  Works 
aware,"  he  inquired,  "that 
in  the  early  part  of  the 
afternoon  there  was  a  most 
horrible  smell  of  drains  at 
the  bar  of  the  House?" 

"Hoightytoighty!"said 
JOHN  WILLIAM.  "What 
does  the  man  mean  ?  What 
is  he  doing  at  the  bar  if  he 
objects  to  the  smell  of  what 
he  calls  drains,  meaning 
nips  ?  What  is  the  parti- 
cular flavour  that  offends 
his  sensibilities  ?  Is  it  whiskey  or  rum  ?  Who  is  he  that  he  should 
interfere  with  the  private  tastes  of  hon.  Members  ?  To  complain  of 
the  smell  of  drains  at  the  bar  at  a  time  when  the  British  electorate 
have,  by  overwhelming  majorities,  declared  against  any  tampering 
with  The  Trade  interests,  is  too  much  from  a  man  who  has  shared 
in  the  benefit  derived  on  our  tide  by  the  wholesome  current  of 
public  opinion." 

Never  saw  JOHN  WILLIAM  so  put  about.    Usually  brimming  over 
with  good  living  and  tine  feeling. 
Business  done. — Some  votes  in  Committee  of  Supply. 

Wednesday. — STANLEY  delivered  maiden  speech.  Did  it  very 
well,  too.  A  double  contribution  to  success.  First,  subject  (slave 
trade  in  Africa)  one  of  which  he  knows  something.  Second,  he  made 


"  John  William  "  (M-cl-re)  in  unwonted 
state  of  agitation. 


no  effort  to  orate.  Hooked  his  arm,  so  to  speak,  with  that  of  Chair- 
man of  Committees ;  walked  him  up  and  down,  talking  in  colloquial 
fashion.  Has  good  voice,  which  doesn't  need  uplifting ;  in  the  higher 
notes  one  catches  the  faint  echo  of  a  foreign  tongue. 

Sharing  pleasure  of  Committee  at  his  speech,  he  volunteered  a 
second.  Dangerous  experiment 
this.  But  particular  incentive 
gave  it  a  turn  of  fresh  attrac- 
tion. PARKER  SMITH,  criti- 
cising first  speech,  and  differing 
from  its  conclusions,  accused 
STANLEY  of  trading  on  his 
reputation.  Ever  seen  a  boy  in 
the  playing-ground  go  up  to 
another,  clench  his  fists,  hoist 
his  right  shoulder,  and  ask  him 
to  "say  that  again "r1  Thus 
STANLEY  to  PARKER  SMITH, 
sitting  on  same  bench  near 
him.  Of  course  he  put  thing 
in  Parliamentary  fashion. 

"I  don't  recollect,"  he 
drawled,  "saying  anything  to 
inspire  my  hon.  friend  to  make 
such  a  charge,  and" — here  he 
bent  over  P.  S.,  fixing  him 
with  glittering  eye—"  I  beg 
he  won't  make  any  such  re- 
marks in  the  future." 

Before  fervered  fancy  of 
Member  for  Partick  there 
flashed  a  vision  of  two  new 
books  from  pen  of  the  great 
explorer.  The  first  volume 
was  entitled  How  I  Found 
Parker  Smith.  The  second 
bore  the  legend  How  I  Left 
Him.  Only  one  thing  to  do. 
Apologise.  This  P.  8.  did  with 
alacrity. 

Business  done. — Two  votes 
in  Committee  of  Supply. 

Saturday,   1.40   A.M. — Ano- 
ther late  sitting,  chiefly  owing  Stanley  Falls— on  his  feet ! 
to  Truculent  TIM.     That  de-    Clothes  presumably  by  Stanley  (Pool), 
pressing;  but  Members  wend 

their  way  homeward  hurt  by  crueller  blow.  Will  be  remembered 
that  in  last  Session  of  old  Parliament  HOWARD  VINCENT  made  great 
hit.  Came  down  to  the  House  clothed,  not  only  with  chastity,  but 
with  mats,  strips  of  carpet,  brushes,  frying-pans,  fish-kettles,  and 
other  household  goods,  all,  as  he  said,  made  in  foreign  prisons. 
Those  present  during  sitting  will  never  forget  curious  illusion  of 
caudal  appendage  occasioned  by  accident  of  handle  of  one  of  the 
frying-pans,  thrust  in  hon.  Member's  coat-tail  pocket,  sticking  out 
at  angle  of  forty- five  degrees. 

General  effect  was  that  House,  in  flush  of  generous  indignation, 
passed  resolution  calling  upon  Government  forthwith  to  prohibit 
importation  of  prison-made  brushes  and  the  rest.  Committee 
appointed,  and  first  discovery  made  was  that  the  brush  HOWARD 
VINCENT  negligently  dandled  in  hand  whilst  he  temporarily  painted 
out  Ministerial  majority,  was  not,  as  represented,  of  prison  manufac- 
ture, but  (SABK  adds)  was  secretly  bought  by  the  gallant  colonel  at 
Army  and  Navy  Stores ! 

BBYCE,  who  on  eve  of  foreign  voyage,  solemnly  made  first  part  of 
this  declaration.  Said  nothing  more.  But  confidence  once  broken, 
House  begins  to  suspect  the  bona  fides  of  the  frying-pans,  the  early 
history  of  the  fish-kettles. 

Business  done. — More  votes  in  Supply. 


LEGAL  LUNCHING.  —  The  energetic  enterprise  of  journalism 
stops  at  nothing  in  catering  for  the  curiosity  of  the  public.  The 
Birmingham  Mail  tells  how  the  different  judges  "refresh  them- 
selves in  the  half  hour  adjournment  during  assizes."  It  is 
exceedingly  interesting  to  know  that  Justice  HAWKINS  "  takes 
nothing,"  and  that  Birpn  POLLOCK  "  contents  himself  with  a  large 
cup  of  chocolate  and  a  biscuit."  Moreover,  how  gratifying  it  is  to  be 
assured  that  "  no  j  udge  takes  a  substantial  luncheon  while  engaged 
in  Court."  All  such  matters  are  of  the  greatest  moment. 

THE  TRUE  "  GENERAL  ELECTION."  —  The  election  of  Lord 
WOLSELEY  to  be  Commander-in-Chief. 


NEW  PARLIAMENTARY  PROVERB. — Manners  make  the  man,  but 
TANNERS  the  Irishmen 
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THAT  POOE  PENNY 
DREADFUL ! 

["  I«  the  '  Penny  Ureadfu  '  and 
it»  inrtuence  so  very  dreadful,  1 
wonder  ?"— J AMES  I'AYN.] 


ALAS  !  for  the  poor 


Peony 
Dreadful'"' 
They  say  if  a  boy  gets  his  head- 
full 

Of  terrors  and  crimes, 
He    tarns   pirate  —  some- 
times; 

Or  of  horrorp,  at  least,  goes  to 
bed  full. 

Now    is    this    according     (<> 

Cocker? 
Of  Beaks  one  would  not  be  a 

mocker, 

Bat  tin  many  lads 
Turn  thiev«8  or  foot-pads, 
Through   reading    the   cheap 
weekly  Shocker? 

Such  literature  is  not  healthy ; 
But  does  it  make  urchins  turn 

stealthy 

Depleters  of  tills. 
Destroyers  (>f  wills, 
Or     robbers     of     relatives 
wealthy  ? 

I  have  gloated  o'er  many  a 

duel, 
I  've  heard  of  DON  PBDHO  the 

Cruel: 

Heart  putting  at  hieh  rate, 
I  've  read  how  my  Pirate 
Gave  innocent   parties   their 
gruel. 

Yet  I  have  ne'er  felt  a  yearn- 
ing [burning. 
For  stabbing,  or  robbing,   or 
No  highwayman  clever 
And  handsome,  has  ever 
Induced  me  to  take  the  wrong 
turning  t 


EVIDENT. 

George.  "En — HE  's  A  BIO  'UN  ;  AIN'T  HE,  JACK?" 
Minister  (overhearing).  "YEg,  MY  LAD;  BUT  IT'S  NOT  WITH  KATIKO  AND 
DMNKING  I" 
Jack.  "  I  'LL  LAY  IT  's  NOT  ALL  wi'  FASTIN'  AN'  PRAYIN'  I " 


A  lad    who's    a     natural 

"  viljing," 
When  reading  of  robbing  and 

killing 

Miiy  feel  wish  to  do  so ; 
But  SHEPP  AKD— like 

CRUSOE— 

To  Tour  average  boy's   only 
"thrilling." 

Ah !    thousand*  on  Shockers 

have  fed  full, 
And  yet  not  of  crime*  got  a 

head-full. 

Let  us  put  down  the  vile, 
Yet  endeavour  the  while, 
To  be  jutt  to  the  poor  "  Penny 
Dreadful" ! 


FOR  WHEEL  OR  WOE. 

THE  Rural  District  Council 
at  Chester  resolved  recently  to 
station  men  on  the  main  roads 
leading  into  the  city  to  count 
the  number  of  cyclists,  with  a 
view  to  estimating  what  re- 
venue would  accrue  from  a 
cycle  tax.  Extremely  high  and 
public-spirited  of  the  Chester 
authorities  to  take  the  matter 
up.  These  dwellers  by  the 
Dee  ought  to  adopt  as  their 
motto,  "The  wheel  has  oome 
fall  cycle." 


"Wnois  STLVIA?"  — An 
opera,  from  the  pen  of  Dr. 
JOSH-H  PARKY,  the  famous 
Welsh  composer,  entitled 
Sylvia,  has  been  successfully 
produced  at  the  Cardiff  Theatre 
Royal.  The  libretto  is  by  Mr. 
FLETCHER  and  Mr.  MENDELS- 
SOHN PARRY,  the  maeitro't 
son,  so  that  the  entire  produc- 
tion is  quite  parry-  mutuel. 


THE    RAILWAY    EACE. 

A  NEW  British  sport  has  arisen,  or  rather  has,  after  a  seven  years' 
interval,  been  revived  within  the  last  week  or  so,  and  the  British 
sporting  reporter,  so  well-known  for  his  ready  supply  of  vivid  and 
picturesque  metaphor,  has,  as  usual, 
risen  to  the  occasion.  That  large  and 
growing  class  of  sedentary  "  sports- 
men," whose  athletic  proclivities  are 
confined  to  the  perusal  of  betting  news, 
have  now  a  fresh  item  of  interest  to 
discuss  in  the  performances  of  favourite 
and  rival  locomotives.  More  power 
has  been  added  to  the  elbows  of  the 
charming  and  vociferous  youths,  who 
push  their  way  through  the  London 
streets  with  the  too  familiar  cry  of 
"Win-nerr!"  (which,  by  the  way, 
has  quite  superseded  that  of  "  Evening 
Piper ! "}.  And  the  laborious  persons 
who  assiduously  compile  "records" 
have  enough  work  to  do  to  keep  pace 
with  their  daily  growing  collection. 
Even  the  mere  "Man  in  the  Street" 
knows  the  amount  of  rise  in  the  Simp 
Fell  and  Potter's  Bar  gradients,  though 
possibly,  if  you  cross-question  him, 
he  could  not  tell  you  where  they  are. 
^  However,  the  great  daily  and  evening 
&^  papers  are  fully  alive  to  the  occasion, 
and  the  various  sporting  "Majors" 
and  "Prophets"  are  well  to  the  fore  with  such  "pars"  as  the 
following : — 

Flying  Buster,  that  smart  and  rakish  yearling  from  the  Crewe 
stud,  was  out  at  exercise  last  evening  with  a  light  load  of  eighty 
tons,  and  did  some  very  satisfactory  trials. 

VOL.  ciz. 


Inviota,  the  remarkably  speedy  East  Coast  seven-year-old,  made 
a  very  good  show  in  her  run  from  Grantham  to  York  yesterday. 
She  covered  the  80i  miles  in  78  minutes  with  Driver  TOM  KINS  up. 
and  a  weight  of  some  120  tons,  without  turning  a  hair.  She  looked 
extremely  well-trained,  and  I  compliment  her  owners  on  her 

appearance. 

*••••• 

Really  something  ought  to  be  done  with  certain  of  the  Southern 
starters.  I  will  name  no  names,  but  I  noticed  one  the  other  day 
whose  pace  was  more  like  thirty  hours  a  mile  than  thirty  miles  an 
hour.  I  have  heard  of  donkey-engine",  and  this  one  would  certainly 

win  a  donkey  race. 

•  *  *  *  •  • 

These  long-distance  racea  are,  no  doubt,  excellent  tests  for  the 
strength  and  stamina  of  our  leading  cross-country  "flyers,"  but  I 
must  enter  a  protest  against  the  abnormally  early  hours  at  which  the 
chief  events  are  now  being  pulled  off.  A  sporting  reporter  under- 
goes many  hardships  for  the  good  of  the  public,  but  not  the  least  is 
the  disagreable  duty  of  being;  in  at  the  finish  at  Aberdeen,  say 

at  -I. .15  A.M.    The  famous  midnight  steeple-chase  was  nothing  to  it. 

•  ••»•• 

There  was  some  very  heavy  booking  last  night  at  Enston,  and 
Puffing  Billy  the  Second  was  greatly  fancied.  He  has  much  finer 
action  and  bigger  barrel  than  his  famous  sire,  not  to  mention  being 
several  hands  higher.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  not  turn  out  a 

roarer,  like  the  latter. 

•  ••»•• 

There  are  dark  rumours  abroad  that  the  King's  Cross  favourite  has 
been  got  at.  She  was  in  the  pink  of  condition  two  days  ago  ;  bat 
whea  I  saw  her  pass  at  Peterborough  to-day,  she  was  decidedly 
touched  in  the  wind.  The  way  she  laboured:  along  was  positively 

distressing.     Besides,  she  was  sweating  and  steaming  all  over. 

•  ••••• 

I  will  wire  my  prophecies  for  to-day  as  soon  as  I  know  the  results. 

THK  SHUNTF.K. 
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THE    SURVIVAL    OF    THE    FITTEST.' 


Hackney  (to  Shire  Horse).    ' LOOK  HEKE,  FBIEND  DOBBIN,  I'LL  BB  SHOD  IF  THEY  WON'T  DO  AWAY  WITH  rs  ALTOGKTHEB 

KCME  OF  THESE  DATS  1  " 
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PICKINGS    FROM    PICARDY. 

AFTER  THE  PKOCINSION.    A  SOLO  BY  GRAND-FKRK. 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  HAPPY  "COPPER." 

(After  Wordsworth's  "  Character  of  the  Happy 
Warrior.") 

[Sir  JOHN  BRIDGE,  at  Bow  Street,  bidding 
farewell  to  Detective-Sergeant  PARTBIDOE,  retir- 
ing after  thirty  years'  «ervioe,  described  the  virtuf  s 
of  the  perfect  policeman.  He  must  be  "absolutely 
without  fear,"  "  gentle  and  mild  in  manner,"  and 
utterly  free  from  "  swagger,"  &c.,  &c.] 

WHO  is  the  happy  "Copper"?    Who  is  he 
Whom  every  Man  in  Blue  should  wish  to  be  ? 

— It  is  the  placid  spirit,  who,  when  brought 
Near  drunken  men,  and  females  who  nave 

fought, 

Surveys  them  with  a  glance  of  soher  thought ; 
Whose  calm  endeavours  check  the  nascent 

fight, 
And  "clears  the  road"  from  watchers  fierce 

and  tight. 
Who,  doomed  to  tramp  the  slums  in  oold  or 

rain, 

Or  put  tremendous  traffic  in  right  train, 
Does  it,  with  plucky  heart  and  a  oool  brain  ; 
In  face  of  danger  shows  a  placid  power. 
Which  is  our  human  nature's  highest  dower  ; 
Controls  crowds,  roughs  subdues,  ontwitteth 

thieves, 

Comforts  lost  kids,  yet  ne'er  a  tip  receives 
For  objects  which  he  would  not  care  to  state. 
Cool-headed,  cheery,  and  compassionate ; 
Though  skilful  with  his  fists,  of  patience  sure, 
And  menaced  much,  still  able  to  endure. 
— 'Tis  he  who  is  Law's  vassal ;  who  depends 
Upon  that  Law  as  freedom's  best  of  friends ; 


Whence,  in  the  streets  where  men  are  tempted 

still 

By  fine  superfluous  pubs  to  swig  and  swill 
Drink  that  in  quality  is  not  the  best, 
The  Perfect  Booby  brings  oool  reason's  test 
To  shocks  and  shindies,  and  street-blocking 

shows ; 

Men  argue,  women  wrangle,— Bobby  knows  ! 
—Who,  conscious  of  his  power  of  command 
Stays  with  a  nod,  and  checks  with  lifted 

hand, 

And  bids  this  van  advance,  that  cab  retire, 
According  to  his  judgment  and  desire  ; 
Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 
Keeps  true  with  stolid  singleness  of  aim  ; 
And  therefore  does  not  stoop  nor  lie  in  wait 
For  beery  guerdon,  or  for  bribery's  bait : 
Thieves  he  must  follow ;  thould  a  cab-horse 

fall. 

A  lost  child  bellow,  a  mad  woman  squall, 
His  powers  shed  peace  upon  the  sudden  strife, 
And  crossed  concerns  of  common  civic  life, 
A  constant  influence,  a  peculiar  grace  ; 
But  who,  if  he  be  called  upon  to  face 
Some  awful  moment  of  more  dangerous  kind, 
Shot  that  may  slay,  explosion  that  may  blind, 
Is  oool  as  a  cucumber ;  and  attired 
In  the  plain  blue  earth's  cook-maids  have 

admired, 
Calm,  through  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the 

law, 

Fearless,  unswaggering,  and  devoid  of  "jaw." 
Or  if  some  unexpected  call  succeed 
To  fire,  flood,  fight,  he 's  equal  to  the  need ; 
— He  who,  though  thus  endowed  with  strength 

and  sense, 
To  still  the  storm  and  quiet  turbulence, 


Is  yet  a  soul  whose  master  bias  leans 

To  home-like  pleasures  and  to  jovial  scenes ; 

And  though  in  rows  his  valour  prompt  to 

prove, 

Cooks  and  cold  mutton  f  hare  his  manly  love : — 
'Tis,  finally,  the  man,  who,  lifted  high 
On  a  big  horse  at  some  festivity, 
Conspicuous  object  in  the  people's  eye. 
Or  tramping  sole  some  slum's  obscurity, 
Who,  with  a  beat  that's  quiet,  or  "awful 

hot," 
Prosperous  on  want-pinched,  to  his  taste  or 

not, 

Plays,  in  the  many  games  of  life,  that  one 
In  which  the  Beak's  approval  may  be  won ; 
And  which  may  earn  him,  when  he  quits 

command, 
Good,  genial,  Sir  .loirs  BRIDGE'S  friendly 

shake  o'  the  hand. 

Whom  neither  knife  nor  pistol  can  dismay, 
Nor  thought  of  bribe  or  blackmail  can  betray ; 
Who,  not  content  that  former  worth  stand 

fast, 

Looks  forward,  persevering,  to  the  last. 
To  be  with  PARTRIDOK,  ex-detective,  olass'd  : 
Who,  whether  praised  by  bigwigs  of  the  earth, 
Or  object  of  the  Stage's  vulgar  mirth. 
Plods  on  his  bluchered  beat,  oool,  gentle, 

game, 

And  leaves  somewhere  a  creditable  name ; 
Finds  honour  in  his  cloth  and  in  his  cause, 
And,  when  he  (lips  into  retirement,  draws 
His  country's  gratitude,  the  Bow  Street 

Beak's  applause: 


This  is  the  har 
Whom  every  1 


py  "  Copper"  ;  this  is  he 
Ian  in  Blue  should  wish  to  be. 
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'  TWENTY    MINUTES    ON    THE    CONTINENT." 

(By  Our  Own  Intrepid  Explorer.) 

"  I  TELL  you  what  you  want,"  said  my  friend  SiXONmmsT.  "  Yon 
find  your  morning  dumb-bells  too  much  for  you,  and  complain  of 
weakness — you  ought  to  get  a  blow  over  to  France." 

The  gentleman  who  made  the  suggestion  is  a  kind  guardian  of  my 
health.  He  is  not  a  doctor,  although  I  believe  he  did  "  walk  the 
hospitals"  in  his  early  youth,  but  knows  exactly  what  to  advise. 

As  a  rule,  when  I  meet  him  he  pro- 
poses some  far -a- field  journey. 
"What!"  he  exclaims,  in  a  tone 
of  commiseration ;  "  got  a  bad  cold ! 
"Why  not  trot  over  to  Cairo?  The 
trip  would  do  you  worlds  of  good." 
I  return :  "  No  doubt  it  would,  but 
I  havn't  the  time."  At  the  mere 
suggestion  of  "  everyone's  enemy," 
SAXONHURST  roars  with  laughter. 
He  is  no  slave  to  be  bound  by  time. 
He  has  mapped  out  any  number  of 
pleasant  little  excursions  that  can 
be  carried  out  satisfactorily  during 
that  period  known  to  railway  com- 
panies (chiefly  August  and  Septem- 
ber) as  "the  week's  end."  He  has 
discovered  that  within  four-and- 


twenty  hours  you  can  thoroughly 
"do"  France,  and  within  twice 
that  time  make  yourself  abso- 
lutely conversant  with  the  greater 
part  of  Spain.  So  when  he  tells  me  that  I  want  "a  blow  over" 
to  the  other  side  of  the  Channel,  I  know  that  he  is  proposing  no 
lengthy  proceedings. 

"About  twenty  minutes  or  so  on  the  continent  will  soon  set  you 
to  rights,"  continues  SAXONHURST,  in  a  tone  of  conviction.  "  Just 
you  trust  to  the  London,  Chatham  and  Dover  Railway  and  they 
will  pull  you  through.  Keep  your  eye  on  the  9  A.M.  Express  from 
Victoria  and  you  will  never  regret  it." 

Further  conversation  proved  to  me  that  it  was  well  within  the 
resources  of  modern  civiliz  ition  to  breakfast  comfortably  in  Belgravia, 
lunch  sumptuously  at  Calais,  and  be  back  in  time  for  a  cup  of 
(literally)  five  o'clock  tea  at  South  Kensington.  Within  eight 
hours  one  could  travel  to  the  eoast,  cross  the  silver  streak  twice,  call 
upon  the  Gallic  douane,  test  the  cuisine  of  the  buffet  attached  to  the 
Hotel  Terminus,  and  attend  officially  Mrs.  ANYBODY'S  "  last  Any- 
day."  It  seemed  to  be  a  wonderful  fiat,  and  yet  when  I  came  to 
perform  it,  it  was  as  easy  as  possible. 

There  is  no  deception  at  9  A.M.  every  morning  at  the  Victoria 
Station.  A  sign-post  points  out  the  Dover  Boat  Express,  and  tells 
you  at  the  same  time  whether  you  are  to  have  the  French-flagged 
eervioes  of  the  Invicta  and  the  Victoria,  or  sail  under  the  red  ensign 
of  the  Calaii-Douvres.  Personally,  I  prefer  the  latter,  as  I  fancy  it 
is  the  fastest  of  the  speedy  trio.  Near  to  the  board  of  information  is 
a  document  heavy  with  fate.  In  it  you  can  learn  whether  the  sea  is 
to  be  "  smooth,"  "  light,"  "  moderate,"  cr  "  rather  rough."  If  you 
find  that  your  destiny  is  one  of  the  two  last  mentioned,  make  up 
your  mind  for  breezy  weather,  with  its  probable  consequences.  Of 
course,  if  you  can  face  the  steward  with  cheerful  unconcern  in  a 
hurricane,  you  will  have  nothing  to  fear.  But  if  you  find  it  necessary 
to  take  chloral  before  embarking  (say)  on  the  Serpentine  in  a  dead 
calm,  then  beware  of  the  trail  of  the  tempest,  and  the  course  of  the 
coming  storm.  If  a  man  who  is  obliged  to  go  on  insists  that  "  it 
will  be  all  right,"  take  care,  and  beware.  "Trust  him  not,"  as  the 


apprehensions,  arid  hie  for  the  first-class  smoking  compartment,  that 
stops  not  until  it  gets  to  Dover  pier,  for  the  pause  at  Heme  Hill 
scarcely  counts  for  anything. 

As  you  travel  gaily  along  through  the  suburbs  of  Surrey  and  the 
hops  of  Kent,  you  have  just  time  to  glancj  from  your  comfortable 
cushioned  seat  at  "  beautiful  Battersea,"  "salubrious  Shortlands," 
"ohetrful  Chatham,"  " smiling Sittingbourne,"  "favoured  (junction 
for  Dover  and  Ramsgate)  Faversham,"  and  last,  but  not  least, 
"  cathedral-cherishing  Canterbury."  You  hurry  through  the  quaint 
old  streets  of  "  the  Key  to  Brompton  "  (I  believe  that  is  the  poetical 
plui  strategical  designation  of  the  most  warlike  of  our  cinque  p^rts), 
and  in  two  twos  yon  are  on  board  the  Calais- Douvres,  bound  for 
the  buffet  of  buffets,  the  pride  of  the  caterer's  craft,  or  rather  (to 
avoid  possible  misapprehension)  his  honourable  calling.  The  Channel 
is  charming.  This  marvellous  twenty  miles  of  water  is  as  wayward 
as  a  woman.  At  one  time  it  will  compel  the  crews  of  the  steamers 
to  appear  in  complete  suits  of  oil-skin ;  at  another  it  is  as  smooth 
as  a  billiard-table,  and  twice  as  smiling.  The  report  at  Victoria 


has   not    been   misleading.      We    are   to   have    a   pleasant,    and 
consequently  prosperous  passage. 

On  board  I  find  a  goodly  company  of  lunchers.  Mr.  Recorder 
BUNNT,  Q.C.,  sedate  and  eilent — once  the  terror  of  thieves  of  all 
classes,  and  rufRins  of  every  degree,  now  partly  in  retreat.  Then 
there  is  the  MicSTORM,  C.B.,  warrior  and  novelist.  Foreign 
affairs  are  represented  by  MM.  BOSHOMMIE  and  DE  C/ARVILLE, 
excellent  fellows  both,  and  capable  correspondents  in  London.  Then 
there  are  a  host  of  celebrities.  DICKY  HOUARTH,  the  caricaturist; 
SAMTJKL  STEELE  SHERIDAN,  the  dramatist;  and  SHAKSPEARE  JOHN- 
SON COCKAIGNE,  the  man  of  literary  all-work. 

"It  is  very  fine  this  to  me  when  therefore  I  come  out  why," 
observes  an  Italian  explorer,  who  has  the  reputation  of  speaking 
five-and-twenty  languages  fluently,  and  is  particularly  proud  of  his 
English. 

"  Certainly,"  I  answer  promptly,  because  mv  friend  is  a  little 
irritable,  and  still  believes  in  the  possibilities  of  the  duello. 

"  Therefore  maybe  you  find  myself  when  I  am  not  placed  which 
was  consequently  forwards."  And  with  this  the  amiable  explorer 
from  the  sunny  south,  no  doubt  believing  that  he  has  been  imparting 
information  of  the  most  valuable  character,  relapses  into  a  smiling 
silence. 

In  the  course  of  the  voyage  I  find  that,  if  I  pleased,  I  could  wait 
until  a  quarter  to  four,  and  then  return  to  my  native  shores.  This 
would  give  me  more  than  three  hours  in  Calais.  But  what  should  1 
do  with  them  ? 

11  You  might  go  to  the  Old  Church,"  says  Mr.  Recorder  BUNNY, 
(I.C.,  "  which  was  an  English  place  of  worship  in  the  time  of  Ciueen 
MARY.  Some  of  the  chapels  are  still  dedicated  to  English  Saints, 
and  there  are  various  other  memorials  of  the  British  occupation." 

"  Or  you  can  go  to  the  plage,"  puts  in  the  MACSTORM.  "  Great 
fun  in  fine  weather.  Whole  families  pic-nic  on  the  sands.  They 
feed  under  tents  or  in  chalets.  In  the  water  all  day  long,  except  at 
meal-times.  At  night  they  retire,  I  think,  to  a  little  collection  of 
timber-built  villas,  planted  in  a  neatly-kept  square.  The  whole  thing 
rather  suggestive  or  ALEXANDER  SELKIRK  plus  an  unlimited  supply 
of  a  quarter-inch  deal  flooring,  canvas,  and  cardboard." 

In  spite,  however,  of  the  unrivalled  attractions  of  Calais  I  deter- 
mine to  go  no  further  than  the  buffet.  Acting 
under  the  instructions  of  Mr.  Recorder  BUNNY, 
(I.C.,  who  seems  to  know  the  ropes  thoroughly  well, 
I  allow  the  "  goers  on"  (passengers  bound  for 
Paris  and  the  Continent  generally)  to  satisfy  their 
cravings  for  food,  and  then  give  my  orders.  A  waiter, 
who  has  all  the  activity  of  his  class,  representing, 
let  us  say,  the  best  traditions  of  the  Champs  Elyeee, 
takes  me  in  hand.  We  make  out  a  menu  on  the  spot 
— Melon,  tete  de  reau  a  la  vinaigrette,  caneton  aux 
petits  pain,  and  a  cheese  omelette.  Then  half  a 
bottle  of  red  wine,  a  demi-syphon,  and  a  cafe  and 
chasse.  All  gocd.  Then  the  garcon  skips  away, 
placing  knives  and  forks  at  this  table,  a  dish  of  fruit 
at  that,  and  a  basket  of  bread  at  the  one  yonder. 
These  athletic  exercises  (that  are  sufficiently  en- 
couraging to  promise  the  performer— if  he  wishes 
it— a  prosperous  career  on  the  lofty  trapeze),  are 
undertaken  in  the  interests  of  the  expected  voyagers  Albion  bound. 
Before  the  arrival  of  the  Paris  train  I  have  eaten  my  lunch,  settled 
my  bill  (moderate),  and  taken  my  deck  chair  on  the  good  steamer 
that  is  to  carry  me  back  to  my  native  land. 

Ah!  never  shall  I  forget  the  dear  old  shores  of  England  as  I 
watch  them  after  dejeuner  ti  la  fnurchette  through  the  perfumed 
haze  of  an  unusually  good  cigar.  "Low  capped  and  turf  crowned, 
they  are  not  a  patch  upon  the  wild  magnificence  of  the  lierce  Aus- 
tralian coast  line,  but  in  my  eyes  they  are  beautiful  beyond 
compare."  I  remember  that  at  one  time  or  another  I  have  heard  "the 
finest  music  in  the  world,  but  at  that  moment  there  comes  stealing 
into  my  ears  a  melody  worth  all  that  music  put  together,  the 
chime  of  English  village  bells."  1  recollect  that  I  have  heard  these 
beautiful  expressions  used  in  the  Garriek  Theatre  on  the  occasion  of 
the  revival  of  a  certain  little  one-act  piece.  Mr.  ARTHUR  BOTJCHIER 
was  Ihen  eloquent  (on  behalf  of  the  author)  in  praise  of  Dover,  and 
I  now  agree  with  him.  What  can  be  more  beautiful  than  the  white 
cliffs  of  Albion  and  the  sound  of  English  village  bells— after  a  capital 
lunch  at  Calais,  and  during  the  enjoyment  of  an  unusually  good 
cigar  ? 

The  trusty  ship  gets  to  England  at  2.30,  the  equally  trusty  tram 
arrives  at  Victoria  a  couple  of  hours  later.  I  am  in  capital  time  for 
Mrs.  ANYBODY'S  "  last  Anyday." 

"  How  well  you  are  looking,"  observes  my  kind  hostess,  pouring 
out  a  cup  of  tea. 

"  And  I  am  feeling  well,"  I  return ;  "and  all  this  good  health  I 
owe  to  twenty  minutes  on  the  continent." 

And  these  last  words  sound  so  like  the  tag  <o  a  piece  that  they 
shall  serve  (by  the  kind  permission  of  the  British  public)  as  the  title 
and  the  end  to  an  article. 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,— My  pater  reads  the  Bristol  newspapers,  but  I 
don't,  beciUEe  there 's  never  any  pirates  or  red  Indians  in  them,  but 
happening  to  look  in  one  the  other  day  I  noticed  an  awfully  good 
thing.  It  said  that  at  a  place  called  Stapleton  all  the  parents  were 
very  indignant  at  the  way  in  which  the  schoolmistress  had  been 
treated  by  the  manigers,  and  1o  show  their  sympsrthy  they  decided  to 
keep  their  children  from  school.  The  school  was  nearly  empty  in 
consequents.  Xow  I  don't  think  my  schoolmaster  has  half  enough 
sympathy  shown  him.  He  does  know  how  to  cane,  certainly,  but  he 
isn't  really  such  a  beast  as  fellows  make  out— at  least  not  just  the 
day  or  so  before  the  holidays  begin — and  would  you  mind  telling 
parents  that  they  ought  to  keep  their  boys  at  home  for  a  week  or  a 
fortnight  after  next  term  begins,  to  show  how  much  they  symperthise 
with  him  ?  Poor  chap,  he  has  lots  of  trouble  —I  know  he  has, 
because  I  give  him  some.  Yours  respekfully,  BLOOQS  JUNIOR. 

BAWBEES  THANKFULLY  RECEIVED.— A  National  Scottish  Memorial 
to  BUBNS  is  in  the  Ayr.  "  Surely,"  writes  a  perfervid  one,  "  BURNS 
did  as  much  for  our  country  and  the  world  as  SCOTT,  yet  how  verv 
different  the  monuments  of  the  two  in  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow !  I 
am  sure  no  Scotchman  would  grudge  his  mite,  however  poor,  for  such 
a  purpose."  Quite  so.  But  it  would  take  a  good  many  "  Cotter's 
Saturday  mites"  to  build  anything  like  the  Scott  Memorial  in 
Princes  Street.  And  what  is  this  that  the  Rev.  Dr.  BUBBJLLL,  of 
New  York,  said  in  presenting  a  new  panel  for  the  Ayr  statue  of 
BURNS  from  American  lovers  of  the  poetP  "The  stream  of 
pilgrims,"  he  observed,  "from  America  to  the  banks  of  the  Doon 
was  twice  as  large  as  that  which  found  its  way  to  the  banks  of  the 
Avon."  Then  why  should  not  the  stream  of  dollars  follow,  and 
erect  a  colossal  "Burns  Enlightening  the  Nations"  somewhere 
do_wn  the  Clyde— tay,  at  the  Heads  of  Ayr  ?  Hamlet  beaten  by  Tarn 
()' Shunter,  and  Avon  taking  a  back  seat  to  Doon !  Flodden  is, 
indeed,  avenged. 

THE  WEARINC;  o'  THE  GREEN.— There  was  a  discussion  at  the  Cork 
Corporation's  meeting  on  a  recommendation  of  the  Works  Committee, 
that  "  a  new  uniform,  of  Irish  manufacture,  be  ordered  for  the  hall- 
porter."  What  should  be  the  colour,  was  the  difficulty  ?  "  Some 
members,"  we  regret  to  read,  "were  in  favour  of  blue"  ;  and  then 
the  debate  went  on  thus — 

Mr.  BIBLE  he  thought  they  should  «tick  to  the  green 

Mr.  FAUINGTON  said  that  green  uniforms  rot; 
Mr.  LUCY  denounced  such  a  statement  as  mean, 

And—"  nerer  change  colour  !  " — advised  Sir  JOHN  SroTT. 

So  the  hall-porter  will  have  a  uniform  of  "green  and  gold"— the 
green  to  be  "  durable,"  and  the  gold  to  make  it  endurable ! 

CABBY  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "  Hansom  Jack.") 

No.  II.— IN  THE  SHELTER.     ME  AND  BILLY  BOGER. 

[The  first  Cabman's  Shelter  or  "  Rest"  in  the  Metropolis  was  «et  up  at  the 
Stand  in  Acacia  Road,  St.  John's  Wood,  on  February  6,  1875.] 

THERE  !    After  a  two  'ours  slow  crawl  through  a  fog,  with  a  cough, 

and  a  fare  as  is  sour  and  tight-fisted, 
Why,  even  a  larky  one  drops  a  bit  low,  and  the  tail  of  'is  temper  gits 

terrible  twisted. 
And  that's  where  the  Shelter  comes  'andily  in.    With  a  cup  of  'ot 

corfee,  a  slice  and  a  "  sojer," 
And  'bacoa  to  follow,  life  don't  look  so  bad  I    What  do  you  think  ? 

I  says  to  my  pal  BILLY  BOOER. 

Brown-crusted  one,  BILLY:  'ard  baked  from  'is  birth.    Drives  a 

"  Growler"  yer  see,  and  behaves  quite  according. 
Rum  picter  'e  makes  with  'is  'at  on  'is  nose,  and  'is  back  rounded 

up  like,  against  a  damp  hoarding. 
Kinder  kicks  it  at  comfort,  contrairy-wise,  BILL  do ;  won't  take  it  on 

nohow,  the  orkurd  old  Tartar. 
The  sort  as  won't  'ave  parrydise  as  a  gift  if  so  be  it  pervents  'em  from 

playing  the  martyr ! 

"  That 's  '  Jackdaw '  the  Snapshotter  all  up  and  down  ! "  says  BILL 

with  a  grunt.    That 's  a  nickname  'e 's  guv  me 
Along  of  my  liking  for  looking  at  life.    Well,  the  world  is  a  floorer 

all  round  ;  but  Lord  love  me 
Mere  grumble 's  no  good ;  doesn't  mend  things  a  mite ;  world  rolls  on 

and  larfs  at  us ;  don't  seem  a  doubt  of  it ; 
Cuss  it  and  cross  it,  and  over  you  go !    Better  far  to  stand  by  and 

look  on,  till  you're  out  of  it. 

"  Heye  like  a  bloomin'  old  robin,  you  'ave,"  says  BILL  (meaning  me), 
"  allus  cocked  at  creation 


As  though  you  was  recknin'  it  up  for  a  bid  like.     And  what  is  the 

end  of  your  fine  '  observation '  Y 
You  squint,  and  you  heft,  and  you  si/c  people  up,  sorter  '  grading 

'em  out'  as  Yank  JONATHAN  puts  it. 
And  when  you  are  through,  what  s  the  hodds '(    All  my  heye  !    Y<  >u 

boss  till  you  're  blind,  and  then  death  hups  and  shuts  it !  " 

Carn't  'it  it,  we  carn't.    But  we  're  pals  all  the   same,  becos  BILL  is 

more  'onest  than  some  who  're  more  'arty. 
We  kid,  and  we  kibosh  each  other  like  fun,  but  when  H.  J.  wants 

backing  old  BII.LY  's  the  party, 
And  when  BILLY  busts  JACK  is  all  there,  you  bet,  although  /  tool  a 

Fprder  and  'e  a  old  Growler. 
But  pickles  ain't  in  it  for  sourness  with  BILLY,  nor  yet  fresh-laid 

widders  for  doin'  the  'owler. 

"  Hanwrn  up !  "— "  Ah !  "  says  old  BILLY.    "  Percisely  I    It 's  jest 

'  Hansom  up,  Growler  down  \ '     /ain't  in  it 
With  sech  a  smart,  dashing  young  Jehu  as  you,  as  can  put  on  your 

quarter  o'  mile  to  the  minute  I 
Hivory  fitments,  and  bevel-edged  mirrors !    A  lady's  boodwore  in 

blue  cloth !    Ain't  it '  trotty  '  ? 
Wanity  Fair  upon  wheels,  JACK,  /call  it.    Wot  price  now  I  wonder 

for  me  and  OLD  SPOTTY  P 

"Women,  too,  getting  that  bloomin'  hadvanred 

they  all   paternise  yon— and   a    cigaratte. 

Drat  'em ! 
Few  years  agone  they'd  a  fynted  at  thought 

on    it.      Women   fair    knock-outs.     Could 

never  get  at  'em  I 
Foller  their  leaders  like  sheep  to  a  slorter-'ouse. 

Drive   theirselves  next,  I   persoom,  on   a 

Forder. 
Party  you  took  up  outside  'ere  larat  night,  'er  in 

feathers  and  paint,  was  a  pooty  tall  border." 

"  Known  'er  six  year,  BILL,"  I  says  with  a  sigh 
like.  "  A  sweeter  young  snowdrop  than 
when  I  first  druv  'er 

You  couldn't  'a'  button-holed.  Ah  I  and  she 's 
pooty  as  paint — bar  the  paint — at  this  mo- 
ment, Lora  luv  'er ! 

Frolicsome,  freehanded,— fast '?  Well,  I  s'pose  so. 
She  used  to  driveupwithatoffy  young  masher. 

Turtle-doves  P  Well,  'twas  a  pleasure  to  see  "em, 
BILL  ;  'er  such  a  dainty  'un,  'im  such  a 
dasher. 

"Inneroent,  hay?      Yet,  as  rain-sprinkled  laylock   boughs.    '/-' 

broke  'is  neck  in  a  steeplechase,  BILLY, 
She  took  to  sewing,  and  dropped  smiles  and  'ansoms.    Wilted  away 

like  a  gas-shrivelled  lily. 
Then  I  lost  sight  on  'er,  couple  o'  year  or  so.    Next  the  turned  up  as 

— well,  BILLY  you  ve  seen  'er, 
Pro.  at  the  "  Pompydour,"  generous,  gassy,  and— well,  p'r'aps  as 

good  as  a  lot  that  look  greener." 

"Bah!"  snaps  BILL  Boo  EH,  dissecting  'is  bloater  as  though  'twos 

'umanity,  and  'im  a  surgeon ; 
"  Life  as  it '  s  seen  from  the  cab-driver's  'pulpit'  would  give  some 

new  texts  to  a  PARKER  or  SPUROEON. 
Culler-der-roie,  indeed  I     Yaller-der-janders!     It's   moet  on   it 

dubersome,  dirty  or  dingy. 
The  free  'anded  fares  is  best  part  on  'em  quisby,  and  them  as  it 

righteous  runs  sour-like  anil  stingy." 

I  says,  "BILL,  you're  bilious!"    'E  snorts  supercilious,  and  bolts 

the  'ard-roe.    "  Hah,  young  Daffydowndilly," 
'E  growls  as  'e  munches,  "  of  afl  the  green  bunches  o'  Spring  inguns 

you  are  the  greenest.    It's  silly, 
Your  slop-over  sentiment  is.  for  a  Cabby ! ! !  "—Fare  ?    "  Finsbury 

Park,  and  look  slippy ! "    "  All  right,  Sir !  "— 
"  We  '11  argue  it  out,  BILLY  BOGER,  some  other  time   "     Right  away 

coachman !    Kim  up  mare !    Good  night,  Sir ! 


THE  words  of  that  arch-humourist,  the  late.  ABTKMCS  WARD,  on 
the  subject  of  the  New  Woman,  whom  he  designated  "  a  he-lookin' 
female,"  are  worth  repeating:—"  '  0,  woman,  woman,'  I  cried,  my 
feelins  worked  up  to  a  hi  poetick  pitch,  '  you  air  a  angle  when  you 
behave  yourself ;  but  when  you  take  off  your  proper  appairel  and 
(mettyforically  tpeaken)  get  into  panty  loons —when  yon  desert  your 
firesides,  and  with  your  beds  full  of  wimin's  rites  noshuns  go  round 
like  roarin  lyons,  seekin  whom  you  may  devour  someboddy—  in  short, 
when  you  undertake  to  play  the  man,  you  play  the  devil  and  air  an 
emfatio  noosenoe.  My  female  friends,'  I  continnered,  as  they  were 
indignantly  departin,  '  wa  well  what  A.  WARD  has  std ! " 
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UNLUCKY    SPEECHES. 

"  WOULDN'T  YOU  LIKE  SOMB  Mrsic,  PROFESSOR?" 

"No,    THANKS.        I  'M  QUITS  HAPPT  AS   I   AM.        To   TELL  TOtT  THE  TRUTH,    I   PREFER  THE  WORST    POSSIBLE    CONVERSATION  TO  THK 
BEST  MUSIC  THERE  IS  I " 


LA  BELLE  DAME  SANS  MERCI. 

A  BALLAD  OP  BIRD  SLAUQHTEB. 
(Wiik  Apologies  to  the  Shade  of  Keats.) 

"  The  new  style  of  women's  head-gear — calle  1 
mixed  plumes — threatens  to  add  the  extermination 
of  Birds  of  Paradise  to  that  of  several  species  of 
herons.  ...  It  is  for  this  'use '  that  whole  heron - 
nes  in  Florida  and  elsewhere  have  been  utterly 
destroyed ;  it  is  for  this  that  Birds  of  Paradise  arc 
being  persecuted  even  to  extinction."— Mn.  E 
Ph\llip»,  Vice- President  of  the  Society  fur  tM 
f  ram-alien  t,f  Birdt.} 

I. 

OH,  what  can  ail  thee,  poet-man, 
i(  Alone  and  palely  1-  itering  P 
"  The  wings  are  banished  from  the  wcods, 
And  no  birds  ting." 

II. 

Oh,  what  can  ail  thee,  bird-lover, 
So  haggard  and  so  woe-begone  ? 
The  heronry  no  more  is  fall, 
And  the  cranes  are  flown.'1 

in. 

I  see  there  'g  sorrow  on  thy  brow, 
ii  &  £awn'8  rose-flash,  at  eve's  cool  dew. 
Bird-song  is  gone  from  the  garden  rose, 
And  the  field  flowers  too. 

IV. 

"  I  met  a  lady  on  the  way, 

Fell,  beautiful,  cold  Fashion's  child ; 
Htr  hair  was  golden,  her  plume  was  hr'g'i, 
And  her  eyes  were  wild, 
v. 

"  ^J16,™06  a  mixed  plume  for  her  head, 

Of  heron  crest  and  aureole. 
f>he  looked  at  me  as  void  of  love, 
And  cold  of  tool. 


vr. 


"  She  slaughter <sd  Birds  of  Paradise, 

And  little  cared  for  all  day  hng 
Save  silencing  the  whirr  of  wing-j, 
And  the  tiill  of  song. 

vrr. 
"  She  found  the  task  of  relHi  sweet ; 

The  warbling  wild  wood  choir  she  slew. 
T  11  the  larks  were  mute,  and  the  linnets 

dead, 
And  the  robins  few. 

VOL. 
"  She  took  me  to  h(r  milliner's 

And  showed  with  glee  a  sight  full  sore, 
-er  new  mixed  plume,  with  aureoles  six, 
And  egrets  four. 

IX. 

'  'Twas  there  she  lulled  all  love  asleep, 

And  her  heart  grew  hard— ah,  woe  betide ! — 
As  the  granite-boulder  that  gleameth  white 
On  the  cold  hill-tide. 

x. 

1 1  saw  d_ead  songsters  hfap;d  to  view. 
From  field,  wood,  mere,  came  one  sad  nail : 
They  cried,  '  La  Sells  Dame  tans  Merci 
Will  slay  us  all  I ' 

XI. 

"  Beauty  no  more  will  flash  a- wing, 
Music  no  more  full-throated  flush. 
Fashion  will  curse  the  fields  of  Spring 
With  the  Winter's  hush. 

XII. 

"I  jaw  poor  bird-beaks  in  that  room 

With  fruitless  warning  gating  wide  ; 
And  the  lady  wore  their  stolen  plumes 
With  a  cruel  jridj. 


.XIII. 

'"The  Feathered  Woman'  was  she  hight ; 

But  all  reproof,  compassion-born, 
The  modish  Belle  Dame  sans  Merci 
Both  laugh  to  scorn, 
xtv. 

"  What  plea  for  beauty  or  for  song, 
Or  ample  prudence,  may  she  reck, 
While  Fashion  rules  she  with  mixed  plumes 
Her  head  mutt  deck  P 

xv. 
"  The  birds  in  myriads  may  die. 

Till  earth  is  all  a  smgless  hush  ; 
Bat  she  upon  her  crest  must  sport 
A  featht  red-brush  1 

XVI. 

"  "Tis  not  sore  need  bids  songsters  bleed, 

Not  lack  of  vesture  or  of  food  ; 
'Tis  only  Fashion's  foolish  freak 
Strips  wold  and  wood. 

xvn. 
"  And  that  is  why  I  wander  here, 

Alone  and  sadly  loitering,  [plume, 

Whilst  the  sedge  shakes  not  with  glancing 
And  no  birds  sing !  " 


BOURNEMOUTH'S  chief  magistrate,  by  deci- 
sion and  order  of  the  corporation  of  that 
town,  has  been  deprived  of  a  strip  of  land, 
alleged  to  be  public  property,  which  he  had 
enclosed  within  his  own  private  grounds. 
The  sight  of  sixty  workmen  ruthlessly  "re- 
moving his  summer-house  and  shrubs,  and 
throwing  tons  of  mould  over  the  cliffs,"  could 
not  have  bfei  a  very  exhilarating  one  for 
the  erstwhile  owner,  who  must  have  felt  like 
Mayor-ius  'mid  the  ruins  of  Cart-hage. 
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THE  EMPTY  CUPBOARD. 


OLD  MOTHER  HUBBARD  SHE  WENT  TO  THE  CUPBOARD 
TO  GET  HER  POOR  DOG  A  BONE, 


WHEN  SHE  GOT  THERE  THE  CUPBOARD  WAS  BARE, 
AND  80  THE  POOR  DOG  HAD  NONE. 


["  Mr.  CHAPLIN,  speaking  in  the  House  of  Commons  on  the   19th  August,  said  that  it  was  not  possible  to  prepare  and  produce  measure*  for 
the  relief  of  Agriculture  this  Session."— Daily  Paper.} 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

"KocNDAiiorr  Hidings  "  would  be  the  more  correct  title,  for  h 
who  writes  these  lines  has  yielded  to  the  joint  influences  of  th 
prevalent  craze  and  the  glorious  weather,  and  has  been  touring  i 
North  Devon  on  (and  off)  a  bicycle.  I  say  "  off  "  advisedly,  for  th 
hills  in  that  delightful  country  are  co  numerous,  so  long,  and  s 
steep,  that  out  of  every  hundred  miles  you  accomplish  you  will  fin 
that  you  have  walked  at  least  fifty  while  you  painfully  shoved  you 
wheel  before  yon.  And  when  you  reach  the  laborious  summit  an 
pause  panting,  you  are  as  likely  as  not  to  gather  your  breath  am 
strength  under  a  notice  informing  you  that  the  descent  beyond 
down  which 'you  had.  hoped  to  spin  with  extended  legs,  is  dangerou 
to  cyclists.  

AND  thereupon,  if  the  tun  is  shining  in  full  strength,  and  yoi 
are  spent  and  parched,  you  may  possiblj 
decide  that  in  order  to  make  a  bicycl 
tour  in  North  Devon  a  complete  anc 
splendid  success,  it  is  essential  that  voi 
should  do  it  without  a  bicycle.  Bu 
later  on,  when  you  have  reached  th 

r/i    ^    -^k.      o     /"'     en(*  °*   your  Journeyi  nave  ngd  you 
//  jy^^&j&l//'      bath,  your  ru')  down  and  your  brusl 
up,  and  are  waiting  placidly  for  yon 
dinner  with  an  appetite  well  set  and  a 
thirst  calculated  to  drain  a  vat  of  cider 
then  you  will  realise  that  even  in  th< 
precipitous  Devoishire  country  bicycling  is  a  real  delight. 


PUTTING  aside  for  the  moment  the  question  whether  or  not  yon 
ought  to  take  a  bicycle,  I  hold  that  the  following  ingredients  go  to 
make  a  successful  bicycle  tour.  (1)  A  tall  youngster  from  Oxforc 
possessing  incalculable  yards  of  totally  irresponsible  arms  and  legs,  i 
nappy  knack  of  conversational  prattle,  a  shock  of  fair  hair,  anc 
imperturbable  good  humour.  These  details,  though  important,  are 
not  essential.  It  is,  however,  absolutely  essential  that  he  should 
make  all  plans  for  the  day's  ride,  settle  on  the  stopping  places  and 
hotels,  and  carry  maps  and  guide-books.  You  can  then  enjoy  the 
satisfaction  of  abusing  him  heartily  whenever  things  go  wrong. 
You  will  also  find  that  whenever  you  want  the  map  he  will  either 
have  left  it  in  the  pocket  of  a  coat  which  has  been  sent  on  by  train, 
or  ttowed  it  away  in  the  darkest  recess  of  the  bottom  of  his  kit-case. 

THE  second  ingredient  is  a  private  clown  of  quaint  humour  and 
original  ideas.  This  is  the  sort  of  man  who  finds  interest  and 
amusement  in  everything,  and  provokes  you  to  laughter  by  the 
most  unexpected  sallies.  Before  yon  have  had  time  to  turn  round 
he  will  be  on  terms  of  easy  familiarity  with  drivers  of  coaches, 
porters  at  hotels,  ladies  who  serve  behind  bars,  and  rustics  whom  he 
may  meet  on  the  road.  In  five  minutes  he  knows  the  details  of  all  their 
personal  history,  their  length  of  service,  the  manner  of  their  work, 
the  size  of  thtir  families,  their  adventures,  and  their  chief  desires  in 
life.  They  all  treat  him  with  the  highest  consideration  and  go  out 
of  their  way  to  make  things  easy  for  him.  At  Lynton  our  own 
particular  clown  sent  the  hotel  band  into  convulsions  by  dancing  a 
<tep  dance  while  they  were  solemnly  playing  a  German  march.  The 
noongrnity  of  the  situation  so  tickled  the  trombone  that  for  at  least 
;wo  minutes  he  was  utterly  unable  to  carry  on  the  pumping  opera- 
tions entailed  by  his  instrument.  His  ruin  was  completed  when  he 
was  asked  to  join  our  party  with  the  special  object  of  inflating  the 
back-tyres  of  our  bicycles.  Even  the  conductor  relaxed  into  a  smile. 


THE  third  ingredient  is  a  paymaster.  If  von  can 
(tad  a  handsome,  well-built,  agreeable  and  intellec- 
tual man  for  the  position  (as  we  did)  so  much  the 
better.  You  will  thus  add  an  air  of  character  and 
distinction  to  your  tour.  In  that  respect.  1  admit, 
we  were  fortunate  beyond  the  average.  I  need  only 
add,  as  a  slight  reminder  to  my  companions,  that 
they  have  not  yet  repaid  to  me  the  money  I  dis- 
bursed for  them. 


Tns  fourth  ingredient  is  one  rainy  day.  It  helps 
you  to  en  jay  the  fine  weather  all  the  more,  and  it 
gives  you  an  opportunity  of  investing  yourself  in 
the  pretty  little  gray  waterproof  cape  which  bicycle 
outfitters  provide  for  wet  weather.  From  a  ticket 
•  attached  to  the  collar  of  mine,  I  discovered  that  it 
was  called  an  "electric  poncho."  I  can  only  say 
that  it  fully  deserved  the  title.  Wet  weather,  more- 
ver,  adds  a  pleasing  element  of  uncertainty  to  bicycling  by  making 
'our  back  wheel  skid,  so  that  you  never  know,  from  one  moment  to 
he  other,  what  you  may  be  doing.  If  three  of  you  are  riding  in  a 


line,  it  is  more  than  probable  that,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  you 
will  be  piled  three  deep  on  the  side  of  the  rotd. 

You  ought  also  to  insure  at  least  one  hotel  dance  in  the  course  of 
your  journey.  All  hotel  dances  are  the  same,  and  therefore  one  is 
quite  sufficient  as  a  sample.  Hotel  dances  are  attended  by  eight 
ladies  and  fix  men.  One  of  the  men  is  a  bay.  He  has  two  sister*, 
who  are  also  present  at  the  dance.  He  dances  three  times  with 
one  sister,  and  three  times  with  the  other.  His  seventh  dance  he 
devotes  to  a  lady  no  longer  in  her  first  youth,  who  has  captured 
his  young  affections,  and  after  the  mad  excitement  of  this  episode 
he  goes  to  bed.  Another  of  the  men  is  always  elderly, 
bald  and  stout.  He  displays  the  courtly  gallantry 
which  is  understood  to  be  an  attribute  of  the  old  school. 
He  is  a  rigorous  stickler  for  the  etiquette  of  the  ball- 
room. He  dances  the  Lancers  with  a  solemn  precision 
and  the  waif/  with  a  precise  solemnity,  and  that  is  the 
only  distinction  he  makes  between  them.  He  is  a 
great  hand  at  well-turned  compliments  of  a  ponderous 
nature,  and  it  is  a  liberal  education  to  see  him  con- 
ducting his  partner  back  to  her  seat.  A  third  man  is 
an  amusing  rattle.  He  makes  his  partners  giggle  l>y 
his  total  ignorance  of  the  Lancers,  and  incurs  the 
frowns  of  the  bald  man  by  his  dashing  exploits  in  the 
waltz.  The  ladies  all  wear  high  dresses,  they  have 
interchangeable  chaperont,  and  make  a  noble  pretence  of  enjoying 
themselves.  In  the  fifth  dance  the  bald  man  falls  down,  and  long 
before  twelve  o'clock  everything  is  over  and  peace  reigns  again  in 
the  hotel. 

CLOVELLY  is  the  proud  possessor,  not  merely  of  the  steepest  High 
Street  in  the  world,  but  also  of  a  "  poet-artist "  (so  he  describes  him- 
self), who  is  also  (I  again  quote  his  own  description)  a  "  professional 


quali 

poem  entitled 


iher."    Here  is  an  extract  from  his  enthusiastic 
A  Peep  from  the  Hobby  Drive,  Clovelly." 
How  charming  is  the  old  High  Street, 
Pitched  with  pebbles,  rough— bow  steep  : 
There  donkeys  stand  with  coal  and  «and, 
And  women  with  their  brush  in  hand. 

Out  boldly  stands  the  grand  old  pier, 
To  check  the  wares  that  may  come  near ; 
And  fishermen  upon  it  stand. 
Taming  with  their  pipes  in  hand. 

Among  such  grandeur,  artist,  rest — 
To  imitate  it  at  thy  best : 
For  should  tome  beauty  fall  to  ground, 
Thy  picture  has  it,  ufe  and  sound. 


FROM  the  Pithing  Gazette  I  take  the  following  story  :  — 
Last  spring,  while  a  party  of  tourists  were  fishing  up  North,  a  well-known 
awyer  lost  his  gold  watch  from  the  boat  in  which  he  was  sitting.  Lait 
week  he  made  another  visit  to  the  lakes,  and  during  the  first  day's  sport 
caught  an  8lb.  trout.  His  astonishment  can  be  imagined  when  he  found  the 
watch  lodged  in  the  throat  of  the  trout.  The  watch  was  running,  and  the 
ime  correct.  It  being  a  "  stem  winder,"  the  supposition  is  that,  in  maati- 
ating  its  food,  the  fish  wound  up  the  watch  daily. 

I  happen  to  know 
hat    this    story   is 
noomplete,    and   I 
•ent  ure  to  add  some 
pissing  details.  The 
ish — a  particularly 
houghtful    animal 
— finding  that  there 
was  no  chain  to  the 
watch,  resolved  to 
upply  this  defect, 
ind,  by   a  well- 
aiown    process   in 
metallurgy,  con- 
verted some  of  its 
ciles  into  a  oom- 
>!ete  Albert,  which 
t    connected   with 
he   watch.     The 
watch  used  to  lose  two  minutes  a  week.    With  admirable  patience 
he  fish   regulated  it,  and  restored  it  to  its  owner  in  perfectly 
icourate  trim.     When   it  was    originally  lost    the   watch  was    a 
imple  one.    It  has  now  become  a  repeater,  with  a  special  dial  indi- 
ating  the  days  of  the  week,  the  month,  and  the  year  A.D.    By  a 
rick,  learnt  from  a  fried  whiting  in  early  life  this  trout  contrived 
very  day  to  insert  its  tail  into  its  mouth,  and,  by  using  it  as  a  brush, 
o  keep  the  watch  clean,  and  free  from  rust.  When  the  fish  had  been 
wiled  and  eaten,  the  watch  stopped,  out  of  sympathy,  and  has  not 
one  since. 
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A   SOLILOQUY. 

Generous  Dealer  (examining  ring}.  "  HE  ASKS  TWENTY.     Hn  THINKS  HE  'LL  OET  EIOHTEKN 
Ir  'K  WORTH  SIXTEEN.    I  'LL  GIVE  FOURTEEN.    HE  PAID  TWELVE.    I  'LL  OFFER  TEN  I" 


A  CRY  FROM  CHICAGO. 


BKTTEK  fifty  years  of  Europe 

Than  a  cycle  of  Porkopolis  I 
Freedom  "s  shackled  with  a  new  rope 

In  Mock-Modesty's  metropolis. 
Ladies— aye  and  men— in  tights 

To  Chicago  prudes  proves  shockers ; 
So  they  limit  wheelman  rights 

By  forbidding— knickerbockers ! 
Nav,  the  manly  human  calf 

To  these  Aldermen's  BO  shocking, 
They  prohibit— do  not  laugh ! — 

All  display  of —the  male— stocking  1 1 


We  must  don  a  costume  baggy 

From  the  throat  unto  the  ankles  ; 
Something  stuffy,  ohokey,  draggy  1 

Vali !    In  freemen's  hearts  it  rankles 
This  restriction.    Don't  let  'B  heed  'em ! 

If  they  bother  thus  our  biking. 
Ho !  for  Battersea  and  freedom  I 

Cyclists  of  Chicago,  striking, 
Like  their  sires  for  Independence, 

'Gainst  the  prigs  our  wheel-rights  blocking 
Claim,  in  all  their  old  resplendence, 

Knicker  free  and  liberal  stocking  ! 


MUSIC  MINUS  CHARMS. 

(The  Latest  Developments  of  the  Educational 
Department. ) 

"  WHERE  are  we  going  next  'f "  asked  the 
Taught  of  the  Teacher.    They  had  just  left 
he  portals  of  the  School  Board. 

"  To  a  place  that  should  be  inscribed  with 
he  words  'All  hope  abandon  who  enter 
iere,"  and  which  is  known  as  the  Slums,"  was 
.he  sad  reply. 

The  Teacher  and  the  Taught  travelled  on 
until  they  were  lost  in  a  maze  of  workmen's 
>uildings. 

"  Not  so  very  bad,"  commented  the  Taught. 
Surely  a  man   and  his  family  might  live 
>eaceably  enough  in  these  seemingly  comfort- 
able Hats." 

"  You  do  not  know  all,"  said  the  Teacher. 
'.Much  has  been  done  for  the  artisan,  but 
he  School  Board  have  driven  him  to  despair. 
Listen ! " 

Then  the  two  investigators  heard  sounds  of 
hrieking  and  wailing.    There  was  a  hubbub 
if  dreadful  groans  and  sighs. 
"  These  are  not  human,"  cried  the  Taught. 
" They  are  not,"  was  the  answer.    "Have 
you  ever  heard  the  like  ? 

'  Never.  And  yet  I  should  say  that  the 
;ones  came  from  violins — played,  no  doubt, 
by  imps." 

"No,  it  is  not  that."  And  then  came  the 
'ull  explanation. 

"The  dreadful  discord  to  which  we  are 
istening  is  caused  by  the  practice  of  the 
scholars  of  the  School  Board.  The  energetic 
youngsters  are  being  taught  at  the  expense 
of  the  ratepayers  how  to  play  the  '  fiddle.'  " 


THE    BRITISH    BATHER. 

(By  a  Dipper  in  Brittany.) 
[See  the  correspondence  in  the  Daily  Graphic.] 

Mas.  GKIJNDY  rules  the  waves, 
With  Britons  for  her  slaves — 
They  're  fearful  to  disport  themselves 
Unless  the  sexes  sort  themselves 
And  take  their  bathing  sadly,   for  French 
gaiety  depraves  (') 

'Tis  time  no  more  were  seen 
The  out-of-date  "  machine"  ; 
Away  with  that  monstrosity 
Of  pruduh  ponderosity — 
Why  can't  we  have  the  bathing  tent  or  else 
the  trim  cabine  ? 

I  think  we  should  advance 
If  we  took  a  hint  from  France, 
And  mingled  (quite  decorously) 
On  beaches  that  before  us  lie 
All  round  our  coasts — we  do  abroad  whene'er 
we  get  the  chance ! 

O'er  here  in  St.  Malo 
The  thing  'a  quite  comme  ilfuut  : 
Why  not  in  higher  latitude  ? 
I  can't  make  out  the  attitude 
Of  those  who  make  the  British  dip  so  "  shock- 
ing," dull  and  slow ! 


L  U.-CA8H1RE  riflemen  who  ' '  pay  their  shot " 
at  the  average  rate  of  £5  per  annum  for 
"  marking,"  are  certainly  entitled  to  every 
modern  improvement  on  their  range  at  Altoar, 
»nd  it  is  no  wonder  that  there  has  been  some 
grumbling  at  the  non-introduction  of  canvas- 
targets  since  their  invention  years  agn.  How- 
ever, this  defect,  we  read  in  the  Liverpool 
Daily  Post's  "Volunteer  Notes,"  will  shortly 
be  removed,  and  the  desired  innovation  substi- 
tuted, BO  that  Bisley  marksmen  who,  hitherto, 
indulged  in  sneers  at  the  deficiencies  of  Alt  car, 
must  now  cease  making  a  butt  of  the  northern 
range. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 
House  of  Commons,  Monday,  August  2l>. — Doorkeepers  and  police 


Effect  of  supernatural  rumbling*  of  big  voice  increased  by  ghastly 
phases  in  flow  of  conversation.  UANBUBY,  as  yet  new  to  pott  of 
Financial  Secretary,  will  bv-and-bv  get  accustomed  to  its  trials. 
Meanwhile  it  is  painful  for  Cap'en  TOMMY  BOWLES,  moored  immedi- 
ately behind  his  old  oolleugue,  to  observe  hit  hair  graduallv  standing 


pu/zled  by    notable    gathering  of ' strangers.      Came    in    one    by  up  whilst  House  is  hushed  in  awesome  silence  what  time  WKIHIHOMK 

one.    No  one  seemed  to  know  another ;  yet  there  was  about  them,  is   solemnly  reaftixing  his  pince-nez  with  intent  to  continue  bis 

accordin*  to  Mr.  HORSLEY'S  testimony,  certain  signs  of  brother-  j  remarks. 

hood.      None  wore  top  hats;   every  man's  hair  was   longer  than  Chairman  more  than  onoe  attempted  to  fill  up  pauses  by  reminding 

it  is  ordinarily  worn  ;  several  carried  cloaks,  mostly  brown  about  WEIEISOME  what  was  the  precise  bearing  of  vote  before  Committee, 

the  seams,  out,  as  far  as  Mr.  HORSLEY  can  remember,  something  Once  sternly  threatened  to  int'oroe  rule  which  permit*  Chairman  to 

after  pattern  of  cloak  worn  by  Lord  TENNYSON  when  he  came  to  be  order  a  rambling  speaker  to  shut  up.  and  tit  down.    WEIHISOMR 

sworn  in  as  a  peer  of  the  realm,  and  wa«,  on  first  prevn'in?  him-  apparently  p»i4  no  attention.    A  few  minuted  later,  fancying  he  saw 


self,  turned  away  by  the  police- 
man in  the  outer  hall  under  the 
impression  that  he  was  collecting 
empty  bottles. 

Most  of  the  strangers  had  orders 
for  special  gallery.  Some  had  seats 
under  the  gallery.  Others  (these, 
it  turned  out  when  the  secret  was 
fully  disclosed,  were  the  sonneteers) 
found  seats  on  the  higher,  but,  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  less  dis- 
tinguished, slopes  of  Parnassus, 
allotted  to  undistinguished  strang- 
ers who  ballot  for  place". 

They  were  the  candidates  for  the 
Poet  Laureateship,  or  rather  some 
of  them.  Walking  out  after  ques- 
tions were  over,  SARK  found  a 
double  row  of  poets  sitting  on  the 
stone  benches  right  and  left  of  the 
corridor,  waiting  for  a  possible  turn 
at  the  ballot — waiting  with  same 
dogged  patience,  same  unquench- 
able hope,  with  which  they  tarry 
for  public  recognition. 

All  due  to  JOBNSTON  of  Bally- 
kilbeg.  Turning  aside  for  moment 
from  the  vexed  Bermothes  of  theo- 
logy, ttnd  the  suspicious  conduct  of 
Irish  Members  of  the  Catholic  faith, 
BALLYKILBEO  permitted  his  gaze  to 
fall  on  the  vacant  chair  of  the  Poet 
Laureate.  Gave  notice  of  intention 
to  ask  PBINCE  AETHUB  at  to-day's 
sitting  what  he  meant  to  do  about 
it.  Hence  this  commotion  in  the 
drear  woods  and  the  hungry  thickets 
that  clothe  the  foot  of  Parnassus. 

"  Sorrv  for  'em,"  said  BALLYKIL- 
BEO, looking  np  towards  crowded 
galleries.  "  They're  a  poor-look- 
ing lot.  Don't  believe  there 's  a 
Master  of  an  Orange  Lodge  among 
'em.  Anyhow  they're  all  out  of 
it.  My  man  is  WILFRID  LAWSON. 
Don't  mean  to  say  he  put  me  up 
to  ask  the  question  with  any  ulte- 
rior personal  views.  But  he  knew 
what  I  was  at,  and  he  knows  my 
opinion  of  him.  We  don't  agree  in 
politics,  and  he 's  not  sound  on  the 

Pope  of  Rome.  But  for  verse  that  fetches  you,  the  poetry  you  can 
understand  without  first  tying  wet  cloth  round  your  head,  give  me 
WILFRID  LAWSON.  PJUNCE  ARTHUR  refers  me  to  THE  MARXISS. 
I  '11  call  and  see  him,  taking  with  me  a  choice  selection  of  WILFRID'S 
verse,  which  I'll  read  to  him." 

Business  done. — Votes  in  Supply. 

Tuesday.— Scotch  votes  on;  the  WEIEISOME  WKIE  stands  where 
he  did,  at  corner  seat  of  front  bench  below  Gangway.  This  con- 
venient situation  for  fixing  Corporal  HANBURY  with  gleaming  eye. 
Also  the  metal  grating  which  serves  as  flooring  of  House  is  useful  as 
adding  reverberating  sound  to  WKIEISOME'S  voice  when  occasion 
makes  it  desirable  it  should  issue  from  his  boots.  If  it  were  not  for 
the  matting  laid  over  the  grating,  effect  would  be  much  more  tre- 
mendous. WRIBISOMF.  makes  the  best  of  it.  Blood  curdling  to  hear  . 

him  just  now  denouncing  some  Procurator  Fiscal  whose  office  is  in  dictating  marine  tactics  to  the  Sea  Lords  and  policy  to  the  First 
Edinburgh,  and  his  house  in  Ross-shire.  Or  is  it  the  other  way  Lord;  did  you  ever  hear  a  story  LFBBOCK  tells  about  the  Maori 
about f  The  wont  of  WEIEISOME  making  our  flesh  creep  by  his  convert?  As  he  had  not  been  seen  for  some  weeks  inquiry  was 
ventriloquial  talents  is,  that  we  get  a  little  mixed  about  his  points,  made  as  to  his  welfare.  '  Oh,1  explained  the  chief  of  his  tribe,  '  he 
However  it  was,  the  Procurator  Fiscal  had  committed  a  heinous  gave  us  so  much  good  advice  that  at  last  we  put  him  to  death.' 
crime.  Only  by  exercise  of  supernatural  forbearance  that  WEIEI-  Think  it  over  TOMMY.  It's  a  nice  story,  and  there's  a  moral 
SOME  refrained  from  moving  to  reduce  salary  of  Secretary  for  Scot-  in  it" 
land  by  £2000.  Business  done.— Nearly  all. 


sign  of  movement  in  the  Chair,  he 
stopped ;  with  wide  sweep  of  arm 
put  on  his  jnnce-nez  ;  held  manu- 
script up  with  apparent  intention  of 
consulting  it  ;  covertly  regarded 
JAMES  W.  over  the  top.  Conclud- 
ing he  meant  busines*,  WEIBJSOME, 
without  another  wcrd.  solemnly, 
•lowly— to  the  agonised  looker  on 
the  process  seemed  to  occupy  sixty 
seconds— dropped  into  his  seat. 

Butinets  done. — A  good  deal  in 
Committee  of  Supply. 

Friday,  2  A.M.— It  is  the  unex- 
pected that  ever  happens  in  House 
of  Commons.  Wednesday  is  ordi- 
narily humdrum  dav ;  SPEAKER 
takes  Chair  at  noon ;  all  over  before 
six.  Accordingly,  having  met  at 
noon  on  Wednesday,  House  sat  till 
two  o'clock  next  morning,  proceed- 
ings culminating  with  scene  in 
which  DICK  WEBSTKR,  of  all  men, 
was  convicted  of  disorderly  con- 
duct. 

"Really,"  said  J.  G.  TALBOT. 
nervously  rubbing  his  hands,  "  I 
don't  know  what  we  shall  see  next. 
Probably  the  Chaplain,  in  full  ca- 
nonical*, conducted  to  Clock  Tower 
by  Serjeant- at- Arms  for  having 
spoken  disrespectfully  of  the  Arch- 
bifhop  of  CAXTEBBUBT.  The  sooner 
this  Session  ii  over,  the  better  it 
will  be  for  Church  and  State." 

By  way  of  balancing  eccentricity 
of  uproarious  Wednesday,  the  sit- 
ting just  drawing  to  close  has  been 
unrelievedly  dull.  Yet  it  was  the 
sitting  solemnly  set  aside  for  Irish 
votes.  Battle-royal  expected,  with 
nothing  left  at  its  close  but  few 
fragments  that  had  once  been 
GERALD  BALFOUR,  and  here  and 
there  the  limb  of  an  Irish  Member. 
Nothing  happened,  not  even  a  di- 
vision. Only  long  succession  of 

FISHING  MADE  DIFFICULT.  dreary  diatribes,  with  GERALD 

,  BALFOUR  occasionally  interposing 

earth  u.  the  use  of  getting  a  brand  new  rod,  when  ith  promise  of  benignant 

you  're  caught  up  on  thego  bothering  things  every  fire  minutes  ?  "  ™wa 

Very   odd."    said   Truculent  TIM,    annoyed   to   find   himself 


,  , 

mollified.  "The voice  of  the  new  Chief  Secretary  is  uncommonly 
like  the  voice  of  ARTHUR  BALFOUR.  Bat  the  hand?  promise  to  rule 
after  the  fashion  of  the  hands  of  JOHN  MORLEY." 

Business  done. — All  the  Irish  votes  passed. 

Friday.— House  sat  to-day,  pegging  away  again  at  Snpply,  so 
as  to  prorogue  next  week.  Navy  Votes  on  ;  Cap'en  TOMMY  BOWLES 
attempts  to  bos*  the  show,  making  light  of  Lord  High  Admiral 
JOKIM,  openly  alluding  to  Corporal  HANBITBT  as  a  horse-marine, 
this  too  much  for  an  ancient  friendship  strained  by  altered  circum- 
stances. 

"  TOMMY,"  said  the  Financial  Secretary  to  the  Treasury,  turning 
round  upon  his  former  ally,  after  he  had  been  up  for  twentieth  time 
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GENTLE 


EXERCISE. 

LET  'a 


RACE  UP   THIS   NEXT 


Mrs.  Jones.  "COMB  ON,  OLD  SLOWCOACH  I 
HILL,  OR  WE  'LL,  BE  LATE  FOR  TBA  I " 

[Jones  is  beginning  to  doubt  the  wisdom  of  having  sold  his  Pony  and  Trap, 
and  taken  to  Bicycles.  He  lives  seven  miles  from  a  Town  where  Mrs. 
J.  takes  him  shopping  four  times  a  week  vnth  the  greatest  regularity. 


A  PIECE  FULL  OF  POINT. 

MESSES.  CLEMENT  SCOTT  and  BRANDON  THOMAS  are  to  be  congratu- 
lated on  the  success  of  their  adaptation  of  the  Maitre  d'Armes,  pro- 
duced at  the  Adelphi  Theatre  on  Saturday  last.  The  play,  which 
appeared,  like  the  longest  remembered  dramas  of  the  late  DION  Bouci- 
CAULT,  in  August— traditionally  "the  dead  season  of  the  stage" — 
seems  destined  to  ba  as  popular  as  the  best-liked  of  its  predecessors. 
For  once— bat,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  not  "  and  away"— Mr.  WILLIAM 
TEBBISS  has  a  chance  of  showing  his  quality  in  a  character 
worthier  of  his  powers  than  the  customary  hero  of  "  walking  gentle- 
man" romance.  Like  Mr.  HENBT  NEVILLE  when  he  appeared  as 
Henry  Dunbar,  after  a  long  course  of  Ticket  of  Leave  Man, 
Mr.  TEEHISS  makes  the  most  of  his  opportunity.  Miss  MILLWABD 
is  excellent  as  the  child  of  the  fencer— a  criticism  which  applies 
equally  "  to  every  one  concerned."  Well  written,  well  mounted,  and 
well  played,  there  is  no  reason  why  The  Swordsman's  Daughter 
should  not  prove  the  truth  of  heredity  and  "run  through"— the 
season. 


"  FULL  of  wise  saws  "  is  "Amateur  Angler,"  in  the  Fishing  Gazette, 
concerning  the  river  Wye.  He  complains  that  "he  tried  for  trout, 
but  caught  chub,"  which,  however,  we  are  told  "  is  a  comely  fish" 
-  -  —  " 


,  , 

chub-stantial,  doubtless  —  and  "gives  as  much  sport,  at 
times,  as  a  gentlemanly  trout."  "Lordly  salmon"  are  also  to  be 
found.  Evidently  the  Wye  is  peopled  by  the  upper  crust  of  the 
piscatorial  world,  and  this,  perhaps,  explains  the  reason  for  "  the 
river  being  netted  and  poached  in  every  conceivable  way,"  or  wye, 
as  Cockneys  say. 


WITH  sorrow  we  read,  in  the  South  Wales  Daily  News,  the 
announcement  of  the  demise  of  "  Billy,"  the  celebrated  goat,  that 
for  ten  years  had  been  an  honoured  and  favourite  member  of  the 
First  Battalion,  Welsh  Regiment.  This  excellent  animal,  who  died 
from  the  ravages  of  rheumatism  contracted  on  the  march  seems  to 
have  belonged  to  the  "  giddy  "  species  of  goat,  for  we  learn  that  "  he 
could  hold  his  own  with  the  best  in  drinking  stout,  beer,  wine,  or 
spirits."  With  these  Anti-Local  Veto  propensities,  it  would  not 
have  been  astonishing  had  the  bibulous  "Billy,"  like  a  certain 
historical  personage,  met  with  his  end  by  drowning  in  a  butt. 


A    DIALOGUE    OF    THE    NIGHT. 

["  The  art  of  setting  forth  a  scene,  an  incident,  in  the  shape  of  con- 
versation natural,  fluent,  easy,  and  witty,  is  not  so  common  an  accom- 
plishment as  the  large  supply  produced  on  Mr.  ORAL-KURD'S  demand 
may  seem  to  suggest." — The  "Daily  News"  on  "Dialogue!  of  the 
Day,"  edited  by  Afr.  Oswald  Craufmd.'] 

SCENE — The  Elysian  Fields,  at  nightfall. 

PRESENT — The  shades  of  Lord  and  Lady  SPABKI? n,  Lord  and 
Lady  SMABT.  Colonel  ALWIT,  Mr.  NEVEBOUT,  Miss  NOTABLE, 
and  some  other  characters  in  Dean  SWIFT'S  "  Polite  Con- 
versation." 

Lady  Smart  (laying  down  her  book  with  a  yawn).    Egad! 
Our  posterity  cannot  talk,  they  can  only  prattle. 
Lord  Sparkish.  Or  rather  patter. 
Miss  Notable.  Prav,  my  lord,  what  is  "  patter  "  ? 
Lord  Sparkish.  All  saucineas  and  slang,  like  the  soliloquy 
of  a  Cheap  Jack. 

Mr.  Neverout.  Modish  conversation,  to-day,  seems  to  borrow 
its  diction  from  the  music-hall,  and  its  repartee  from  the  "bus 
conductor. 

Miss  Notable.  Oh  fie  I  Now  our  "Polite  and  Ingenious  Con- 
versation," as  the  dear  Dean  of  ST.  PATEICK  reported  it,  was 
vastly  different.  Did  not  Mr.  SWIFT  declare  that  he  defied  all 
the  clubs  and  coffee-houses  in  the  town  to  equal  it  in  wit, 
humour,  smartness  or  politeness  ? 

Lady  Sparkish,  Yes ;  yes.  indeed  I  And  he  had  scruples 
about  prostituting  "  this  noble  art  to  mean  and  vulgar  people." 
Mr.  Neverout.  Egad,  the  penny  daily  paper  and  the  six- 
penny illustrated  weekly  have  altered  all  that.  "Mean  and 
vulgar  people "  now  write  books  and  journals,  as  well  as  read 
'em. 

Miss  Notable.  For  my  part  I  don't  like  dialogues,  except 
upon  the  stage.  They  are  so  mortally  dull. 

Lady  Sparkish.  Nay,  but  my  dear  girl,  the  Dean  says,  you 
must  remember,  "  Dialogue  is  .held  the  best  method  of  inculca- 
ting any  part  of  knowledge ;  and  I  am  confident  that  public 
schools  will  soon  be  founded  for  teaching  wit  and  politeness, 
after  my  scheme,  to  young  people  of  quality  and  fortune." 

Mr.  Neverout.  Perhaps  the  present  rage  for  dialogues  is  the 
first  step  in  that  direction. 

Lady  Answerall.  Pah !  there  are  no  "  young  persons  of 
quality"  now! 

Lord  Sparkish.  Thoueh  plenty  of  young  persons  of  fortune ! 
Mr.  Neverout.  Quite  a  different  thing,  my  Lord !  In  our  days 
School  Boards,  Labour  Members,  and  American  Millionaires  had  not 
been  invented.  CBKECH  had  indeed  translated  HORACE  into  the  verna- 
cular, but  JOWETT  had  not  Englished  the  Platonic  Dialogues  for  the 
benefit  of  Extension  Lectures  and  hack  journalists. 

Colonel  Alwit.  Faith,  I  could  never  stomach  that  inquisitive  bore 
SOCRATES  and  his  dreary  dialoguists.  That  gay,  wicked,  but  debonair 
dog.  LTTCIAN,  was  more  to  my  mind. 

Mr.  Neverout.  Ah !  who  of  our  latter-day  dialogue-mongers  could 
equal  the  smart  and  really  quite  fin-de-siecle  cynic  of  Samosata '( 
Miss  Notable.  Well,  as  TJBBALDS,  said  :— 

"  I  am  no  schollard,  but  I  am  polite, 

Therefore  be  sure  I  'm  no  Jacobite." 

So  I've  not  read  your  LUCIAXS  and  PLATOS  and  things.    But  I  like 
Gyp,  and  Anthony  Hope.    I  vow  he  hath 
a  true  touch    of    "  the    quality,"    and    he 
vastly  delights  me. 

Mr.  Neverout.  Does  he  not  go  nigh  to 
make  yon  blush,  now  and  anon  ? 

Miss  Notable.  Blush?  Ay,  blush  like  a 
blue  dog. 

Lady  Smart.  Still  I  maintain  the  Town 
to-day  cannot  talk. 

Mr.  Neverout.  Any  more  than  it  can  write 
letters. 

Lady  Sparkish.  There  is  nought  genteel 
in  their  gabble,  nor  truly  smart  in  their 
repartee. 

Lord  Sparkish.  And  they  cannot  badiner 
a  bit. 

Lady  Smart.  Like  that  dear  Beliamour.' 
Miss  Notable.  Or  that  delightful  Lovelace  ! 
Lady  Smart.  Modern  dialogues  are  dull .' 
Mr.  Neverout.  If  our  dear  Dean,  now,  could  furnish  them  with  a 
fresh  supply  of  those  entertaining  and  improving  "  polite  questions, 
answers,  repartees,  replies,  and  rejoinders,"  such  as  he  took  thirty 
years  in  collecting,  there  might  be  a  chance  for  them. 

Lord  Sparkish.  Or  if  we  could  send  them  some  really  modish 
dialogues  from  the  shades ! 

Lady  Sparkish.  Faith,  suppose  we  send  'em  this  ! 
Miss  Notable.  Ah,  do  let 's  !  1 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

"  A-HOY  I " — A  chance  for 
any  person  desirous  of  escaping 
from  the  ol  TOAAOI,  and  making 
his  home  upon  an  island  "  all 
to  himself."  Hoy,  one  of  the 
celebrated  Orkney  group  of 
islands,  is  for  sale.  This  is  a 
healthy  spot,  in  fact  it  may 
now  be  said  to  he  most  ta.lv- 
ubrious.  Information  gleaned 
from  the  Lii-erpool  Courier 
shows  that  "the  island  com- 
prises 40,000  acres,  rises  ab- 
ruptly"— like  the  angry  hero 
of  a  novelette — "  from  the  sea, 
consists  of  a  mountain  having 
different  eminences  or  peaks 
— this  piques  one's  curiosity — 
"  is  very  steep,  and  has  a  noble 
and  picturesque  effect  from  all 
points  of  view."  We  trust  it 
may  also  have  a  beautifying 
and  ennobling  effect  upon  the 
purchaser.  Besides  all  these 
advantages,  it  possesses  a  large 
pillar  of  rock.  300  feet  high. 
Known  as  "The  Old  Man  of 
Hoy.'1  The  legend  attached 
to  this  promontory  is  as  fol- 
lows:— 

Thf  re  was  an  old  party  of  Hoy, 
Who  in  life  couldn't  find  any 

j°y. 

So  he  sold  all  his  stock, 
Got  transformed  into  rock, 
Did  this  marvellous  "broth  of 
a  bhoy." 


Qftr 


WHAT'S    IN    A    NAME? 

Old  Gent  (lately  bitten  with  the  Craze).  "  AND  THAT  CONFOUNDBD  MAN  SOLD 

ME  THB  THING  FOR  A  SAFETY  I  " 


BEST  congratulations  to  the 
First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  on 
his  happy  idea  of  promoting  a 
scheme  for  the  presentation 
of  a  testimonial  to  old  TOM 
MOBRIB,  doyen  of  golf  pro- 
fessionals, and  keeper  of  the 
Green  of  the  Royal  and  An- 
cient Club,  at  St.  Andrews. 
An  undeviating  devotion  of 
sixty  years  to  the  interests  of 
the  Scotch  sport  has  won  for 
TOM  the  thankful  admiration 
of  all  lovers  of  the  game,  and 
it  is  sincerely  to  be  hoped  that 
Mr.  BALFOTTR'S  appeal  will  re- 
sult in  a  bunker — we  mean  a 
bumper  —  testimonial  to  the 
Grand  Old  Golfic  Gladiator. 
For  the  edification  of  a  future 
generation  of  golf  devotee* 
there  should  also  be  construe  ted 
a  statuette  of  the  veteran, 

To  itand  in  the  Club   smoking- 
room 

Plain  for  all  folk  to  tee ; 
Ton  MORRIS  jurt  about  to  "putt" 

A  ball  acrow  the  Dee  ; 
And  underneath  be  written, 

In  letters  all  of  gold, 
How  gloriously  he  kept 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 


FOOD  FOR  REFLECTION.  — 
Readers  of  the  Daily  Tele- 
graph have  become  vege- 
tarians. They  are  sub  Bating 
on  a  diet  of  lov(e)age. 


THE  INTERESTING  CASE  OF  ME.  BRIEFLESS. 

I  HAVE  been  requested  by  a  large  number  of  the  profession  to 
which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong,  to  bring  a  matter  of  some  per- 
sonal importance  before  the  public  in  an  appropriate  manner.  It 
seems  to  me  that  I  cannot  carry  out  this  instruction  more  judiciously 
than  by  communicating  with  the  Editor  of  a  paper  representing  by 
universal  consent  the  Bench,  the  Bar,  and  the  Populace.  1  am 
assisted  in  this  task— one  of  considerable  delicacy — by  a  document 
that  came  into  my  hands  at  a  time  when  the  scheme,  now  full  grown, 
was  in  its  infancy.  It  is  a  note  from  "  Mr.  Senior,  who  presided  at 
my  mess  in  Hall  some  weeks  before  the  commencement  of  the  present 
Long  Vacation.  It  speaks  for  itself : — 

"Mr  DEAK  BRIEFLESS,  —  In  reply  to  your  letter,  'No,  1 
certainly  was  not  joking.'  It  is  true  that  we  four  had  got  to  the 
third  bottle  of  our  after-dinner  port ;  but  in  that  admission  I  see  no 
reason  for  assuming  that  our  intellectual  faculties  had  failed  us. 
No ;  I  shall  be  only  too  pleased  if  the  proposed  Testimonial  should 
become  an  accomplished  fact.  To  put  it  tersely,  if  Athletics  are  to  be 
rewarded,  why  should  Learning  wait  ?  Yours  sincerely,  — ." 

I  purposely  omit  the  signature — an  influential  one— as  I  have  no 
desire  to  bring  undue  pressure  to  bear  in  a  cause  so  purely  personal 
to  myself.  1  need  scarcely  say  that  a  Testimonial,  even  when  it 
takes  the  shape  preferred  by  Mr.  Micawber,  is  highly  gratifying.  But 
when  the  matter  was  first  broached,  I  had  serious  doubts  whether  I 
would  maintain  the  dignity  of  the  Bar  if  I  became  a  party  to  the  pro- 
ceedings that  would  bring  it  to  a  successful  issue.  This  being  so,  I 
have  little  hesitation  in  laying  before  you  this  case  and  opinion.  The 
first — at  request — was  prepared  by  myself ;  the  latter  was  appended 
by  a  Counsel  whose  name,  if  revealed,  would  carry  great  weight,  not 
only  with  lawyers  but  the  community  at  large. 

CASE. 

It  is  proposed  to  give  Mr.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Jun.,  a  Testimonial, 
which  it  is  intended  shall  take  the  shape  of  a  bag  of  money,  in  con- 
sideration of  his  services  to  the  Bar.  It  is  in  contemplation  that  this 
money  shall  be  collected  from  the  human  race  in  general,  and  the 
British  public  in  particular.  It  may  be  suggested — not  that  the 
contention  has  as  yet  arisen — that  there  is  something  derogatory  in 
a  Barrister-at-Law  receiving  pecuniary  assistance  from  persons  other 
than  those  of  his  kith  and  km.  Mr.  A.  HRIBFLKSS,  Jnn.,  although 
enjoying  a  very  considerable  practice  as  things  go — he  has  held  no 
less  than  three  consent  briefs  during  the  last  five  years — is  not  very 
wealthy,  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  a  grant  would  not  be  an  un- 
welcome incident  in  his  career.  For  all  that  he  would  shrink  from 


doing  anything  that  might  be  considered  derogatory  to  his  title  of 
"  esquire  "—a  distinction  that  he  not  only  holds  aa  his  father's  heir, 
but  by  the  usage  of  his  office. 
You  are  requested  therefore  kindly  to  say — 

1.  Can  Mr.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Jnn.,  receive  a  Testimonial  of  a  bag  of 
money  without  laying  himself  open  to  the  charge  of  being  an  acces- 
sory before  and  after  the  fact  of  an  act  of  maintenance  P 

2.  Assuming  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  first  suggestion,  will 
Mr.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Jun.,  in  accepting  the  sum  of  money  it  is  pro- 
posed to  hand  to  him,  be  guilty  of  an  act  of  contributory  negligence, 
bringing  about  a  loss  of  dignity  to  the  Bar  ? 

3.  Should  there  be  nothing  in  the  latter  suggestion,  is  it  desirable 
that,  instead  of  a  bag  of  money,  the  Testimonial  should  take  the 
shape  of  a  golden  snuff-box,  a  service  of  plate,  or  some  equally  costly 
article  ?    It  is  strongly  urged  that,  if  practicable,  this  course  should 
not  be  advised,  as  such  articles  are  invariably  embarrassing. 

And  to  consult  and  advise  generally. 
OPINION. 

I  do  not  think  that  the  reception  of  a  bag  of  money  by  Mr.  A. 
BRIEFLESS,  Jun.,  would  amount  to  maintenance.  But  it  would  be 
advisable  that  the  learned  gentleman  should  undertake  not  to  use 
any  of  the  sum  in  defraying  costs. 

As  the  ancient  manner  of  paying  counsel  was  to  drop  an  honora- 
rium into  the  bags  worn  at  the  back  of  their  robes,  I  can  see 
nothing  derogatory  to  the  profession  in  Mr.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Jun., 
accepting  the  proposed  Testimonial. 

I  do  not  see  that  a  distinction  can  be  drawn  between  coins  of  the 
realm  and  their  equivalent.  Both  are  equally  acceptable.  If  Mr. 
A.  BRIEFLESS.  Jun.,  prefers  cash  to  snuff-boxes,  there  is  no  reason 
why  he  should  not  receive  the  former  in  preference  to  the  latter. 

I  would  advise  that  the  Testimonial  be  collected  at  once,  and  pre- 
sented as  quickly  as  possible.  (Signed)  — . 

I  have  nothing  further  to  say  beyond  hinting  that  the  project  has 
already  been  taken  up  with  a  fair  amount  of  enthusiasm.  Many 
firms  of  manufacturers  have  expressed  a  desire  to  send  subscriptions 
(which  they  wish  to  see  published  in  the  daily  papers)  on  the  score 
"  that  they  have  been  happy  enough  never  to  have  nad  cause  to  avail 
themselves  of  my  valuable  professional  services." 

And  now  I  must  apologise  for  so  lengthy  a  contribution.  I  have 
nothing  to  add,  save  that  should  a  Testimonial  be  organised,  I  shall 
be  glad  were  the  subscriptions  fixed  at  £1  3*.  6rf.  Out  of  that  sum 
I  should,  of  course,  deduct  half-a-crown  as  an  appropriate  recog- 
nition of  the  services  of  my  admirable  and  excellent  clerk,  Mr. 
POHTINGTON.  (Siffned)  A.  BRIEFLESS,  JUN. 

Pump-handle  Court,  September  9,  l^.>">. 
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THE    TURTLE-DOVE    OF    PEACE;    OR,    THE    LORD    MAYOR    IN    FRANCE. 

["  Sir  JOSEPH  EENALS  said  he  hoped  his  visit  would  serve  to  dissipate  the  idea  that  (here  wns  a  spirit  of  hostility  towards  France  in  England. 
If  he  succeeded  in  removing  that  misunderstanding,  he  considered  he  would  have  rendered  a  great  service  to  his  country." — Westminster  Gazette.] 
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A    CONTINENTAL   TRIP. 

First  Man  (tasting  beer),  "  HULLO  I  I  ORDERED  LAOER,     THIS  ISN'T  LAGEK  1" 

Second  Man  (tasting).  "No  ;  BUT  IT'S  JOLLY  GOOD,  ALL  THE  SAME  I" 

Third  If  an  (tailing).  "C*E8T  MAONIFIQVK  I  MAIS  CE  N'KST  FAB  LAOEB-R-R  I  " 


HAPPY    HARROGATE. 

(A  Travellers  Thank- Offering.) 

FAITH  !   I  feared  I  was  bound  for  that  general 

bourne,  which   we   all    most   approach 

through  one  narrow  gate, 
But,  oh!  once  again  I  have  felt  heart  and 

brain  hurried  up  by  the  waters  of  Ilarro- 

gate. 

(Here 's  jolly  good  luck  to  them  I) 
Doctor  BLACK  if  that  place  of  my  bothersome 

case  did  not  make  a  muddle  or  mull,  for, 
I  owe  strength  of  limb,  heart  and  stomach,  to 

him,  and  those  terrible  doses  of  sulphur  1 

(And  stoutly  I  ttuck  to  them.) 
And  true  gratitude  rules  at  present  my  mood 

(though  gratitude 's  rather  a  rarity). 
And  that  s  why  I  'd  say  jast  a  good  word  to- 
day for  an  excellent  Harrogate  charity, 

(A  regular  A-Wonner  I) 
That  fine  Yorkshire  Home  for  Incurables! 

Come,  ye  who've  got  from  the  sulphur 

springs  benefit, 
And  put  in  your  "mite"'  in  the  slot,  which 

will  quite  hold  a  pound,  yet  a  shilling  or 

penny  fit. 

(You  just  ask  the  "  Stunner ! ") 
The  Duchess  of  DEVONSHIRE  opened  the  fete 

and  bazaar,  driving  over  from  Bolton, 
The  Abbey,  you  know,  a  most  picturesque 

show,  which  the  tourist  has  got  a  firm 

"holt  "on, 

(I  n se  the  vernacular  I) 
Her  Grace  by  her  kirtle  had  good  Dr.  MYKTLE, 

who  unto  the  Tykes  introduced  her, 


And  when  that  she  pleaded  for  funds  sorely 
needed  I  hoped  there  were  few  who 
refused  her. 

(That 's  neat  and  oracular !) 

The  good  Yorkthire  Post  says  the  Home  may 
well  boast  of  much  honoured  names  as 
subscribers, 

And  Alderman  FORTUNE  (appro1 

and  SAVEBT  (two  blameless  oribers 
Of  folks  to  do  duty) 

Spake  up  for  the  Home.  Shall  poor  in- 
valid* roam,  in  pain,  and  alone  and 
untended, 

When  at  brave  Harrogate  it  may  be  their 
kind  fate  to  be  doctored,  and  fed,  and 
befriended  P 

(By  Wisdom  and  Beauty  I) 

Doctors  MYRTLE  and  SOLLY,  it  makes  me  feel 
jolly— by  sulphur  wells  made  sulphur 
weller— 

To  say  a  good  word!  Mr.  JOSHUA  WHIT- 
WORTH —  Hon.  Sec. — is  "a  jolly  good 
feller" 

(And  so 's  Miss  M.  SMITH). 

The  Leeds  Engineers'  Band  was  all  there,  gay 
and  grand,  and  Sir— what  was  it  P— ha ! 
—  MATTHIW  DODSWORTH, 

Not  lengthily  clatters  abjut  such  Hi  me 
matters,  he  knows  what  a  wink  or  a  noa's 
worth 

(In  point  there  is  pith). 

Oh,  MTRTLE!  Oh.  BLACK!  Should  I  ever 
come  back  to  that  doctor-iuled,  sulphur- 
drenched  region, 


May   potions   and  baths,   and   those   brisk 

plateau-paths  cure  my  pains  as  before, 

though  they  're  legion 

(And  spare  me  that  narrow  gate). 
But— here's  to  that  Home  for  Incurables! 

Rome  was  not  built  in  a  day,  so  they 

tell  us. 
But  Charity  always  beginneth  at  home,  and 

I  'd  say.  if  Bath  will  not  be  jealous— 
That  Home  is— at  Harrogate ! 


a.  B.  D. 

[Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  said  that  Sir  E.  ASHMBAD- 

BARTLBTT  "  appeared  to  be  intellectually  incapable 
of  distinguishing  between  charges  and  proof.'  ] 

WHAT,  only  just  found  out  that  fact  P 

As  soon  expect  sense  from  Dame  I'artlet 
As  reason,  in  speech  or  in  act. 

From  rash,  indiscriminate  BAKTLETT. 
In  foreign  affairs  he 's  a  ferret, 

But  sense  from  his  "  charge"  holds  aloof  ; 
For  all  know  that  SILOMIO'S  spirit, 

Is  many  degrees  above  "  proof  " 


WE  hear  that  the  salmon-fishing  season  on 
the  Dee  has  been  a  satisfactory  one.  Some 
especially  good  sport  was  obtained  in  a  pool 
' '  near  0 verton  Bridge  where  the  fish  collected, 
when  unable,  owing  to  the  lowness  of  the 
water,  to  get  over  the  weir."  Notwithstand- 
ing an  equal  inability  of  Members ' '  to  get  over 
the  Weir,"  there  was  not  much  sport  during 
the  recent  Session  "near  Westminster  Bridge." 
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TORR-RESTIAL    NOTES. 

Happy  Thought.— lUrzeombe,  just  now.    If  it  be  a  question  of 
"  Ways  and  Means,"  then  Ilfracombe  offers  you  "  the  ways  "  in  the 

matter  of  drives,  walks, 
rides,  excursions  by 
rail,  by  sea,  likewise  by 
river  and  road  almost  ad 
infinitum,  and  some- 
limes  by  sea  ad  nau- 
seam. Sea-bathing 
naturally  excellent,  but 
etill  open,  considerably 
open,  to  improvement. 
.  Still,  as  the  man  of  no 
politics  replied,  when 
-  asked  why  he  belonged 
to  the  Reform  Club, 
"There  is  in  this  world 
nothing  so  good  but 
what  it  is  capable  of  improvement,"  and  Ilfracombe  cannot  claim 
exemption  from  this  rule  of  universal  application.  Should  an 
llfracombe-ination  require  suggestions,  mine  are  at  the  service  of 
the  I.  I.  C.  (Ilfracombe  Improvement  Committee). 

On  a  bench  at  the  summit  of  the  Torrs  sat  three  Elders.  Gray- 
bearded  and  full  of  confidence  in  their  own  wisdom.  On  another 
bench  facing  them  sat  a  cherry-cheeked  maiden  of  some  nineteen 
summers,  evidently  an  elder  sister  in  charge  of  a  little  brother,  with 
whom  in  a  shy  sort  of  way,  as  if  old  enough  to  know  better,  and  yet 
unable  to  resist  the  temptation,  she  was  sharing,  with  very  evident 
relish,  some  succulent  toffy  recently  extracted  from  one  of  the  many 
"penny-in-the-slot"  machines,  which,  as  "  bits  of  colour,"  are  such 
brilliant  ornaments  to  the  Torrs  Walks,  and  such  universal  favourites 
with  youth  of  all  ages.  The  three  Elders  were  discoursing  on  the 
mysteries  of  creation,  with  such  a  "eock-sureness"  of  tone  as  seemed 
to  imply  that  they  themselves  had  been  on  some  committee  of  manage- 
ment when  the  first  idea  of  making  this  particular  planet,  called  the 
world,  had  occurred  to  its  Creator.  "These  rocks,"  said  one  grandly. 
"  were  in  existence  long  before  the  date  assigned  to  the  creation." 
Whereat  the  toffy-sucking  girl  sniggered  foolishly  as  if  somehow 
personally  implicated,  while  the  boy  stared,  open  mouthed,  with 
toffy,  yet  nntasted.  in  his  dexter  hand.  "  No  one,"  observed  the 
second  Elder,  blandly,  his  eyes  on  the  maiden, — not  by  any  means 
a  SUSANNA  but  rather  a  fairly  educated  AWDREY, — "no  one  now 
accepts  the  Mosaic  account  of  Creation  as  given  in  Genesis."  The 
boy  looked  up,  inquiringly,  at  his  sister.  The  girl  giggled  bash- 
fully as  if,  in  presence  of  so  much  learning  and  such  reverend  seniors, 
she  were  suddenly  somewhat  ashamed  of  the  home-teaching  she  had 
received,  and  in  which  her  trust  had  never  been  shaken,  at  least 
until  this  minute.  The  third  Elder,  his  eye  too  on  the  girl  and  boy, 
—and  perhaps  the  toffy,— now  joined  in.  "It  is  absurd,"  quoth 
he,  supremely,  "to  believe  that  this"— here  with  a  wave  of  his  hand 
he  took  in  air,  earth,  sky,  and  all  the  points  of  the  compass— "was 
made  in  six  days."  Then  both  boy  and  girl  sniggered  at  one  another. 
"  I  suppose  they  teach  you  that  all  this,"  said  the  third  Elder, 
Btraightly  addressing  the  girl,  and  again  explaining  his  allusion  to 
the  universe  by  waving  his  right  hand  about  with  an  all-embracing 
gesture,  "that  this  was  made  in  six  days,  eh?"  With  a  demure 
and  silly  giggle  the  damsel  admitted  that  her  education  on  the 
subject  had  tended  in  the  direction  indicated.  The  three  Elders 
regarded  one  another  with  a  sad,  despondent  air,  as  though  here 
were  another  case  of  crass  ignorance  which  they  had  a  special  mission 
to  enlighten.  "  Why,"  said  the  second  Elder,  "  the  Chinese  "—here 
the  little  boy  became  suddenly  interested— "  the  Chinese  possess 
records  which  reach  back  to  a  date  anterior,  by  some  thousands  of 
years,  to  that  popularly  assigned  by  Christians  to  the  creation  of  the 
world."  The  girl  opened  her  eyes,  but  the  boy,  having  lost  his  sud- 
denly awakened  interest  in  the  Chinese  (probably  he  had  expected 
some  stories  about  the  war  with  Japan,  or  another  tale  of  Aladdin), 
had  resumed  his  toffy-sucking  process.  At  this  point  my  companion, 
who  had  been  fidgetting  on  our  bench,  suddenly  cut  in  and  took  a 
hand.  "  You  remind  me,  Sir,"  said  he,  quite  pleasantly,  speaking 
to  the  second  Elder,  but  addressing  all  three,  "of  the  ancient  and 
royal  Irish  family  of  O'Toole,  whose  records,  as  you  will  of  course 
remember,  went  back  for  some  millions  of  years ;  and  in  which,  at  a 
comparatively  late  date,  occurred  the  famous  entry,  'N.B.— About 
this  time  the  world  was  created.' "  As  this  was  told  with  perfect 
good  humour,  and  with  an  inimitably  comic  imitation  of  a  brogue, 
the  damsel  and  boy  were  greatly  amused,  and  the  Three  Wise  Men 
looked  as  black  as  the  trio  of  Anabaptists  in  Le  Prophete  when 
there  is  a  danger  of  the  truth  being  told  by  Fides,  as  to  Jean  of 
Leyden  being  no  heaven-descended  prophet  but  only  her  common- 
place peasant-born  ton.  So  girl  and  boy  departed,  laughing,  to 
?*ther  more  sweets,  and  perhaps  to  recount  at  home  the  Irish  story, 
which,  thank  heaven,  is  more  likely  to  dwell  in  their  memory  than 


is  the  second-hand  philosophy   "falsely  so-called"  of  the  Three 

Wise  Men  of  the  Mountain. 

* 

Kodakers  everywhere.  Bathing,  walking,  resting,  admiring  the 
scenery,  no  matter  what  you  are  doing,  out  pops  Mr.,  Mrs.,  with  the 
Hisses  and  Masters  KODAKER,  and  you  are  taken  in  the  act.  The 
snap-shooting  season  is  at  its  height. 

Startling  to  see  staring  advertisement  over  a  shop  in  the  Arcade. 
"Dark  Room  for  Amateurs."  Sounds  like  a  punishment.  Bad 
amateur  actor,  or  entertainer,  sentenced  to  dark  room  would,  proba- 
bly, deserve  it. 

*  * 

The  visitor  to  the  delightful  Torrs  can  have  one  penn'orth  or  two 
penn'orth  of  Torrs.  Twopence  is  the  top  price.  Well  worth  it,  as  a 
treat,  now  and  then.  Ordinarily  penn'orth  of  Torrs  will  suffice. 
There  should  be  shelters  on  the  Torrs.  Immediate  attention  of 
1. 1.  C.  requested. 

*  * 

The  hedges  in  the  lanes  are  redolent  of  honey-suckle ;  and  the 

Torrs  Walks  are  sweet  with  honey-mooners. 

* 

*  £ 

Beware  of  taking  too  much  of  the  cream  of  Dev9n.  "  Is  it  possible 
to  take  too  much  ?  "  asks  my  friend  and  companion,  to  whom  half  a 
pound  of  it  at  breakfast,  another  half-pound  at  lunch,  and  a  third  at 
dinner,  are  but  as  a  dozen  natives,  at  a  single  sitting,  to  a  champion 
devourer  of  bivalves.  I  cannot  resolve  my  friend's  question.  But, 
after  emulating,  as  far  as  my  limited  powers  would  permit  me,  his 
excellent  example,  I  had  the  following  curious  dream.  For  particu- 
lars, see  next  paragraph. 

The  Dream. — I  was  seated  opposite  a  lady,  popular  alike  in  the 
social  and  political  world,  whom  I  will  designate  as  "  Lady  JAY." 
It  was  at  a  dinner-party,  I  think,  though  it  might  have  been  some 
other  sort  of  entertainment,  as  there  seemed  to  me  to  be,  between 
Lady  JAY  and  myself,  the  narrow  width  of  a  very  long  table,  the 
ends  of  which  were  out  of  sight.  This  table  was  covered  with  a 
white  cloth,  not  too  clean ;  and  there  were  no  knives,  forks,  plates, 
or  dishes.  The  room  was  inconveniently  crowded  by  persons,  inex- 
tricably mixed  up,  none  of  whom,  however,  incom- 
moded us  in  the  least,  or,  indeed,  seemed  to  take 
the  slightest  notice  of  our  presence.  Somehow,  this 
struck  me  as  delicate  conduct  on  their  part.  Lady 
JAY  was  insisting  that  an  Archimandrite  could,  or 
could  not,  do  something  or  other  officially.  But, 
having  more  than  once  demonstrated  to  Lady  JAY 
that  this  act,  whatever  it  was,  had  no  essential 
bearing  on  his  clerical  position,  I  continued  to  take 
very  slight  interest  in  the  discussion;  at  least,  I 
thought  I  did  not,  until,  on  Lady  JAY  suddenly 
becoming  dreadfully  in  earnest,  and  most  positive 
as  to  her  being  in  the  right,  a  Whip  of  the  late 
Government,  whose  name  I  could  not  recall,  but 
with  whose  lineaments  I  was  perfectly  familiar, 
interposed  some  conciliatory  remarks.  Then  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  in 
the  absence,  unaccountably  sudden,  of  both  Lady  JAY  and  the 
Government  Whip,  strode  up  and  down  on  the  hearth-rug,  rubbing 
the  back  of  his  head  with  his  left  hand  ;  whereupon  I  became  aware 
that  we  were  no  longer  wherever  I  had  been  until  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  GLADSTONE  on  the  scene,  but  that  we  were  in  the  library  of  the 
Prime  Minister's  official  residence  in  Downing  Street.  I  was  seated 
in  an  odd  sort  of  spider-legged  arm-chair.  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  bringing 
himself  to  a  halt,  turned  round,  and  asked  me,  pointedly,  Whether 
I  could  play  the  piano."  Being  rather  nettled  at  the  tone  of  this 
inquiry,  which  seemed  to  imply  a  doubt  of  my  proficiency  as  a  pianist, 
I  repbed,  somewhat  testily,  fl  Certainly ;  rather  better  than  BEET- 
HOVEN." Apparently  satisfied  with  my  answer,  Mr.  GLADSTONE  said 
that  "if  I  would  oblige  him  by  not  continuing  my  discussion  with 
Lady  JAY,  in  which  I  had  been,"  he  admitted,  "  absolutely  right"— 
and  here  he  made  some  facetious  allusion  as  to  ladies  in  general,  of 
which  I  could  not  catch  one  word—"  I  should,"  he  went  on,  "  have 
a  seat  in  the  Cabinet."  Oddly  enough,  this  offer  of  his  did  not  strike 
me  as  anything  so  very  extraordinary ;  and  I  at  once  replied,  "  No, 
thank  you,  I'd  rather  not."  But  Mr.  GLADSTONE  would  take  no 
refusal;  he  said,  "  I  have  come  to  a  decision  on  this  subject,"  and 
then  abruptly  disappeared,  through  the  wall.  Whether  it  was  a  few 
minutes,  or  hours,  afterwards,  I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  deter- 
mine, being  only  conscious  of  some  time  having  elapsed,  before  I  found 
myself  in  an  avenue  on  the  Bay  swater  side  of  Hyde  Park,  walking  up  and 
down  with  Mr.  JOHK  MORLEY.  Our  conversation  there  was,  I  suppose, 
on  the  subject  of  Bulgaria,  as  this  topic  was  continued  by  us  in  a  kind 
of  narrow  box-room,  with  hat-pegs  on  the  walls,  on  which  bathing- 
towels  were  suspended;  there  were  also  trunks  on  the  floor,  and 
school-desks  all  about,  on  one  of  which  Mr.  MORLEY  rested  his  elbow, 
swaying  himself  backwards  and  forwards  like  a  pendulum,  while 
always  talking  to  me  (I  was  seated  on  a  box),  and  uttering  platitudes 
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about  Bulgaria.  I  interrupted  him  by  saying  curtly,  "  It  is  no  use 
talking  to  me  like  that,  as  I  am  in  the  Cabinet."  Mr.  Jon  v  MORLEY 
was  staggered ;  but,  recovering  himself,  he  turned  to  HEKBERT 
GARDNER  (to  whom  1  apologised  for  not  remembering  his  title,  while 
he.  sitting  on  a  smaller  box,  smilingly  refused  to  enlighten  me),  and 
aeked  for  oorroboration  of  my  statement.  Whereupon  I  produced 
an  autograph  tetter  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  to  me,  which  enl  irely  satisfied 
Mr.  JOHN  MORLEY,  who,  having  handed  it  to  HEUUEKT  GARDNER, 
now  cindidly  disclosed  the  schemes  of  the  Government  on  the  subject 
in  question,  putt  in?  forcibly  before  me  "  hoio  tee  are  going  to  deal 
with  Bulgaria."  Not  a  single  word  of  what  he  said  could  I  under- 
stand. Still,  as  a  member  of  the  Cabinet,  I  felt  bound  to  give  his 
explanations  my  gravest  attention,  my  difficulty  being  not  to  expose 
my  hopeless  ignorance  by  any  inappropriate  question.  It  was  with 
some  new-born  sense  of  importance  that  I  found  we  were  once  again 
in  Lady  JAY'S  company,  this  time  in  her  drawing-room,  and  seated 
in  a  low  chair,  while  JOHN-  MORLEY  had  brought  with  him  the  school- 
desk,  on  which  he  was  still  leaning  his  elbow,  and  still  swaying  and 
swinging  like  a  pendulum.  Lady  JAY  was  all  for  resuming  her  dis- 
cussion about  the  Archimandrite,  refusing  to  credit  the  assurances 
given  by  Mr.  MORLEY  (balancing  himself  on  his  elbow)  and  myself  as 
to  my  being  in  the  Cabinet  secrets.  At  this  point  rushed  in  someone, 
who  was  alternately  HERBERT  GARDNER  and  a  PONSONBY,  until  he 
settled  down  into  being  HERBERT  GARDNEB  for  certain,  who 
exclaimed  excitedly,  "I  have  just  seen  Mr.  GLADSTONE!  He  says, 
'  It  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  nil  letter  ever  meant  anything  of  the 
sort .'"  I  quietly  demanded  the  restoration  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S 
letter  to  me ;  so  did  Mr.  JOHN  MOHLEY.  The  protean  representative 
of  HERBERT  GARDNER  or  PONSONBY,  or  anybody  else,  replied  simply. 
"  I  haven't  got  it."  This  seemed  to  perfectly  satisfy  everybody,  and 
no  further  questions  being  forthcoming,  Lady  JAY  seized  the  oppor- 
tunity to  declare  triumphantly,  addressing  me  personally — JOHN 
MOHLEY  and  the  protean  representative  having  disappeared— how 
the  had  "ascertained  from  a  Cardinal  that"  ....  But  what  was 
the  solution  of  the  difficulty,  or  what  was  the  original  difficulty  itself. 
I  shall  never  know  in  this  world,  though  I  may  do  so  in  the  World 
of  Dreams,  as  here  I  awoke,  and  was  so  impressed  with  the  reality 
of  the  events  that  had  passed,  and  with  the  present  necessity  for 
recording  them,  that  I  at  orce  entered  them  in  my  note-book,  and 
here  they  are. 

CABBY ;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "  Hansom  Jack.") 
No.  III.— SPORT -THE  OVAL— GOOD  OLD  W.  G. 

SPORTSMAN  f  You  bet  I  Where's  the  Cabby  as  isn't?  It 'shorn 
in  the  bones  of  us,  somehow,  I  fancy. 

'Ighly  improper,  I  s'pose ;  but  life 's  dull,  and  it's  livened  by  some- 
thing a  little  bit  chancey. 

Trying  your  luck 's  a  temptation  to  most  of  us,  own  it  or  not.  Wy, 
there 's  old  BILLY  BARLOW 

Got  as  excited  at  winning  a  pig  in  a  raffle  as  thongh  'e  'ad  broke 
Monty  Carlow. 

Wot  did  '«  want  with  a  pig?    Bat  'twas  pickings, 
chance  pulled  off  ;  that 's  wot  done  it. 


Fifty-to-one 

BILL  swears  'is  crock  once  run  third  in  some  'Andioap.    Wouldn't  'e 

like  to  'ave  owned  it,  and  run  it  ? 
I  'ave  drove  cast-pffs  myself  before  now,  broken-down  old  bits  of 

blood.    Ah!  it's  rummy 
How  "cracks"— of  all  sorts— come  down  in  this  world.    It's  fur 

easier,  p'r'aps,  to  be  cocktail  or  dummy. 

Still  I  like  "form,"  and  I  cannot  help  backing 

it,  when  there's  a  chance,  in  a  oss  most 

pertikler. 
Bat  all  kinds  o'  sport  cum  excitin'  to  me,  down 

from    racin"     to    cricketin',— I  'm   not   a 

stickler. 
Few  things  more  nicer,  when  summer  sets  in, 

than  a  chance  fare  out  Kennington  way  in 

the  day-time. 
Bless  yer.    I  "ve  sit  by  that  old  Oval  hoarding 

two  hours  by  St.  Mark's — ah!  and  more, 

during  play-time. 

Perched  on  my  box  with  a  heasy  leg  cock-over, 

/'m  quite  at  'ome  in  mv  private  pavilion. 
(That 's  wot  I  call  it),  a  puffing  my  briar.    Ah ! 
cricket  's   the    sport,    after    all,    for    the 
million. 
Slap  over  f n  m  'Arleyford  Road  to  the  Gasworks,  I  sweep  the  whole 

field  and  pay  nothink.     Wy,  bless  yer, 

Young  THORNTON  once  slogged  a  hoff-ball  through  my  winder  as 
cost  me  two  bob,— and  I  stood  it  with  pleasure. 


Seen  GRACE  spank  up  more  than  one  of  'is  centuries,  done  "  while 

I  waited,    most  kind,  like  boot-soleing. 
/  know  the  old  "  Surrey  King,"  and  its  chaff ;  and  I  'm  not  a  bad 

judge  of  a  bit  of  good  bowling. 
I.or!    when    the    Mayblossom's  out,  and  GRACB  in,  with    young 

KH.II AIUISO.N  pounding  away  at  'is  wicket, 
JACK  isn  't  eager  for  no  blooming  fare  as  will  take  'im  away  from  the 

pick  o'  the  cricket. 

Well  I  remember  that  blue-billed  old  buffer  as  wanted   "  King's 

Cross,  and  look  sharp ! "  quite  stercato 
As  TENOR  TIM  calls  it     '£  weighed  sixteen  stun,  and  'ad  got  a 

round  face  like  a  blooming  tomato. 
"  Engaged,  Sir  I  "  I  arnswers.  quite  heasy  and  half  able.    Lor  1  'ow  'e 

fumed,  did  that  angry  old  josser, 
Talked  to  me  like  a  Dutch  uncle,  'e  did,  or  some  Hemperor  inubbin' 

a  fourpenny  dosser. 

"Engaged,  Sir,  who  by?"— "Jfwter  Grace,"  I 

sez,  artful,  a-tipping  the  wink  on  the  sly  to 

the  Peeler. 

"  Bordered  me  sharp  for  six-thirty,  hay,  con- 
stable ?  "    "  Right,"  sez  the  Slop.    "  Better 

try  a  four-wheeler. 
Afternoon 's  'ot,  and  yon  're  not  a  light  weight. 

Sir ! "    Oh  lor !  'ow  old  crumpet- face  slanged 

me  and  cricket. 
Swore  'e  'd  ask  W.  G.  if  'twos  true,  and    'e 

wanted  to  call  'im  away  from  the  wicket ! 

"  Oh,  shut  your  face  and  eat  snuffers !  "  I  sez ;  for    ,. 

the  bowling  j  nst  then  was  a-bein'  fair  collared, 
And  I  'ad  missed  two  or  three  boundary  'its,  all  along  o'  this 

"  fare,"  as  'e  floundered  and  hollered. 
"  You  ain't  no  sportsman !  "    That  finished  'im  proper,  for  'e  was  a 

deacon,  it  seemed,  out  by  Stockwell ; 
And  didn't  know  Ladas  from  lucky  Sir    t'isto,  or  SHREWSBUBY'S 

"  cut "  from  the  "drive "  of  young  BROCKWKLL. 

Well,  I  do  get  cricket- cracks  for  my  fares.    How  the  crowd  gathers 

round  with  their  eyes  all  a-glisten  I 
And  'ow  big  I  feel ;  and  lor  I  wot  a  temptation  to  look  through  the 

trap  for  a  squint  or  a  listen. 
I  've  often  druv  Bishops  and  Premiers  and  such ;  but  I  doubt  if  the 

whole  'Ouse  o'  Lords  took  together, 
Would  match— say.  Ton  BAYERS,  or  STODDAKT  or  GRACE  after  one  of 

their  six  hours'  slambanging  the  leather. 

Sportsman  f    Oh  yes,  in  my  own  'umble  way.    But  I  ain't  got  the 

fever  like  JERBY-GO-NMBLE  ! 
Poor  JKRRY!    'E  carn't  resist  no  sort  of  gamble,  from  Derby  or 

Oaks  to  the  pea  and  the  thimble. 
Mad  on  it,  JERRY  is.    Bad  when  it's  that  way,  the  mischief  in  fack 

I  like  sport  and  a  flutter 
A  bit  within  bounds;  and  if  faint  the  best  biz, — well  there,  life, 

after  all,  isn't  all  bread-and-butter ! 


"  HAIL,  divinest  Melancholy  I  "  Decidedly  the  town  of  Penarth 
must  adopt  this  Miltonian  line  as  its  motto.  At  a  meeting  of  the 
Public  Works  Committee  of  the  District  Council,  a  letter  was  read 
in  which  a  citizen  complained  bitterly  of  the  frivolous  name  given  to 
the  street  wherein  he  had  his  habitation.  Gay  Street!  How  too 
shocking  !  "  The  whole  neighbourhood  objected  to  it,"  and  not  even 
the  assurance  that  the  thoroughfare  had  merely  been  thus  designated 
out  of  compliment  to  a  noble  lady  of  the  locality,  whose  Christian 
name  was  "  Gay,''  served  to  allay  the  righteous  indignation.  Away 
with  the  demoralizing  title  and  the  base  insinuation  borne  with  it  I 
It  was  proposed  that  the  street — being  in  the  vicinity  of  All  Saints — 
be  known  for  the  future  as  "  Amen  Corner,"  a  name  suitable  to  the 
unswerving  sobriety  and  solemnity  of  the  city.  The  proposal  was 
put  to  the  vote  and  carried  with  only  a  couple  of  dissentients.  Is  it 
possible  that  there  are  even  two  Penarthians  in  favour  of  gaiety  ? 


A  MVITEH  OF  "GORSK." — Why  will  picnicers  persist  in  being 
so  careless?  The  Liverpool  Courier  reports  that  a  party  of  them 
succeeded  in  setting  fire  to  and  destroying  some  200  acres  of  gorse  on 
land  belonging  to  Lord  CHOLMONDELET  and  Sir  PHILIP  GREY 
EGERTON,  at  Broxton  Hills,  in  Cheshire.  Not  only  was  the  furze 
completely  burnt,  but  a  "valuable  fox  cover"  was  also  destroyed. 
Shades  of  Jorrocks,  M.F.H.,  and  his  huntsman,  James  Pigg,  the 
"  canny  "  Novocastrian  1  Pity  that  these  reckless  alfresco  diners- 
ready  enough  with  their  indignant  resentment  if  turned  off  any 
domain — could  not  be  apprehended,  and  summarily  dealt  with. 
Sportsmen  will  echo  the  words — adapted  to  the  cate  in  point— in 
Handley  Cross,  "  Cut  'em  down,  and  hang  'em  up  to  dry  ! ' 
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THE    CONTRARINESS    OF   THINGS. 

lie.  "THAT  LITTLE  TEIP  OF  OURS  TO  BOULOGNE  NEVER  CAME  OFF,  AFTER  ALL  I" 
She.  "NOTHING  EVER  DOW  COME  OFF— EXCEPT  BUTTONS!" 


STRICTLY  ACCORDING  TO  PRECEDENT. 

(Fragment  of  a  Romance  found  between  Fleet 
Street  and  the  Kaatskill  Mountains.) 

RIP  VAN  WINKLE  had  slept  (thanks  to  a 
hypnotic  trance)  for  a  considerable  time.  On 
opening  his  eyes  he  called  for  a  paper.  He 
eagerly  glanced  through  the  columns,  and 
was  absolutely  baffled  by  the  nature  of  their 
contents. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  a  bystander, 
who  had  watched  his  movements,  not  without 
amusement.  "  Can  I  help  you  ?" 
if  "  Well,  yes,"  replied  the  sleeper  awakened. 
'When  1  commenced  my  slumbers  all  the 
world  was  talking  about  the  Armenian  ques- 


tion. Pray  tell  me,  are  the  Powers  going  to 
coerce  the  Turks  P" 

"No  one  knows,  and  no  one  cares,"  was 
the  prompt  reply. 

"And  then  there  was  the  excitement  about 
our  relation  with  the  French  in  Africa.  WiU 
the  matter  lead  to  international  compli- 
cations?" 

"My  good  fellow,  the  matter  does  not 
attract  the  smallest  attention." 

"  Once  more,  there  was  the  boom  in  gold 
mines.  Sorely  that  is  a  topic  of  interest  to 
some  one  ? ' 

"  No,  I  fancy  not,"  came  the  answer. 
"  Perhaps  a  few  stockbrokers  think  about  it— 
but  I  doubt  it." 

"And  how  about  the  reserve  of  ammuni- 


tion?   Have" we  got 'enough  Cordite  powder 
or  have  we  not  ? '' 

"Really  I  don't  know,  and  don't  care," 
smilingly  replied  the  person  RIP  had  accosted. 

"  And  how  about  the  SHAHZADA  Y  " 

"  I  believe  His  Highness  has  left  England, 
but  the  movements  of  the  Afghan  Prince 
remain  nowadays  unreported  in  the  daily 
papers." 

"You  astonish  me!"  exclaimed  RIP. 
"  Does  nothing  interest  you  ?  " 
n,"Well,  not  such  out-of-date  matters  as 
those  to  which  yon  have  referred.  My  good 
friend,  you  are  talking  of  things  that  hap- 
pened ages — or  to  be  quite  accurate,  about 
three  weeks— ago.  They  belong  to  the  past." 

"  Then  what  is  now  engaging  your  atten- 
tion ?  " 

"Why,  one  subject  to  the  exclusion  of 
all  others— how  to  spend  the  recess !  " 

"  Oh,  indeed ! "  exclaimed  RIP  ;  and  being 
a  reasonable  sort  of  person  he  again  sought 
the  good  services  of  the  hypnotist  and  went 
to  Keep,  hoping  to  return  to  consciousness 
when  TUB  countrymen  had  finished  their 
holiday.  

THE    THREE    CHOIRS. 

A  Song  of  the  1  Tind  musical  meeting  of  the  Three 
Choirs  of  Gloucester,  Worcester  and  Hereford, 
which  opens  at  Gloucester  on  Tuesday,  Sept.  10. 

AIB— "  The  Three  Ravens:' 
THERE  are  Three  Choirs— melodious  three  !— 
Down-a-down-a-down-hey-down  ! 
They  are  as  fine  as  fine  can  be, 

With  a  down  ! — 

They  're  going  at  Gloucester  for  to  meet, 
By  TUBAL  CAIN,  they  're  bad  to  beat. 

With  a  down,  derry,  derry  down! 

Gloucester— Worcester— Hereford  I  Three !  I ! 

Down-a-down,  &c. 
Hear  them  perform  the  "  Mass  in  C  " 

With  a  down  .'— 

Co  WEN,  SCHCTZ,  PARRY,  LLOYD,  MACFABHEN  ! 
You  bet  yonr  boots  they  won't  be  barren  I 

With  a  doivn,  tyc. 

ALBANI  strong,  clear  EDWABD  LLOYD  ! 

Down-a-down,  Hfc. 
BEN  DAVIES— won't  he  be  enjoyed?— 

With  a  fawn  .'— 

And  then  there 's  clever  W.  HANIT, 
A  brick,  as  fiddler  or  as  man ; 

With  a  down,  8fC. 

Again,  Miss  ROSALIND  ELLICOTT  ! 

Down-a-down,  Sfc, 
That  Bishop's  daughter  knows  what 's  what, 

With  a  down  .'— 

Then  C.  LEE  WILLIAMS,  Gloucester's  pride, 
Conducts — himself  and  all  beside. 

With  a  down,  fyc. 

They  '11  all  go  off,  each  Great  Old  Gun, 

Down-a-down,  fyc., 
HANDEL,  BEETHOVEN,  MENDELSSOHN, — 

With  a  down  !— 
Nor,  'midst  the  old  Titanic  lot, 
Shall  HENRY  PUBCELL  be  forgot, 

With  a  down,  HfC, 

Ah !  well-a-day !    London  admires,— 

Down-a-down-a-down-hey-down 

This  Festival  of  the  Three  Choirs. 
With  a  down  ! — 

So  heaven  spare,  music  for  to  foster, 

Hereford,  Worcester,  "  Good  old  Gloucester!" 
With-a-down-derry-derry-derry- 
derry-down  ! 


NEWS  FROM  THE  PROVINCES.— A  gentleman 
who  was  trying  to  cut  a  joke  hurt  himself 
severely.  He  says  he  will  never  air>in 
attempt  the  experiment,  and  hisfamilyexp  ess 
themselves  satisfied. 
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A    HASTY    INFERENCE. 

"AND,  ME  DEAR,  IF  YE  FOIND  MlSTHRESS  A  BIT  HOT-TEMPERED 
AT  TOIMES,  TK  MUSTN'T  MOIND  IT.  THE  FAMILY  HAVE  BLACK  BLOOD 
IN  THEIR  VEINS.  JCST  LOOK  AT  THEM  PORTRAITS  OK  THEIR  AN 
CITSTORS  I  " 


ANOTHEE  DIALOGUE  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

SCKNB—  The  Shades  at  Nightfall.  Swftian  Interlocutor t  at  before. 
Mr.  Neverout  (reading).  "  I  cannot  but  with  some  pride,  and 
much  pleasure,  congratulate  with  my  dear  country,  which  has  out- 
done all  the  nations  of  Europe,  in  advancing  the  whole  art  cf 
conversation  to  the  greatest  height  it  is  capable  of  reaching." 

Colonel  Alurit.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  So  wrote  the  Dean  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century.    I  wondf  r  what  he  would  say  now ! 

Mr.  Neverout  (continuing),  "The  whole 
genius,  humour,  politeness,  and  eloquence  of 
England  are  summed  up  in  it." 

Mist  Notable.  Oh  la  1  Ltt  anyone  now 
take  a  matron  down  to  dinner,  or  sit  out  a 
dance  with  a  pretty  girl ! 

Lord  Spar  kith.  "  The  whole  genius, 
humour,  politeness,  and  eloquence  of  Eng- 
land" must  have  gone  out  with  full- 
bottomed  wigs  and  hooped  petticoats. 

Lady  Answerall.  I  protest  that  a  neat 
repartee,  or  a  "  smart  turn  of  wit  or 
humour,"  is  the  ramt  of  things  nowadays. 

Lord  Smart.  Save  among  cabmen  and 
costers. 

Sir  John  Linger.   Faith,  my  Lord,  your 
street  Arabs  and  gutter-snipes  have  a  smack 
of  it.      They  are  the  true  NEVKHOUTS  and 
NOTABLES  of  the  time. 
Miss  Notable.  Sir  JOHN,  yon  do  me  proud  I 
Mr.  Neverout.  Out  on  this  pestilent,  levtl- 
ing  democracy,  which  brings  even  wit  to  its  last  refuge,  the  gutter  I 
Colonel  Alwit.  Better  lie,  like  SHEBIDAN.  with  Wit  in  the  gutter, 

han  perch,  like  H Y,  with  Dulness  on  the  Woolsack  1 " 

Mr.  Neverout.  Egad  I  Miss  NOTABLE  has  wit  at  will. 
Miss  Notable.  And  Mr.  NETEB.OCT  would  be  Echo,  were  he  not 
S'arcissus. 


Lady  Smart.    Humph!     We've   had   the  "humour"  and  the 
"  politeness,"  now  for  the  eloquence. 

Mr.  Nererout.    "  CHLOK,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 

Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellows." 

Mits  Notable.   In  dinner's  blanks,  in  dancing's  whirls, 
The  fellows  cannot  talk  with  girls. 

Lord  Sparkith.  Well  capped,  i'  faith ! 

Sir  John  Linger.  Will  the  New  Woman  talk,  I  wonder  P 

Lady  Anstcerall.  Nay ;  as  she  claims  all  Man's  special  privileges 
from  votes  to  cigarettes,  from  bicyles  to  latch-keys,  the  will  hardly 
forego  his  most  cherished  and  distinctive  one— taciturnity  ! 

Mr.  Neverout.  There  was  a  travelling  fellow  awhile  ago  who  hunf 
himself  up  in  a  cage  in  the  tropical  forests,  to  study  the  languagi 
(f — monkeys.  Why  did  not  he  tarn  hU  attention  to  the  equally 
scanty,  inarticulate,  and  unintelligible  utterance  of  that  Societj 
Simian,  the  haw-haw  "  Masher" — is  not  that  the  term  for  an  up- 
to-date  dandy,  my  Lord  P — of  the  banquet  and  the  ball-room  P 

Lady  Smart.  Ah  I  now  the  elcquecce-tap  is  turned  on  1 

Mr.  Neverout.  But  not  like  the  Mulberry  One's,  at  the  ni«<nt  your 
Ladyship ! 

Min  Notable.  Ah  I  if  they  had  but  companies  to  turn  on  talk  ai 
pleasure,  as  they  do  gas  and  water ! 

Colonel  Alwit.  As  it  is,  it  comes  like  fountains  in  the  desert  or  Trafal 
gar  Square — only  in  intermittent  spurts  and  squirts,  not  like  the  water 
company's  never- failing  service,  on  the  "  constant  supply  "  system. 

Sir  John  Linger.  Humph!  An  East-end  fishmonger's  comment 
might  throw  some  light  on  that  subject,  Colonel. 

Lady  Sparkith.  Well,  Sir  JOHN,  we  must  admit  that  the  growth 
of  Science  keeps  pace  with  the  spread  of  Stupidity.  So  doubtless  the 
time  will  soon  come  when  pocket-phonographs  will  obviate  the  neces- 
sity of  individual  vocal  efforts,  and  leave  men  to  give  undivided  atten- 
tion to  their  dinners,  matrons  to  their  daughters'  marriage-chances, 
maidens  to  the  marriageable  men,  and  marriageable  men  to  their — 
moustaches! 

Mr.  Neverout.  Unless,  indeed,  when  we  know  all  we  shall  be 
silent  about  everything. 

Lord  Sparkith.  Quite  likely,  my  dear  NKVKROCT.  Already  talk 
— except  in  spurts  and  spasms— is  confined  mainly  to  childhood — first 
>r  second.  Of  the  Seven  Ages  of  Man— I  say  nought  about  Woman, 
ladies ! — why,  the  first  and  last  only  are  loquacious. 

Lady  Smart.  In  which  of  the  two  garrulous  stages  would  you 
place  Parliament,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Sparkith.  The  Commons  in  the  former ;  the  Lords  in  the  latter. 

Colonel  Altoit.  And  the  Hibernian  Members  P 

Lord  Sparkith.  Oh,  faith  !  an  "  iligant "  blend  of  loth  ! .' ! 

Lady  Anitcerall.  Well,  I  agree  with  sweet  WILLIAM'S  Oratiano, 
:hat —  "  Silence  is  only  commendable 

In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible." 

Mr.  Neverout.  While  your  Ladyship  speaks,  speech  will  ever  be 
silvern  I 
Mits  Notable.  And  silence  is  not  yet  golden— in  the  Shades. 


A  BATTLE  IN  A  SODA-WATER  BOTTLE. 

IT  appears  that  the  enterprising  commanders  of  the  Royal  Artillery 
stationed  at  Dover  have  recently  l>een  getting  themselves  disliked  by 
he  members  of  the  National  Alliance  of  Mineral  Waters  Assooia- 
ions  (Limited),  by  producing  gaseous  waters  at  the  canteen  under 
heir  control,  and  offering  them  for  sale  to  their  comrades  in  garrison. 
According  to  a  story  laid  before  the  Secretary  of  State  for  War,  the 
epresentatives  of  the  scientific  branch  of  the  army  in  question  have 
lad  dealings  with  the  gallant  West  Surrey  and  the  equally  gallant 
Vest  Riding,  much  to  the  disgust  of  the  trading  producers  of  non- 
alcoholic compounds.  The  3rd  Battalion  of  the  King's  Own  Rifle 
Corps  (late  00th)  are  also  at  Dover,  but  there  is  no  evidence  to 
how  that  these  warriors  have  preferred  "  K.  A.  ai>rateds"  to 
rands  as  yet  better  known  to  the  consumers  of  tffervesoing 
rinks.  According  to  the  Daily  Telegraph,  this  labour,  savouring 
more  of  peace  than  of  war,  enabled  the  controllers  of  the  cannon  to 
sontribute  some  £40  in  prizes  to  the  garrison  sports  held  at  Dover  on 
laturday  last.  Whether  the  financial  game  was  worth  the  athletic 
andle  is  a  matter  that  must  be  decided  by  military  experts  quali- 
fied to  weigh  the  respective  advantages  of  burning  "  villainous 
altpetre"  and  preparing  that  exhilarating  liquid  known  amongst 
ivilians  as  "fizzle."  Admittedly,  lemonade  and  its  companion 
'  ginger  pop  "  when  they  scintillate  are  grateful  drinks,  but  it  would 
carcely  be  advisable  if  through  the,  no  doubt,  well  intentioned  efforts 
f  those  concerned,  the  Royal  Artillery  gained  an  equally  appropriate 
ut  less  impressive  designation.  It  would  indeed  be  a  sad  thing  if  it 
vtr  became  necessary  for  some  General  to  have  to  sing  out,  "Here, 
ou  Sir,  in  command  of  those  Royal  Ginger  Popgunners,  limber  up 
our  soda-water  manufacturing  apparatus  and  retire  at  the  gallop  to 
le  canteen  in  the  rear !  "  Such  a  direction,  if  delivered  in  the  piping 
ime  of  peace  would  sound  incongruous,  and  might  predict  disaster  if 
ttered  m  the  hideous  hour  of  war. 
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THE  CRICKET  THREE. 

GREAT  GRACE  to  young 
MACLAREN  yields  his 
place, 

And  RANJITSINHJI  fol- 
lows after  GRACE. 
Mid  Harrow's  noblest  sons 

let  MAC  be  reckoned. 
Who  tops  the  list  with 
such  a  mighty  second. 
A  nd  well  I  know  that  RAN- 

JIT'S  fame  will  stand 
Firm     and     secure    on 

India's  coral  strand. 
Oft  have  I  seen  upon  the 

level  sward 
That 's  owned,  or  used  to 

be,  by  Mr.  LORD, 
While  countless  thousands, 
watching  ball  and  bat. 
Rang  out  loud  cheers  and 
waved  th'   applausive 
hat, 
Oft    have    I     seen    that 

cricketer  or  this 
Bat,  bowl,  or   field,  or 

catch  (or  even  miss), 
And  oft,  astounded  by  some 

piece  of  play. 
Have  marked  with  letters 
red  th'  auspicious  day  ; 
Yet    ne'er    before    three 

heroes  have  I  seen 
More  apt  and  splendid  on 
the  well-rolled  green ; 
Men  of  one  skill,  though 

varying  in  race, 
MACLAREN.     RANJTT- 
MNHJI,     Grand     Old 
GBACE. 


Old  Saw  Re-set. 

MB.   GEOBOE   NATHANIEL 

CUBZON  [zon," 

May  be  a  "superior  pur- 
But   Mr.  TOMMY   GIBSON 

BOWLES 

Is  the  sturdiest  of  souls  ; 
And  "  those  who  at  Bowles 

will  play 
Must  expect  rubbers," — so 

men  say  1 


"MAIIMA-A-A!    BOO-HOO  I 


MUCH    ADO. 

WB  's  CRYING  I    Tait  UP  "TAIKS  AN*  SKK  WHAT  's 

DE   MATTER  WIV  US  I  " 


THE  LAY  OF   THE 
LANCASHIRE  LASS. 

["  What  Trill  Lancashire 
think  to- day  when  shereada  the 
declarations  of  Lord  GEORGE 
HAMILTON  and  Mr.  A.  J.  BAL- 
FOUK  ?  " — Itedi  Mercury. 1 

OH,  was  it  for  this  that  I 

rushed  to  the  poll 
To  register  votes  for  the 

Tories? 
When  they  told  me  repeal 

was  the  Unionist  goal, 
Were  they  tales  of  (Stan) 

hope,  or  mere  stones? 
The  snare  of  the  FOWLER 
they  'd  help  me  to  scape 
They  vowed— on  each  Lan- 
cashire platform. 
But  Indian  Finance  their 

excuse  ?    A  poor  jape ! 
I  thought  they  would  rise 

above  that  form  I 
Oh,  ARTHTTB,  oh,  GEOBOIE  ! 
Reeds  broken  and  rotten 
I  fear  you  are  both,   on 

reviewing  it. 
You  hinted  at  taking  those 

duties  off  cotton, 
You  don't  seem  to  cotton 

to  doing  it  I 
And  now,  when  I  'm  trying 

your  pity  to  move, 
Why  seem  you  so  deaf  to 

my  prayers  ? 
Perhaps  you  are  bound  to 

dissemble  your  love. 
But  oh  I— must  you  kick 
me  down  stairs  ? 


THAT  excellent  associa- 
tion, the  Society  of  Women 
Journalists,  has  just  issued 
its  first  annual  report. 
From  this  interesting  docu- 
ment, the  world  learns  that 
the  members  have  derived 
many  benefits  from  a  body 
that  could  justly  adopt  the 
motto  of  "  Defence,  not 
Defiance."  The  institution 
very  properly  claims  for 
the  authoress  the  right  to 
receive  no  wrong. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I  HAVE  jart  finished  Napoleon  et  let  femmes,  by  FREDERIC  MASSON. 
On  the  cover  is  "  dix-huitieme  Edition"  which  snows  what  a  success 
the  book  has  obtained.  The  author  is  an  apologist  for  NAPOLEON. 
The  Emperor  can  do  no  wrong.  What  in  the  private  individual  is 
rank  blasphemy,  is,  to  this  author,  in  the 
Empirjr  only  a  pardonable  weakness. 
Whatever  NAPOLEON  may  have  been  as 
the  "  Man  of  Destiny  "  and  as  the  greatest 
military  genius  of  bis  time,  he  was,  if 
most  of  these  stories  be  true,  as  a  man,  a 
satyr,  a  cad  (there  is  no  other  English 
word  for  it),  and  a  snob.  Satyr  he  was 
apparently  always ;  satyr  and  cad  in  cer- 
tain instances,  especially  as  regards  the 
"  WALEWSKA  affair,"  in  which  so  many 
personages  took  part;  everyone  of  them 
outraging  morality,  and  all  disregarding 
the  sacredness  of  marriage ;  though  to 
Madame  WALEWSKA  herself  must  be  ap- 
portioned the  least  share  of  the  guilt  in 
which  all  were  steeped  up  to  the  hilt.  Madame  WALEWSKA  yielded 
herself  as  a  victim  to  a  most  cruel  combination  of  circumstances ;  and 
of  this  NAPOLEON  availed  himself  to  the  utmost.  It  was  in  his  power 
to  have  behaved  as  a  gentleman  for  once,  but  he  allowed  the  oppor- 
tunity to  slip.  That  he  appears,  on  one  occasion,  to  have  permitted 
a  poor  terrified,  artless  victim  to  escape  is  put  forward  trium- 
phantly by  his  apologist  as  a  proof  of  his  magnanimity  ;  but  even  a 
satiated  animal  will  refuse  food,  though  if  the  food  be  in  his  posses- 


sion he  will  play  the  dog  in  the  manger.  He  had  a  tigerish  admi- 
ration for  the  deepest  tragedy,  and  abhorred  farce  and  comedy.  He 
could  play  like  a  child  with  the  one  child  of  whom  he  hoped  great 
things.  Cad  he  was  always,  in  his  dealings  with  men  and  women. 
As  an  imperial  cad  he  was  toadied  by  his  grovelling  courtiers ;  but 
when  there  is  much  to  be  gained  by  toadying  a  cad,  and  every- 
thing to  lose  by  not  toadying  him,  all  will  be  toadies  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest.  The  exceptions  are  rare.  A  thorough  snob 
did  "the  Corsican  upstart"  show  himself  in  his  eager  anxiety  for 
recognition  by  the  royal  and  aristocratic  families  of  Europe,  and  by 
his  servility  to  the  Austrian  EMPEROR,  in  order  to  obtain  the  hand 
of  the  high-born  MARlE-LotnsE.  If  ever  tyrant  deserved  defeat  and 
disgrace  NAPOLEON  did  so.  Like  Cardinal  WOLSEY,  what  "  best  be- 
came him  in  his  life  was  the  leaving  of  it."  Those  interested,  and 
who  is  not,  in  "  the  NAPOLEON  Legend,"  should  not  fail  to  read  this 
book,  says  THE  STUDIOUS  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


THE  annual  "  Timmer  "  Market,  or  Timber  Fair,  has  been  waking 
the  echoes  of  sober  Aberdeen  "  with  lively  din."  The  Aberdonian 
youth,  so  says  the  Daily  Free  Press,  "  shook  the  nerves  of  peace- 
loving  citizens  by  the  hideous  and  discordant  noise  of  tin  trumpets 
and  corncrakes."  This  is  odd,  for  one  might  imagine  that  the  Cale- 
donian ear,  which  attunes  itself  so  easily,  willingly,  and  often  to 
the  screeches  of  that  national  instrument  of  torture  the  bagpipe, 
would  hail  the  comparatively  soothing  strains  of  tin  trumpet  and 
corncrake  with  eager  enthusiasm.  Not  so,  however.  For  the  "  bra' 
laddie"  the  only  music  is  that  which  is  emitted  by  the  bagpipe.  It 
appeals  to  his  'delicate  artistic  sense,  and,  like  a  much  advertised 
remedy,  "it  touches  the  spot."  Vive  la  bag(pipe)atelle  ! 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


wealth  of  naval  knowledge.  Since  Private  II A. MICKY  got  his 
stripes,  and  is  now  referred  to  in  debate  as  "  The  Honourable 
Corporal,"  CAP'«N  ha*  no  party.  With  MACAHTUKI  forming  the 


Jfimte  (,f  Comment,  Monday.  September  •>,.— A  tight  for  Lords    nucleus  of  one,  who  knows  what  might  not  happfnP 
and  Commons  to  pee   Lord  High  Admiral  JOKIM  reated  between       Houte  relieved  to-night  to  find  Secretary  to  Admu  alt  y  ban  hauled 

down  «gn  of  rev<  It,  and  pat  on 
ordinary  trousers.  If  there  was  any- 
thing in  the  incident,  all  is  well 
now.  That  there  may  have  been 
appears  from  the  CAP'EN'S  unusu- 
ally embittered  tone  when  the 
subject  is  alluded  in. 

"Call  them  ducks!"  he  cried  in 
room.  "  They  were  only  white 
drawers.  No  member  of  this  House 
should  attempt  to  walk  up  the  floor 
in  ducks  unlets  he  is  prtpared  to 
keep  on  his  domestic  staff  a  man 
who  has  made  the  garment  a  life- 
long study ;  who  knows  how  to  wash 
it,  starch  it,  iron  it,  and,  above  all, 
to  fold  it  up." 

Butineu  done.  —  Appropriation 
Bill  brought  in. 

Tuesday.—  One  decided  advantage 
of  change  of  position  of  sections  of 
parties  on  formation  of  new  Ministry 
is  to  bring  SII.OMIO  within  reach  of 
HEMPBKR  JOE'S  knobstick.  In  last 
Parliament,  united  against  common 
enemy,  SILOMIO  was  most  deferen- 
tial to  "  my  right  bon.  friend," 
while  JOSEPH'S  respect  for  patriotic 
instinct  of  Swazi  Chief,  who»e 
fathers,  having  come  over  with  the 
Conqueror,  went  put  in  the  May- 
flower, was  rometimes  past  expres- 
sion. Now  HKMPBEB  J»K  has  come 
into  bis  kingdom ;  his  knobstick  is 
exchanged  for  a  sceptre,  whilst 
SILOMIO  begins  to  realise  something 
of  the  feelings  of  the  Red  Man  when 
harried  by  bis  haughty  ancestors. 
Like  him,  SILOHIO'S  poRse*»ions  are 
taken  from  him.  His  Civil  Lordship 
of  the  Admiralty  is  given  to  another, 
and  that  otber  the  son  of  his  former 


When  in  doubt,  consult  the  Cap'en. 

Cap' en  TOMMY  BOWIES  and  ABNOLD-FORSTKB,  imbibing  nava  infor- 
mation at  the  pores,  as  Joey  Ladle,  in  far-off-days,  deep  in  the 
reces«es  of  his  employer's  cellar,  took  his  spirituous  nfreshment. 

"  H«w  hatmy  could  I  be  with  either  were  t'other  instructor 
away,"  said  JOKIM,  rubbing  his  pleased  sides  with  rapturous 
content.  "  Or,  bnmier  still,"  he  added,  sotlo  voce,  "if  both  would 
take  themselves  off." 

In  his  secret  heart  the  CAP'EN  locks  upon  ABNOLD-FOBSTEB  as  a 
landlubber. 

"  He  wouldn't,"  he  pay*,  with  tine  scorn,  "know  how  to  belay  a 
sheet  when  a  ship  was  stepping  fore  and  aft  under  a  booming  north- 
wester. I'd  lay  a  rope's  end  to  a  bumboat-man's  back  that  he 
couldn't  pass  a  spare  spar  through  the  man-hole  without  first  pulling 
up  the  trysail." 

ABNOLD-FOBSTER,  on  his  part,  suspects  the  CAP'EN  hasn't  seen 
nearly  so  much  of  the  wild  ocesn  as  casual  observations  dropped  by 
hiin  may  indicate.  He  makes  much  of  certain  variations  in  the  old 
salt's  story  of  how  he  came  to  lose  his  hand  in  the  service  of  his 
country.  There  is,  certainly,  some  doubt  as  to  whether  it  was  the 
Prince  Consort  or  ALBKBT  Prince  of  Wales  who  sent  him  that 
famous  letter  areompanyinir  the  hook  which  at  this  day  enables  the 
CAP'EN  to  overhaul  the  estimates.  But  this  i«  due  rather  to  wealih 
of  experience  than  to  poverty  of  veracity.  When  a  man  has  teen 
everything,  gone  to  far,  and  knows  so  much  as  TOMMY,  he  may  be 
forgiven  if  occasionally  he  mixes  up  a  name  or  two,  a  date,  or  an 
episode. 

Some  uneasiness  in  ministerial  circles  last  week  upon  observation 
of  MACABTNEY  going  abont  his  country's  business  in  white  ducks. 
These  are,  so  to  speak,  Cap'en  TOMMY'S  colours.  Always  dunks 
them  when  he  goes  on  the  warpath  against  the  Admiralty.  For 
the  Secretary  of  all  men,  he  the  only  man,  to  follow  TOMMY'S  i 
example  in  this  respect  didn't  look  well.  Was  said  to  be  a  hint  to 
whom  it  might  concern  that  if  the  d«partment  didn't  treat  him  with 
more  respect,  MACABTBEY  would  carry  over  to  the  enemy  his  stored 


trusted  right  hon.  friend. 
When,  therefore,  to  -  night 
SILOMIO,  from  his  arid  exile 
below  the  gangway,  sings 
again  bis  old  song  with  its 
low  lament — 

Swaziland,  my  Swaziland  ! 

and  when  HEMPBEB  JOE,  to 
the  delight  <-f  scoffers  oppo- 
t-ite.  rolls  him  over  and  over, 
pinks  his  fluffy  eloquence  with 
scornful  stiletto,  no  wonder  he 
turns  at  bay,  and  reminds 
L'HiMPBKB  of  things  he  said 
about  HKBCULES  ROBINF ow  at 
a  time  he  sat  untrammelled 
on  Opposition  benches. 

Shaft  goes  home.  L'HEM- 
PKEK  very  angry.  "  A  state- 
ment that  ought  not  to  be 
made,"  he  says,  withering 
SILOMIO  with  direful  look. 
Ministerialists  loyally  cheer; 
Opposition  lightly  laugh  ; 
SILOMIO,  buffeted  on  all  sides, 
comforts  himself  with  thoughts 
of  faithful  friends  in  far-otf 
Swaziland.  There  is  at  least 
one  spot  on  earth  where  he  is 
appreciated.  Soon  he  may 
snake  off  from  his  mocassins 
the  dust  of  civilisation,  and 
hie  him  thither. 


"  Swaziland,  my  Swaziland  !  " 
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Buttnesi  done. — Appropriation  BUI  read  second  time. 
Wednetday. — Lo  1  the  roor  Indian  Budget  at  last.  'Tis  the  poor 
relation  of  Parliamentary  Bills.  At  commencement  of  every  Sessioi 
Members  interested  in  India  protest  against  Budget  being  postponed 
till  very  last  hours,  when  most  people  are  gone  away,  and  those  who 
remain  are  hopelessly  weary.  SECRETABY  OF  STATE  promises  amend- 
ment. Here  we  are  something  later  than  usual.  Yesterday's  sitting 
was  solemnly  set  apart  for  Indian  Budget.  Other  things— Chitral, 
Cotton  Duties -crowded  it  out.  Meekly  looks  in  to-day,  hoping  it 
doesn't  intrude. 

Strange  peace  fallen  over  House.  GEOBGIE  HAMILTON'S  voice 
echoes  over  spaces  desolate  as  the  outlook  of  the  rupee.  Not  a  single 
Irish  Member  left  to  object  to  anything.  For  them  the  scene  of 
conflict  is  transferred  to  Ireland.  There  the  inoffensive  Ti M  stands  at 
bay,  JUSTIN  MC€AHTHY  having  at  length  dealt  him  that  "good  hard 
knock"  the  imminence  of  which  E.  R.  lately  forecast  in  these  pro- 
phetic pages.  There  WILLIAM  O'BBIEN,  with  wet  handkerchief 
mopping  wetter  eyes,  tells  stories  out  of  school  of  TIM'S  unnatural 
naughtiness  when  good  Mr.  G.  was  bringing  in  his  Home-Rule  Bill, 
and  upon  other  enticing  occasions.  There  patriots  bang  their 
brothers  in  pursuit  of  peace,  and  hate  each  other  for  the  love  of 
Ireland. 

"Did  you  ev«r,''  I  in  weak  moment  asked  the  unsympathetic 
SAM,  "  read  The  Dead  of  Clonmacnuis,  a  Gaelic  lyric  of  a  time 
immemorial?  There  are  two  verses  of  the  musical  English  ren- 
dering that  haunt  me  when  I  listen  to  an  Irish  debate. 

In  a  quiet  watered  land,  a  land 

of  roses, 
Stands  Saint  Kieran's  city 

fair; 

And  the  warriors  of  Erin  in 
their  famous  generations 
Slumber  there. 

Many  and  many  a  son  of  CONN 

the  Hundred  Fighter 
In  the  red  earth  lies  at  rest ; 
Many  a  blue  eye  of  Clan  COL- 
MAN  the  turf  covers, 
Many  a  swan-white  breast." 

"Pretty,"  said  SABK 
with  quite  unexpected 
approval.  "  First  line  per- 
fection. But,  you  will  ob- 
serve, the  poet  studiously 
refrains  from  affirming  the 
final  extinction  of  the 
family  of  the  estimable 
CONN.  'Many  and  many 
a  son,'  he  says,  in  the  red 
earth  lies  at  rest.  One  at 
least  is  left.  They  in 
their  time  had  CONN  the 
Hundred  Fighter.  We 
have  TIM  the  Hundred- 
and-Fifty  Fighter." 

World  must   go  round  as 


Exit  Toby. 

Susineu  done, — All. 

Thursday.— Parliament   prorogued, 
best  it  may  till  February  next. 


ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

IN  the  London  correspondence  of  a  provincial  paper  it  is  stated 
that  "Lord  HOTHFIELD,  who  recently  gave  up  the  errors  and 
heresies  of  Liberalism  to  seek  security  in  Conservatism,  has  been 
elected  a  member  of  the  Carlton.  His  characteristic  exclamation  on 
entering  the  club  the  first  time  after  his  election  was,  '  Thank  God, 
I  pan  now  have  a  quiet  game  of  whist,'  meaning  I  suppose,  that  his 
mind  was  now  at  rest."  This  explanation  of  Lord  HOTHFIELD'S 
meaning  does  credit  to  the  ingenuity  of  the  correspondent.  It  is  a 
sublime  spectacle,  that  of  a  Radical  peer  forswearing  his  errors 
merely  that  he  may  have  a  quiet  game  of  whist  at  the  Carlton. 
Such  a  coruscating  specimen  of  the  wit  and  wisdom  of  our  here- 
ditary peerage  should  go  far  to  reconcile  even  Mr.  LABOUCHEBE  to 
the  existence  of  the  House  of  Lords. 

CONFUSION  on  your  programmes,  your  turbulence,  your  din  : 
Your  tattered  mob  of  Radicals,  how  blind  they  are  and  lame. 
D  ,    ,°iT?.rIE.IJ)  Proudly leaves  your  ranks,  the  Carlton  takes  him  in  • 
iehold  him  in  the  whist-saloon  enjoying  of  his  game. 

Somejmen  are  Ied  by  Wighted  hopes  to  leave  the  ancient  fold, 
And  some  by  mere  conviction,  and  some  by  thirst  for  fame  • 

And  some  because  the  Government  were  far  too  fond  of  gold  •' 
Lord  HOTHFIELD  quits  the  Radicals  because  he  wants  a  gaine 


A  quiet  game  his  Lordship  loves ;  ex-Radical  and  peer, 
With  what  a  wealth  of  irony  he  puts  his  foes  to  shame ; 

And  LABBY'S  self  amazed  forbears  the  customary  sneer, 
When  HOTHFIBLD  in  the  Carltm  sits  enjoying  of  his  game. 


I  HAVE  been  reading  about  the  harvest  festivals 
with  which  the  country  has  been  lately  teemirg. 
They  are  all  made  on  one  pattern.  The  interior 
of  the  building  is  very  tastefully  adorned  with 
fruit  and  foliage,  supplied  by  fnends  connected 
with  the  church  and  others.  The  subject  of  one 
reverend  gentleman's  discourse  in  the  morning  is, 
"Put  in  the  sickle."  In  the  afternoon  another 
reverend  gentleman  discourses  on  "A  stroll 
through  a  corn-field,"  and  in  the  evening  a  third 
clergyman  poses  his  congregation  with  the 
question,  "  What  shall  be  done  with  the 
tares  ? "  Thank-offerings  in  aid  of  the  church 
funds  are  then  taken,  the  choir  sings  special 
harvest  hymns,  and  somebody  invariably  "  presides  "  at  the  organ. 

THE  temptations  of  the  fruit  are  sometimes,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
irresistible.  I  have  seen  an  absent-minded  landed  proprietor  steadily 
pluck  and  eat  his  way  through  a  whole  bunch  of  grapes,  while  the 
preacher  held  forth  on  the  symbolic  meaning  attached  to  fruit.  The 
attention  of  the  congregation,  I  need  hardly  say,  was  breathlessly 
concentrated  not  on  the  preacher,  but  on  the  devourer  of  the  grapes. 
At  a  festival  I  attended  last  year,  the  fruits  of  the  earth  were 
represented  by  dead  rabbits  on  the  window-sills  of  the  church. 


BY  the  way,  why  does  one  always  "  preside  "  at  the  organ  ?  At 
the  first  blush  there  would  not  seem  to  be  anything  peculiarly 
presidential  about  the  playing  of  the  instrument,  but  then  I  may  be 
dull.  For  instance,  I  have  never  yet  understood  why  young 
tobacconists  are  always  alluded  to  as  "  commencing."  Other  traders 
are  content  to  begin  or  to  start,  but  a  tobacconist  must  apparently 
"  commence"  or  be  eternally  disgraced. 


OH,  dealer  in  the  latest  brand 

Of  Claro  and  Maduro, 
One  question  agitates  our  land, 

From  Ballater  to  Truro. 
In  Belfast  I  have  heard  it  put, 
Where   men  the   Home   Rule 

whim  rue ; 
Tis    asked    amid    our    London 

soot, 

And  in  the  realms  of  Cymrn. 
On    gray    St.    Andrews     windy 

links, 

So  niblicky  and  cleeky ; 
!n   far    Glenlivet,    famed    for 

drinks; 
In  Auld  Athenian  Reekie. 


Where   Cornwall's   rock  -  bound 

coast  defies 

The  surge  of  the  Atlantic, 
One   pu/zle  -  question  takes  the 

prize, 

And  drives  the  public  frantic. 
One    matchless    question    fairly 

burns, 

It  leads  us  all  a  dance,  Sir ; 
Ye  men  who  profit  by  Returns, 
Return  me  quick  an  answer ; 
Explain,  tobacconist  to  me, 
Without  unduly  fencing, 
Why  those  who  end  in  smoke 

should  be 
Unceasingly  commencing. 


ME.  HENEY  BLACKBUBN  has  been  visiting  Manchester  and  Liver- 
x»l,  and  has  confided  his  impressions  of  these  great  cities  to  the 
editor  of  the  Manchetter  Guardian.  He  admires  Manchester  for 
'its  admirable  tramway,  street  police,  and  other  traffic  arrange- 
ments," but  there  is  an  amarialiquid  in  the  shape  of  the  Manchester 
street  Arab.  Mr.  BLACKBURN  has  all  an  artist's  tolerance ;  but,  as 
might  be  expected  of  a  black  and  white  artist,  he  feels  bound  to  draw 
he  line,  and  he  draws  it  before  street  Arabs.  He  thinks  it  worth 
while  to  mention — 

"A  pedestrian's  experience  of  his,  generally,  free  fight  with  the  street 
'damn  culminating  on  Saturday  afternoon  last  at  2.15  by  being  tripped  up 
ind  thrown  down  in  the  middle  of  the  road  near  the  Central  Station,  and  only 
aved  from  further  contact  with  the  said  tramcars  by  rolling  quickly  round 
and  round  into  the  gutter.  This  rapid  act  was  witnessed,  doubtless,  by 
everal  of  your  readers,  two  of  whom  rendered  timely  assistance.  I  am  aware 
hat  it  is  the  rule  in  any  household  or  community  for  a  guest  conform  to 
ts  ways  for  the  time  being,  and  not  to  complain  of  any  cmtrttemps  ;  but, 
laving  had  a  second  encounter  (of  less  consequence)  on  the  very  steps  of  the 
entrance  to  the  Walker  Art  Gallery  in  Liverpool,  on  the  same  afternoon,  I 
'enture  to  think  that  the  juvenile— and  in  some  respects  perfectly  delightful 
— street  vendors  ot  matches,  flowers,  and  football  newspapers  have  a  little  too 
much  of  a  free  run  in  both  these  cities." 


AT  LAST. — Mr.  LANE,  the  Magistrate,  appealed  to  by  an  Indian 
^entleman  as  to  whether  he — the  I.  G. — might  "  turn  round  upon  " 
rude  street- boys,  who  called  him  "  Lulali,"  and  asked  whether  he — 
'.he  Magistrate— would  like  it  himself,  replied  that  he  had  lived  too 


ong  in  the  world  to  care  about  such  matters.  This  imperturbable 
'  Beak"  is  evidently  then— atlast— the  often-talked-of  '•'•'»"»  T«,,« 
hat  has  no  turning. 


"jLong  Lane 
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IN    THE    VESTRY. 

Strange  Minister  (to  Elder).    "Do  YOU   COME  UP  TO  THJS  PULPIT 
FOR  THB  COLLECTION  ? " 
Elder.  "  NA,  NA.     W« 'KB  NO  PARTICKLFR  TO  A  BAWBKE 


THE  END  OF  CEORGIE'S  AND  JAGKY'S  HOLIDAYS. 

(A  Second  Extract  from  the  Note-Book  of  Mr.  Barlow  Oie  Younger.) 
Now  that  the  summer  vacation  is  drawing  rapidly  to  a  close,  it 
may  be  as  well  to  record  the  end  of  the  holidays  of  my  two  interest- 
ing charges,  GEOKOIE  and  JACKT.  Some  little  time  since  I  wrote 
the  story  of  one  of  their  exploits.  The  two  lads 
do  not  live  a  very  eventful  life  even  in  their 
hours  of  recreation.  During  the  mid-annual 
recess  I  usually  choose  some  delightful  spot  for 
our  temporary  home,  combining  the  joint  charms 
of  change  of  scene  and  increased  economy.  The 
fashionable  watering-place  of  Drainville-on-8ea 
has  a  suburb  in  which  apartments  may  be  ob- 
tained at  a  very  reasonable  figure.  The  reason 
for  this  lowness  of  price  is  no  doubt  to  be  traced 
to  the  fact  that  many  of  the  residences  are  in  the 
habitation  of  the  superfluous  live  stock  of  a  very 
prosperous  pork  merchant,  having  his  house  of 
business  in  the  neighbourhood.  However,  in 
spite  of  our  distance  from  Drainville-on-8ea,  my 
lads  have  been  fairly  contented  with  their  lot. 
-•  v  They  have  been  able  to  fish,  to  climb  trees,  and 

to  take  long  walks. 

Revered  Sir,"  said,  on  one  occasion,  GEOBOLE,  who  is  generally 
accepted  as  the  spendthrift  of  my  brace  of  students,  "  it  would  give 
great  pleasure  to  JACKT  if  you  were  kindly  to  give  me  a  shilling 
with  which  to  purchase  Japannese  caramel  cannon-balls.  I  have 
reasons  for  believing  that,  his  medical  attendant,  Dr.  COFFTN 
BLOCKHEAD,  considers  that  this  delicious  sweetstuff,  or,  I  should  say, 
pleasing  physio,  would  be  of  much  benefit  to  him." 

"  Why  is  the  lad  ill?"  I  asked,  with  an  anxiety  tempered  with 
incredulity. 

"  No,  revered  Sir,"  promptly  replied  GEOBGIE  j  "  and  I  fancy  that 
Dr.  COFFTN  BLOCKUEAD  regards  the  composition,  which  may  be 
obtained  at  a  penny  the  ounce,  or  two  ounces  for  three  halfpence, 
rather  as  a  preventative  than  a  curative.  Were  JACKT  to  have  a 
shilling's-worth,  ho  would  not  only  possess  enough  to  ward  off  the 

VOL.   CLT.  ] 


shaft  of  the  destroyer  himself,  but  would  be  able  to  give  me  a 
sufficient  quantity  to  parry  the  insidious  dart  of  disease  ;  and  that 
yon  might  be  satisfied  that  the  money  was  expended  in  the  life- 
protecting  compound  in  question,  /  would  willingly  undertake  to 
make  the  purchase." 

Here  JACKY  protested  that  he  was  quite  old  and  conscientious 
enough  to  be  trusted  with  the  cash  himself. 

"Not  that  I  have  any  doubt  of  my  respected  comrade's  probity," 
he  quickly  added;  "but  in  matters  of  business  one  cannot  be  too 
careful." 

"  My  dear  pupils,"  aaid  I,  "  nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure 
than  to  accede  to  your  request,  had  I  the  means  at  hand.  I  fancy, 
in  spite  of  the  opinion  of  Dr.  Con  YN  BLOCKHEAD — a  physician  whose 
name  I  now  hear  for  the  first  time— that  I  should  have  to  consider 
the  cost  of  Japanese  caramel  cannon-balls  as  an  incident  properly 
chargeable  to  pocket-money.  Unfortunately  you  both  exhausted 
that  fund  a  forte  ight  since,  by  causing  me  to  defray  the  expenses  of 
a  donkey  ride,  which  mounted  up  in  the  aggregate  to  no  less  an 
amount  than  one  shilling  and  eight  pence  halfpenny." 

"  But  surely,  revered  Sir,"  suggested  GBOBQIE,  who  has  a  bent 
for  mathematics  ;  "  as  our  parents  allow  us  half -a- sovereign  a  week 
each  for  the  purposes  of  recreation,  the  sum  you  mention,  although 
not  inconsiderable,  would  scarcely  have " 

"  Stop  I  "  I  cried,  with  some  show  of  severity ;  "  you  really  must 
not  argue  with  me.  I  do  not  give  you  all  your  ten  shillings  a  week, 
as  I  am  reserving  a  portion  of  them  to  form  the  nucleus  of  an  old-age 
pension  to  which  you  will  become  entitled  on  reaching  eighty.  The 
scheme  is  not  without  complications,  so  I  reserve  its  description  in 
detail  until  you  are  both  old  enough  to  understand  it.  Enough  to 
say  that  I  must  repeat  the  present  advance  of  a  shilling  is  im- 
possible." 

After  this  rebuff  the  lads  were  silent,  and  I  regret  to  say  not 
altogether  contented.  However,  they  soon,  with  the  elasticity  of 
youth,  regained  their  spirits,  and  were  as  merry  and  as  happy  as 
ever.  They  absented  themselves  from  my  society  more  frequently 
than  before,  and  when  I  saw  them,  seemed  to  be  unusually  pros- 
perous, or  to  use  an  expressive  colloquialism,  "flush  of  money." 
QEOBOIE  continually  appeared  in  gigantic  collars  that  could  have 
only  been  acquired  at  considerable  expense,  and  JACKT  as  often 
carried  a  new  walking-stick  with  a  fairly  costly  handle.  On  one 
occasion  they  came  home  with  a  gift  for  me.  It  was  a  mug  with  a 
rough  tketoh  of  a  mule  or  some  less  noble  animal  on  the  side  balanc- 
ing the  handle,  and  was  labelled  "  A  Present  from  Drainville-on- 
Sea,"  I  was  gratified,  but  my  satisfaction  savoured  of  curiosity. 

During  the  absence  of  my  pupils  I  frequently  visited  the  neigh- 
bouring watering-place.  Amongst  the  many  distractions  of  the 
sands  was  one  '*  entertainment  which  caused  me  considerable 
embarrassment.  Two  "  mysterious  minstrels  "  disguised  in  wide- 
awakes, blue  spectacles,  and  comforters  occasionally  made  what  is 
known  as  a  "dead  set"  at  me.  These  vocalists  (who  were  small, 
but  noisy),  did  a  roaring  trade  amongst  the  excursionists.  They 
seemed  to  have  a  long  repertoire  of  songs.  They  vocally  narrated 
the  adventures  of  a  young  person  from  the  country,  who  seemingly, 
with  a  view  to  enjoying  the  restorative  effects  of  sea-bathing, 
appeared  with  "  her  hair  hanging  down  her  back,"  and  the  vagaries 
of  a  body  of  revellers  who  preferred  to  parade 
the  streets  "  nine  in  a  row,"  instead  of  in 
couples  or  singly,  when  they  were  in  a  condi- 
tion subsequently  recognised  by  the  presiding 
magistrate  with  a  fine  of  five  shillings.  These 
ditties  were  not  altogether  unamuemg,  and  I 
might  have  enjoyed  them  had  they  not  been 
supplemented  by  a  song  dealing  personally 
with  myeelf.  This  last  effort  was  mere  dog- 
gerel, but  it  was  so  insulting  that  I  was  forced 
to  give  the  vocalists  into  custody.  I  explained 
that  the  lines  were  calculated  to  cause  a  breach 
of  the  peace,  and  the  local  policeman  removed 
the  singers  to  the  station-house. 

This  last  adventure  caused  me  some  annoy- 
ance, and  I  returned  to  my  suburban  lodgings 
in  the  hope  that  in  the  cheerful  conversation  of  my  charges  I  might 
forget  my  chagrin.  Neither  QEOBOIE  nor  JACKET  were  at  home. 
The  hours  of  dinner,  tea,  and  supper  passed,  and  they  still  put  in  no 
appearance.  This  caused  me  considerable  surprise,  as,  although  not 
very  regular  in  their  habits,  they  were  accustomed  to  pay  attention 
to  the  fixtures  of  meal  time.  Late  in  the  evening,  a  police  constable 
called,  and  explained  to  me  that  two  boys  had  sent  for  me,  as  a  house- 
holder, to  bail  them  out. 

The  remainder  of  my  narrative  is  clouded  with  pain.  I  would 
willingly  stop  at  this  point.  But,  with  a  view  to  completeness,  I 
continue.  On  reaching  the  police-station,  I  learned  to  my  indignation 
that  the  "mysterious  minstrels"  and  my  charges  had  the  same 
identity.  This  discovery  will  ever  be  a  cause  of  deep  regret  to 
myself,  and,  I  think  I  may  add,  for  very  practical  and  sufficient 
reasons,  to  QEORGIK  and  JACKT  also. 
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A    SKETCH    FROM    LIFE. 

Chorus  (slow  music}.  "  WB  'KB  A  RARB  OLD— FAIR  ou>— RICKBTY,  RACKET Y  CREW  I" 


A  DIALOGUE  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

SCBNE  —  The  Shades  at  Nightfall.     The 
Swiftian  Ladies  alone. 

Lady  Smart.  Well,  ladies ;  now  let  us 
hare  a  cup  of  discourse  to  ourselves. 

Lady  Answerall.  Tea  and  tattle !  That  is 
all  the  men  used  to  think  us  fit  for. 

Lady  Sparkith.  liut  how  times  haveohanged 
— above  stairs  I 

Lady  Smart.  Fie!  Say  rather  below  stairs, 
Lady  SPABKISH.  Up  and  down  are  arbitrary 
or  relative  terms  after  all,  in  the  universe. 
And  I'm  sure  there  are  no  tine  drawing-room 
manners  in  the  modern  modish  world. 

Mist  Nvtable.  Heigho !  Methinks,  never- 
theless, I  would  fain  take  the  air  of  a  London 
Season  once  again,  however  fallen  off  from  the 
dear  dead  days  of  Mr.  SPECTATOR. 

Lady  Ansicerall,  Hush,  child  I  What 
would  Charon  say  if  he  heard  you  t  Though 
in  truth  I  am  much  of  your  mind  myself. 

Lady  Sparkith.  Better  their  vivid  vul- 
garity than  our  vapid  gentility  1 

Miss  Notable.  La,  yes !  Our  vaporous 
"  fine  manners  "  give  me  the  vapours. 

Lady  Smart.  They  do  not  have  "vapours" 
now,  aoove— well  t'other  side  the  Styx,  let  us 
say. 

Lady  Antwerall.  Indeed,  no,  nothing  so 
simple  and  womanly,  i'   faith.     They  have 
substituted  neurotic  pessimism — and  chloral. 
_  Lady  Smart.  Worse  far  than  our  occa- 
sional sly  sippings  of —strong  waters  I 

Lady  Answerall.  What  said  the  dear 
satiric  Dean  ? 

"  Now  all  alone  poor  madam  siU 
In  vapours  and  hysteric  fits ; 
A  dreadful  interval  of  spleen 
How  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
Here,  BKTTY,  let  me  take  my  drops, 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops ; 
This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  swims 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs !  " 


Mist  Notable.  Whereas  now  it  would  be:  — 
"  Now  sad  and  sole  poor  madam  lies, 
Insomnia  holding  wide  her  eyes : 
1  Past  ten,  and  not  a  tingle  wink. 
Though  I  turned  in  at  four,  I  think ! 
If  I  don't  get  some  hours  of  sleep, 
To-day's  appointments  can  I  keep  ': 
And  'tis  the  Prince's  garden-party ! 
Oh !  to  be  buxom,  hale,  and  hearty 
Like  some  mere  milkmaid,  who  can  drowse 
After  a  frolic  and  a  bowse, 
Upon  a  tumbled  truss  of  hay ! 
I  mutt  hare  sleep.     BETTY,  I  say, 
Bring  me  the  cognac  and  the  choral ! ' 
—You  may  supply  the  modern  moral !  " 
Lady  Sparkish.  La,  child,  you  are  as  much 
a  blue-stocking  as  the  modish  she-scribblers 
of  the  century-end.     We  used  to  leave  all 
that  sort  of  thing  to  Grub  Street. 

Miss  Notable.  Tilly-vallyt  Grub  Street 
baa  been  made  genteel  since  the  ladies  took 
to  haunting  it.  'Tis  now  no  shabby  Alsatia, 
but  a  swell  sanctuary.  Faith,  one  o'  these 
odd-cum-shortlies — as  we  used  to  say — I'll 
e'en  write  "  The  Journal  of  a  Modern 
Lady  "  (in  imitation  of  the  Dean)  up-to-date, 
for  1895,  instead  of  1728,  to  wit. 

Lady  Smart.  Have  a  care,  child !  Already 
you  simper  like  a  furmety  kettle,  and  slop 
over  like  an  ill-made  junket.  Soon  you  '11  be 
as  smug  and  lelf-oonscions  as  a  new  member 
of  "  The  Souls,"  if  you  be  not  watohfuL 

Mist  Notable.  Well,  hut  now  the  men  are 
away,  what  really  think  you,  entre  nous, 
of  the  New  Woman  movement  ? 

Lady  Answerall.  Why,  that  'tis  older 
than  MART  WOOLSTONECROFT,  and,  in  fact, 
originated  about  the  time  when  EVE  took 
the  first  bite  at  the  first  apple. 

Miss  Notable.  Heigho  T  'Tis  fine  to  sit 
here  in  the  Shades,  and  say  so;  but  I  own 
I  should  like  well  enough  to  ruffle  it  in  new- 
fangled clubs  and  select  coteries,  to  be  the 
talk  of  the  town  as  APHRA  BEHN  was,  only 
in  the  irreproachable  company  of  popular 


sarants  and  Bishops'  sons ;  to  see  my  niminy- 
piminy  neuroticisms  go  into  their  tenth 
edition,  have  my  anti-matrimonial  mouthinga 
discussed  in  monthly  magazines  and  religious 
newspapers,  and— have  a  free  dap  at  the 
monster,  Man,  whose  best  voluntary  treat- 
ment of  us  means,  at  bottom,  nothing  better 
than  a  golden  cage  and  a  silken  gag. 

Lady  Sparkish.  "  Fine  words  I  I  wonder 
where  you  stole  'em ! "—  as  the  Dean  said  con- 
cerning Chief  JustieeWHiTSHKD's  coach-motto. 

Miss  Notable.  Humph  1  Did  he  not  also 
say,  in  dealing  with  The  Furniture  of  a 
Woman's  Mind— 

"  For  conversation  well  endued 
She  calli  it  witty  to  be  rude  "  f 

Lady  Sparkish.  What  do  you  mean,  Miss? 
Miss  Notable.  Hal  ha!  ha!  Not  much. 
But.  as  Lady  ANSWERALL  used  to  say,  when 
we  had  a  dish  of  tea  and  tittle-tattle  to- 
gether in  the  sweet,  solid,  wicked,  bewitching 
old  modish  days,  "  Yon  know  I  'm  old  Tell- 
truth,  and  love  to  call  a  spade  a  spade." 

Lady  Sparkish.  Oh,  I  see.  As  the  dear 
old  Dean  also  said — 

"  Say,  foolish  females,  bold  and  blind, 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind, 
Are  you  on  vices  mo«t  severe 
Wherein  younelve*  have  greatest  share  Y" 
[Here  arises  a  general  criss-cross  clatter  of 
contradictions,  and  the  gentlemen  come 
in  to  join  the  ladies. 
Mr.  Neverout  (quoting)— 
"  Now  voices  over  voice*  rin, 
While  each  to  be  the  loude*t  vie* ; 
They  contradict,  affirm,  dispute, 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  speak  and  none  to  hearken, 
They  set  the  very  lap-dog  barking." 

We  were  disputing,  ladies,  as  to  whether 
these  lines  were  SWIFT'S  or  another's.  Can 
you  settle  the  point  ? 

Miss  Notable  (snappishly).  Oh,  ask  a  police- 
man— or  a  New  Woman  1 ! '. 
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OUR    OWN    TORRIST    IN    NORTH    DEVON. 

On  Torrs   Walks,  Ilfracombe.—"  Here  they  come  by  twos  and 

twos.  In  twos  on  Torrs  they  swarm."    Quotation  adapted.     "  Two" 

form  a  Company  Limited  on  Torrs  Walks.    The  third  person  present 

is  "out  of  it."    They  tell  me  these  couples  are  all  honeymooners. 

Perhaps;  but  if  they  are  not,  they  ought 

to  be.    That 's  all. 

* 

*  # 

Maybe  these  duologues  are  only  private 
rehearsals.  Practice  makes  perfect.  I 
have  no  special  information  on  this  mys- 
terious subject. 

Ontheabore-mentionedlloneymooners — 
"  Marriages  are  made  in  heav'n," 
When  begun  in  Northern  Dev'n. 

A  descriptive  writer  says,  "  In  the  Torrs  Walks  are  to  be  found  the 
most  bracing  spots  in  all  Ilfracombe."  From  what  I  have  acci- 
dentally observed,  I  should  correct  the  above  sentence  thus  : — "  In 
the  Torrs  Walks  are  to  be  •'ound  some  of  the  most  em-bracing  spots 

in  all  Ilfracombe." 

* 

Rara  Avis  in  Torr-is. — Seldom  are  birds  seen  flying  about,  and 
still  fewer  hopping  about,  the  Torrs.  My  jocose  friend  WILLY 
WAGSTAFF  says  "Birds  only  go  'hopping'  in  Kent."  Good-bye  to 
W.  W.  Somehow,  as  a  rule,  the  birds  do  not  affect  the  Torrs.  I 
fancy  the  twopence  for  entry  is  a  prohibition.  Once  I  saw  a  lonely 
bird  on  the  penny  path ;  but  that  was  a  pigeon. 

I  have  seen  a  whole  flock  of  rooks  cawing  querulously — "  quirring" 
would  be  a  better  descriptive  participle— on  and  about  the  lower 
part  of  the  precipitous,  rocky  Torrs ;  but  never  have  I  seen  them 
perching  on  the  highest  point  of  the  Torrs,  which  is  as  inaccessible  to 
these  birds  at  twopence  as  would  be  the  aforesaid  lower  portion  to 
the  unwinged  pedestrian  even  at  a  halfpenny;  unless  pedestrian 
should  arrive  at  rookery  by  accidentally  tumbling  over  from  above, 
in  which  case  it  is  much  to  be  feared  he  would  probably  be  "  left  till 
called  for."  .% 

One  of  the  most  interesting  sights  on  the  Torrs  is  the  occasional 
appearance  of  a  kindly  gentleman,  carrying  a  snow-white  cockatoo, 
with  a  magnificent  yellow  crest,  perfectly  tame,  and  perched  on  his 
owner's  wrist,  just  as  the  parrot  used  to  perch  on  the  wrist  of  our  old 
friend  Robinson  Crusoe. 

* 

The  parrot,  unchained,  is  a  genuine  "  Bird  of  Freedom  "  ;  but  he 
never  misuses  his  liberty,  nor  abuses  his  privilege  of  speech,  but, 
from  time  to  time,  he  erects  or  lowers  his  erest,  and  expresses  his 
approbation  of  things  in  general,  or  his  disapprobation  of  anything 
in  particular.  A  great  companion  this  POLLY. 

Recent  Solar  Discovery.— I  picked  it  up  on  Torrs  Walks.  The 
sun  was  setting  magnificently.  Near  me  there  stood,  observing  the 
effect,  a  young  lady  and  a  very  old  one.  Quoth  the  former,  "  It  is  a 
grand  sun,  isn't  it  ?  "  And  the  other  replied,  "  It  it  a  grand-sun, 
indeed."  Being  evidently  a  grandmamma,  she  ought  to  know. 

Not  knowing  anvthing  about  the  political  bias  of  the  majority  at 
Ilfraoombe,  I  should  say  the  voters  must  be  chiefly  Torr-ies. 

Of  the  steamers  plying  between  Ilfracombe,  Swansea,  Bristol,  and 
other  neighbouring  places,  it  cannot  honestly  be  said  that  "they 
are  no  great  shakes."  If  the  Master  of  the  Rolls  possesses  any 
nautical  authority,  it  might  be  advantageously  exercised  in  regard 
to  some  of  these  steamers. 

* 

The  rule  for  debarcation  and  embarcation  (on  the  Swansea,  Ilfra- 
combe, &c.,  steamers)  appears  to  be,  "Insure  the  least  amount  of 
convenience  to  the  greatest  number  possible."  The  inconvenience 
might  be  modified  (to  put  it  gently)  were  the  following  suggestions 
acted  upon  :— 

1st.  From  Ilfracombe  pier  there  should  be  four  gets  of  stairs  (or 
more)  instead  of  two. 

2nd.  Make  an  upper  and  a  lower  deck  to  pier ;  the  latter  for 
shelter  during  rain  and  storm.  Your  hardy  sea-dogs  seem  to  be 
perfectly  unaware  of  the  existence  of  water  descending  from  the 
clouds.  With  them  the  rain  is  "  in  nubibut." 

3rd.  There  should  be  two  steamers  to  any  one  place,  one  departing 
just  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  other's  arrival.  CaU  them 

Uox  and  Cox  "—as  they  both  occupy  the  same  harbour.  Thus 
the  pier  would  never  be  inconveniently,  or  dangerously,  crowded  by 
an  outgoing  and  an  incoming  crowd  at  the  same  moment 

4tn.  Bigger  steamers. 


6th.  Other  improvements  essential,  but  not  necessary  to  mention 
here  in  detail.  »% 

On  board  an  excursion  steamer  I  would  retain  the  musicians,  espe- 
cially the  cornet ;  so  many  persons  "  come  out  for  a  blow  "  that  the 
absence  of  this  member  of  the  orchestra  would  be  seriously  felt. 

On  board  our  steamer  "  The  Brighton,"  to  Tenbi/  and  back. — I 
think  we  must  have  had  "the  Something-ean  minstrels,"  whose  per- 
formance was  so  graphically  described  by  DICKENS  in  Pickwick  as 
enlivening  Mrs.  LEO  HUNTER'S  garden  party,  when  "three  of  them 
grunted  and  the  fourth  howled" ;  only  that,  on  this  occasion,  there 
were  about  eight  or  ten  of  these  minstrel  boys  from  Cardiff,  who, 
having  left  their  Welsh  harps  behind  them,  sat  in  the  centre  of  the 
upper  deck,  inflicting  their  delightful  melodies  on  such  of  the 
passengers  as  were  unable  to  get  out  of  earshot  without  either  going 
below,  where  it  was  "stuffy,  or  into  the  lore  part  of  the  vessel. 
When  these  Cambrian  Choristers  were  not  singing  they  indulged  in 
a  little  rough  and  ready  play  with  each  others  caps,  a  humorous 
proceeding  that  seemed  to  afford  them  almost  as  much  pleasure  as 
did  the  sound  of  their  own  voices,  for  the  applause  with  which  they 
greeted  every  specimen  of  their  skill  in  vocalisation  was  touchingly 
unanimous.  In  this  demonstration  of  mutual  approbation  I  did  not 
notice  any  passengers  taking  part. 

Now  suppose  a  party  of  amateur  and  comic  musicians,  a  party  of 
amateur  choristers,  and  a  Salvationist  chorus  all  on  board  at  the 
same  time,  and  suppose  that  all  these  different  parties  had  com- 
menced simultaneously,  each  party  giving  its  special  form  of  enter- 
I  ainment,  would  life  be  worth  living  on  board  that  steamer  ?  Surely 
the  captain,  or  the  company,  could  put  up  a  notice  that  only  the 
paid  professional  musicians  would  be  allowed  to  play  and  sing  on 

board,  and  so  stop  this  Excursionist  Babel. 

* 

Advice  to  passengers  by  steamboat  proposing  to  land  at  Lundy 
Island— Don't.  Lundy  is  a  most  interesting  island,  though  it  doesn't 
look  it.  Further  Advice, — Stay  on  board  and  read  all  about  Lundy 
Island  in  your  Murray's  guide,  and,  probably,  you  will  then  have 
acquired  far  more  knowledge  of  the  place  than  is  ever  obtained  by 
the  majority  who  are  permitted  and  even  encouraged  to  crowd  the 
rowing  boats  plying  between  the  steamer  and  the  shore.  I,  moi  qui 
parle,  saw  the  men  bailing  the  water  out  of  these  boats  as  they  re- 
turned from  chore ;  saw  the  men  and  women  jammed  up  together 
trying  to  keep  at  least  their  ankles  dry ;  and  if  there  had  only  been 
some  playful  "Arries  among  the  lot,  just  a  lurch  to  one  side, 
or  the  other,  would  at  least  have  shipped  enough  water  to  have 
drenched  them  up  to  the  knees,  and  then  one  frightened  person 
might  in  terror  have  capsized  the  boat.  I  do  not  know  who  regu- 
lates these  matters,  I  only  describe  what  I  saw  with  my  own  eyes 
and  what  struck  me  as  being  decidedly  perilous.  Is  it  impossible  to 
build  out  a  pier  at  Lundy  Island  ?  If  impossible,  cannot  some 
regulation  as  to  the  number  every  boat  is  to  carry  be  enforced  ?  * 

The  perfumes  of  Ilfracombe  (I  think  I  saw  the  "  Perfume  d'llfra- 
combe"  advertised  as  sold  in  bottles  at  a  local  hairdresser's)  are 
various  at  various  times.  Always  on  the  Torrs  is  the  perfume 
perfect.  But  in  the  lower  part  of  the  town  they  are  select  and 
peculiar ;  as  thus :  —  Early  morning,  coming  from  bathing,  and 
passing  by  hotels  and  boarding-houses,  appetising  perfume  of  eggs 
and  bacon  everywhere,  with  that  of  fried  fish  thrown  in.  The  per- 
fume in  the  road  by  the  tennis  courts,  where  the  donkey  chairs 
and  cabs  stand,  is,  as  may  be  imagined,  most  delightful  when  all 
the  flys  and  donkeys  are  there  at  midday,  afternoon,  and  evening. 
And  in  the  early  morning  the  faint  reminiscence  of  yesterday's 
donkey  and  cab-stand  perfume  is,  it  need  hardly  be  said,  most 
exhilarating  and  delightful  to  the  unbreakfasted  passer-by. 

*  Since  writing  this  Tour  Own  Torrist  is  glad  to  find  his  remarks  antici- 
pated by  the  western  Daily  Press  (Bristol,  September  6),  which  hints  at 
improvements  about  to  be  made  in  the  landing  of  passengers  both  at  Lyn- 
mouth  and  at  the  Mumbles.  Let  the  condition  of  things  be  bettered  also  at 
Lundy  and  at  Ilfracombe. 

New  Version. 
(For  the  Nursery  of  the  Future.) 
THESE  was  a  New  Woman,  and  what  do  you  think  t 
She  lived  upon  nothing  but  paper  and  ink, 
Though  paper  and  ink  formed  her  favourite  diet, 
This  noisy  New  Woman  could  never  keep  quiet ! 

"CURHANT"  RECORDS. — The  Cunard  steamer  Aleppo,  with  a  cargo 
of  1500  tons  of  currants  on  board,  has  succeeded  in  raisin'  the 
record  between  Patras  and  Liverpool,  having  accomplished  the 
voyage  in  9  days  21J  hours.  This  vessel  has  the  honour  of  being  the 
first  in  with  the  new  currant  crop,  and,  as  a  reward,  she  will  be 
allowed  "  enhanced  freights."  1500  tons  of  currants  fully  entitle 
her,  we  should  say,  to  "  take  the  cake." 
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CABBY-  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "  Hansvm  Jack.") 
No.  1V.-OFF  DUTY— HARMONY— " HANSOM  UP!" 

CABBY  off  dooty  's  a  clubable  man.    So— perfeck  0  K — says  some 

pen-driving  party. 
Why,  certainly  genelmen !    Wot  do  you  think  ?    There  is  few  things 

like  'orses  to  make  fellows  'earty. 
Your  cpaohees,  and  carters,  and  costers,  and  such,  not  to  name 

racing  coves,  are  in  general  most  chummy, 
And  if  doing  London  on  wheels  every  day  didn't  make  Cabbies  feel 

in  one  swim,  'twould  be  rummy. 

A  flick  o'  the  lash  or  a  crook  o'  the  elber  may  be  all  we ' ve  time  for 

when  meet  in'  or  passin', 

But  bless  yer,  we  're  all  on  the  same  job  you  see,  and  carn't  be  ton 

pertikler  in  rankin'  an'  classin'. 
Dirty  pertaters,  of  course,  do  abound, 
out  we  don't  shove  on  aide  if  a 
chap 's  a  bit  decent, 
And  consequent  clubs  are  a  bit  in 
our  line,  likeways  free- and  - 
easies.    I  've  joined  one  quite 
recent. 

Sing?  Well,  they  do  say  I've  a  pipe 
like  a  blackbird,  out  that  's 
tommy-rot,  in  a  manner  o' 
ape  akin', 

Wish  I  could  touch  my  JIM  CHOW'S 
mornin'  flute  o'er  a  mealy  and  turf  with  my  tenprish  squeaking. 
Still,  I  'm  in  request  when  the  'armony  's  on,  and  I  just  do  my  level, 

along  o'  the  others. 

I  tell  you  there's  talent  among  us  sometimes,  though  the  chippers 
nickname  us  the  HULLABOO  BKOTHEBS. 

One  smart ' '  little  mash,"  from  out  Pimlioo  way,  known  as  ' '  BAHHET 

THE  BAB.D,"  or  "  B.  B."  or  "  THE  BUSTBH." 
Can  write  'is  own  songs.  You  should  just  'ear  'im  tip  us  "  A  Tanner 

a  Mile,"  or  "  The  Broom  and  the  Duster." 
CHEVALIER  himself  couldn't  top  'im  in  patter.    'E  's  writ  me  a  song — 

me  an'  'im  being  pally — 

It 's  called  "  Hansom  Up .'"  an'  the  first  night  I  give  it— with  thanks 
to  B.  B. ! — 'twos  a  regular  rally. 

It  took  'em  all  suddent.  and  knocked  'em,  I  tell  yer.     "  Now  JACK," 

sez  the  Chairman  (Old  Bcsoo),  hironio, 
"  That  larst  wos  a  gusher  as  made  us  feel  sniffy;  toon  up  sutthing 

lively,  and  give  us  a  tonic  I 
Young  SCHAQ  o'  LAMB'S  love-songs  are  like  sweetened  gin,  JACK, 

they  want  a  kerrective,  a  Scotch,  or  a  Bitter." 
Right.    BUMGO  ! "    sez   I,    "  I   will  give  yer  dry  fizz  'stead  o' 

pep  ment,"  as  set  'im  an'  Vice  on  the  titter. 

HANSOM  UP1 

Oh,  lirripi-dumple-dny  !    I  was  born  out  Banubury  way, 
An'  I  cut  my  heye-teeth  early,  you  can  bet, — 

You  can  bet ! 

I  'ad  'ardly  took  to  Bocks,  when  I  mounted  on  the  box, 
And  larnt  to  tyke  it  smilin',  dry  or  wet, — 

Dry  or  wet ! 

He  nyme  is  BOK  FITZOIBMONS.    I  've  a  light  'and  en  the  ribbons, 
And  mates  christened  me  the  Piccadilly  Pup, — 

Dilly  Pnp. 

With  my  smart  inuft-coloured  bowler,  and  my  natty  button-'oler, 
I  arnser  to  the  cry  of  Hansom  Up ! — 

Hansom  Up  !  t 

JIansom-  lp  !    Ah,  that 's  the  word.     It 's  our  war-cry  wot  is  'eard 
From  Putney  up  to  pleasant  Pentonville,— 

Pentonville. 

And  then  I  'm  on  the  chivvy!    Lardy  toff  or  mild  old  mivvey 
I  can  drive  with  demon  dash  or  cautious  skill, — 

Careful  skill. 


uareiui  RKIII. 

*or  the  pace  that  takes  yer  dnndy,  when  the  Four  Hexpress  is  'andy, 
Will  scare  old  Mother  Mioos  and  "er  pug-pup,— 

Puffy  pup ! 

And  to  take  it  'ot  or  easy,  as  the  hasphalte  's  dry  or  greasy, 
I»  the  diplymattic  dodge  of  Hansom  Up  ! — 

Hansom  Up » 

For  to  tool  a  dashing  Forder,  rubber-tyred  an'  all  in  order, 
With  hivory  quizzing-glass  an'  reading-lamp, — 

Glass  and  lamp, 

I  can  tell  ver  's  none  so  dusty.    Yer  old  Growler's  fare  is  crusty, 
With  a  bloomin'  bottle  nose,  or  bulgin"  gamp, — 

Green  old  gamp. 


But  a  pair  o'  smart  swell  inashw,  trim  meritache  au'  long  heyc-lashei, 
A-drivin'  to  the  Hopera,  or  to  sup,— 

Spoon  and  sup, 

Is  a  mighty  ditT'rent  matter,  an'  yer  drives  up  clitter-clatter, 
When  you  'ears  the  Capting's  'orty  Hansom  Up  ! — 

Hansom  Up  I 

Ah  !  to  twig  'em  tittivating  in  the  mirrors,  while  you  're  waiting 
For  the  Bobby  in  a  Piccadilly  block,— 

Dilly  block. 

Or  a-dabbin'  lips  and  noses  with  soft  pun's,  as  smells  o'  roses, 
Or  a  readin'  yaller  books  us  some  might  shock,— 

Scare  or  shock, 

I»  particularly  funny,  and  sech  fares  means — mostly — money. 
W  y  sometimes  yer  11  git  a  tip  for  Stakes  or  Cup, — 

Stakes  or  Cup, 

From  a  covert-coated  dandy,  or  a  weed  or  nip  of  brandy, 
When  there 's  trmtnuy  in  'i»  'ail  of  Hansom  Up ! — 

Hansom  Up ! 

Oh.  Kails  may  talk  of  Kausom,  but  give  me  a  dashing  Hansom, 
A  silk  topper,  and  a  decent  run  of  luck, — 

Cabby's  luck : 

With  u  bay  'oss  to  my  liking,  and  you  won't  Ketch  me  a  striking, 
Not  without  good  cause,  as  some  old  pals  'are  struck, — 

Lately  struck. 

Things  may  go  a  trifle  'urd  "twixt  bad  weather  and  the  yard, 
But  that  won't  knock  out  the  Piccadilly  Pup, — 

Dilly  Pup. 

On  my  "SHRKWSKUEY  and  TAI.IIOT,"  I'm  as  right  as  rain— or  all  but,— 
And  there 's  music  in  the  'ail  of  Hansom  Up ! — 

Hansom  Up  ! 

"  Hansom  Up!"  I  can  tell  yer,  was  chorussed  a  good  'un,  and  took 

most  tremenjous.    Collection  that  night — 
For  a  broken-down  Growler  a- twist  with  rheumatics — was  somethink 

to  brim  'is  wife's  heyes  with  delight. 
Oh,  charity 's  charity,  but  when  a  Princess  presides  there's  a  extry 

strong  pull  at  yer  purse. 
And  ditto  with  'armony  I    That 's  'uman  nature  ;  we  're  just  built 

that  way — an'  it  might  'a'  bin  worse  ! 


"AFTER  THE  PLAT  IS  OVER." 

SCKNB— Smoking-room  of  recently  re-opened  Old- Established  Club. 
Members  discovered  partaking  of  light  refreshments. 

First  Member  (sipping  a  lemon  squash).  Yes,  the  Royalty  is 
decidedly  improved  in  appearance,  and  the  audience,  too,  is  quite 
up  to  the  standard  of  the  old  Ixton  plus  Black-eyed  Susan  days. 
Unite  a  pretty  house,  and  quite  a  distinguished  set  in  the 
auditorium. 

Second  Mem.  (lighting  a  cigarette).  And  the  play  ? 

First  Mem.  Distinctly  amusing.  Both  Boi  KCHIER  and  his  wife 
excellent,  and  KATP.  PHILLIPS,  as  a  sorrow-stricken  cook,  capital. 
Not  quite  sure  whether  it  would  not  have  been  better  to  nave  left 
M.  le  Directeur  in  France.  He  was  there  to  the  manner  born  ;  but 
in  England — well,  to  put  it  plainly,  the  Home  Office  in  Soho  is  not 
in  the  least  like  the  Home  Office  in  Whitehall. 

Third  Mem.  (finishing  a  glass  of '"  improved"  soda  water).  But  is 
it  intended  to  be  ? 

Second  Mem.  I  don't  know,  but  a  good  many  of  the  audiercs 
(presumably  the  gentlemen  of  the  pit  and  gallery)  will  adopt  the 
assumption.  After  all,  to  be  a  member  of  the  Civil  Service  is  some- 
thing, even  in  these  degenerate  days.  The  sketch  of  official  life  in 
Soho  will  not  enhance  the  dignity  of  the— shall  we  call  it  ?— pro- 
fession. But  concede  that  the  local  colouring  is  appropriate,  and  Thr 
Chili  Widow  is  simply  first-rate. 

Third  Mem.  Better  than  Bogey  at  the  St.  James's  ? 

Second  Mem.  So  I  have  been  told.    And  how  about  the  Garrick  ? 

First  Mem.  Alabama,  with  WILLAHD.  Not  particularly  exciting. 
We  know  how  good  a  man  the  popular  actor  can  be,  but  for  stage 
purposes  he  is  much  more  pleasing  as  a  villain.  And  TOOLS  is  back 
again  in  his  own  theatre  ? 

Second  Mem.  So  I  have  been  told.  If,  as  report  has  it,  the  visit 
is  to  say  farewell,  it  will  be  a  sad  one.  Take  it  all  round,  there  is 
no  better  actor  in  the  world  than  the  hero  of  Id  on  parle  Francois, 
and  the  embodiment  of  Pan  Claudian. 

First  Mem.  I  quite  agree  with  you.  Has  any  one  been  to  »e« 
India  at  Earl's  Court? 

Third  Mem.  I  have.  About  as  fine  a  spectacle  as  they  make 
them.  The  Empress  Theatre,  worthy  of  its  name— the  entertain- 
ment appropriate  to  its  surroundings.  Quite  eclipses  Olympia 
in  its  most  prosperous  days.  And  if  you  want  to  see  how  a  few 
scraps  of  waste  land  can  be  converted  into  a  region  of  gardens, 
museums,  theatres,  and  palaces,  just  mount  the  Great  Wheel,  and 
look  down  upon  the  scene  below  you. 

[Enter  the  Waiter,  when  the  chat  about   things  theatrical  is 
interrupted  by  orders  for  cooling  and  other  drinks.  Curtain. 
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STILL    IN   THE    HONEYMOON. 

Angelina.  "  AND  YOU  WON'T  FORGET  TO  BUI  A  TIN  OF  COCOATINA." 

[Edwin  ties  a  knot  in  hi$  pocket-handkerchief. 
Angelina.  "AND  YOU  woift  FORGET  TO  CALL  AND  SEE  DKAB  MAMMA." 

[Edwin  ties  another  knot  in  his  pocket-handkerchief. 
Angelina.  "AND  OH,  EDWIN  DEAR,  YOU  WON'T,  YOU  WON'T  FORGET  TO  THINK  SOMETIMES 

0»  YOUB  POOR  LITTLE   WlFE,    LETT  ALL  ALONE  FOR  THE  DAY  I " 

^ [Edwin  ties  a  TBIRD  knot  in  his  pocket-handkerchief. 


IN   MEMORIAM. 
HENEY  EICHARD  HOWAED. 

[Captain  H.  E.  HOWABD,  who  wag  reputed  to 
nave  been  JOHN  LEECH'S  "only  pupil,"  and  who,  in 
the  Fifties  and  Sixties,  contributed  many  pictorial 
drolleries  (mostly  signed  with  a  trident)  to  Mr. 
Punch' t  pages,  died  on  Aug.  31  last,  in  his  81st  year.] 

FRIEND  of  old  days,  when  LEECH'S  pencil 

charmed  [warmed, 

fcach  heart  that  grace  allured  and  humour 

How  fast  the  years  have  fled 
nmee  that  irreparable  loss !    And  how 
It  stirs  old  memories  to  learn  that  now 

His  pupil,  too,  lies  dead  I 


A  lesser  light,  hut  linked  with  the  great  time, 
Three  decades  since,  when  in  his  glorious  prime 

LEECH  left  us,  in  full  fame,  [stant  care, 
And  Punch,  who  makes  old  friends  his  oon- 
Upon  his  page  of  honour  space  must  spare 

For  humorous  HOWARD'S  name. 


"  OH  !  THE  DAYS  OP  THE  (SOUTH)  KERRY 
DANCINO."— The  latest  figure  introduced  into 
that  diverting  danse  excentrique,  the  Hiber- 
nian Can-Can,  is  known  as  "  the  Irish '  split.' " 

"  THE  PnxiR  or  THE  HOUSE."  —  The 
family  doctor. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  BECHUANA. 

The  answer  Mr.  Punch  would  like  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain to  be  able  to  make  to  Khama. 

["  KHAMA,  the  Bechuana  chief,  will  not  consent 
to  come  under  RHODES  if  the  white  man  is  to  be 
free  to  '  convey '  his  subjects'  land,  and  to  poison 
them  with  strong  drink." — Daily  Chronicle.] 

AIR — "  Oriana." 

WE  sympathise  with  your  great  woe, 

Bechuana. 
There 's  little  rest  for  Chiefs  below, 

Bechuana. 

In  sultry  climes,  in  climes  of  snow, 
The  drink  will  come,  the  land  will  go, 

Bechuana. 
The  ways  of  Trade  were  ever  so, 

Bechuana ! 

The  Chartered  Company  "seems  growing, 

Bechuana. 
The  liquor  interest  is  crowing, 

Bechuana. 

Bung  is  blowing,  drink  is  flowing, 
RHODES  like  one  o'clock  is  going, 

Bechuana. 
Where  they  will  stop  there  is  no  knowing, 

Bechuana ! 

In'black^kingdoms,  as  in  white, 

Bechuana, 
Men  are  given  to  getting  "  tight," 

Bechuana. 

KHAMA,  it  is  a  grievous  sight. 
And  you,  you  seem  to  have  done  right, 

Bechuana, 
Since  you  your  troth  to  us  did  plight, 

Bechuana  I 

Sober,  industrious,  fond  of  peaoj, 

Bechuana, 
Fou  've  kept  your  tribe.  May  it  inci  ea-  e, 

Bechuana. 

If  you  would  have  the  traffic  cease, 
Why  should  your  heart  not  have  that  ease , 

Bechuana '( 
Sobriety  is  the  best  police, 

Bechuana  I 

It  M  a  vile,  corroding  curse, 

Bechuana. 
We  do  not  wish,  quite  the  reverse, 

Bechuana, 

That,  just  lo  fill  a  huckster-purse, 
Your  tribe  should  go  from  bad  to  worse, 

Bechuana. 

Twere  a  foul  shame !      That 's  true  and 
terse,  Bechuana  I 

Let  Gain  go  hang,  let  Bung  be  blowed, 

Bechuana, 
Rather  than  drunkenness  corrode, 

Bechuana, 

The  realm  whereby  Molopo  flowed. 
To  KHAMA  Britons  much  have  owed, 

Bechuana ; 
The  boon  you  crave  should  be  bestowed, 

Bechuana 


A  RIVERSIDE  RONDEL. 

AFLOAT  the  water-lily  lies, 

Lolling  gold  head  on  soft  green  coat, 
The  swans  drift  by  in  stately  wise 
Afloat. 

Faint  music  from  the  warbler's  throat, 
The  moorhen  in  the  sedge  that  plies. 

The  plash  of  oars,  a  distant  boat. 
The  passing  flash  of  dragon-flies — 

Such  sights  and  sounds  I  dimly  note, 
The  while  I  watch  with  straining  eyes 
A  float ! 


MODERN  INSTANCE  OF  PATIENCE  ON  *. 
MONUMENT.  —  The  Powers  sitting  on  the 
Ottoman. 
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SWA  ni  s: 


.. 


BUNG"   IN  AFRICA. 


RIGHT  HON.  J.  CH-MB-BL-N  (to  KING  KHAMA).   "'LOCAL    VETO'   FOB,   BECHU AN ALAND ?     H'M !— A   RATHER 
TICKLISH  BUSINESS !    UPSET  A  GOVERNMENT  HERE  THE  OTHER  DAY  1 » 

["  KHAMA,  the  Bjchuanu  chief,  arrived  in  Englind  and  waa  received  by  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  at  the  Colonial  Offl:e.  ...  He  detirea  to  be  wared 
in  the  power  of  excluding  intoxicants  absolutely  from  his  territories." — The  Timei.] 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

COMMKRCIAL  prosperity  con- 
tinues to  attend  the  cheery 
coster  as  he  hawks  hia  wares 
about  the  Liverpudlian  streets, 
and  the  situation  is  getting 
hawk  ward  for  the  local  trades- 
man, who  declares  that  the 
itinerant  vendor's  opposition 
draws  away  customers  irom  his 
shop.  So  momentous,  indeed, 
to  the  welfare  of  the  Lancas- 
trian port  has  this  Cockney 
Crusade  become,  that  the  mag- 
nates of  the  City  Corporation 
assembled  in  Committee  to  dis- 
cuss means  for  "  making  the 
coster  go  back  to  London." 
Among  other  weighty  reasons 
for  the  expulsion  or  the  in- 
truder, it  was  stated  that  "  a 
gentleman  trod  upon  a  banana 
peel  the  other  day,  and  fell." 
Whether  the  peel  was  de- 
posited by  an  offending  caster, 
or  by  one  of  the  many  bare- 
footed but  picturesque  and  in- 
genuous youths  of  the  town, 
history  does  not  relate.  How- 
ever, the  great  gravity  of  the 
crisis  may  be  understood  when, 
towards  the  end  of  the  debate 
on  the  question,  we  are  told 
that  the  chairman  observed 
that,  "if  this  thing  was  al- 
lowed to  go  on,  perhaps  a  cer- 
tain alderman  and  himself 
would  start  a  barrow  with  a 
picture  on  it,  and  go  about 
selling  fine  arts."  Chorus  of 
aldermen :— 


REVENGE 


SWEET. 


Beach  Musician  (to  constant  Non-Subscriber).  "  'StiRK  w»  SHOULD  BE  MOST 
'APPY  TO  PUT  ANY  GENTLEMAN  THAT  RRKLI.Y  CAN'T  AFFORD  TO  CONTRI- 
BUTE ON  THE  FREE  LlST  I  " 


Bound  the  town  !    Up  and  down  ! 

Anything  to  earn  an  honest  brown: 
Civic  costers  enterprising, 
Up-to-date  and  early-ruing, 

Why  we'll  hawk  our  blooming  pic- 
tures round  the  town ! 


BRABMAB  Castle  ia  to  be  re- 
stored. "  The  alterations  on 
the  building  are  to  be  mostly 
internal."  lays  the  Daily  Free 
Prett,  and  the  external  ap- 
pearance will  remain  as  at  pre- 
sent, so  that  on  rounding  Creag 
C'hoinnich  " — a  good  ooigne  of 
vantage  this,  by  the  way — 
"the  traveller  will  have  no 
ditlieulty  in  recognising  the 
castle."  Good.  Beau  BBCM- 
MKLLonoe  snubbed  a  sovereign, 
but  we  should  hate  to  run  the 
risk  of  cutting  a  castle.  The 
same  authority  further  in- 
forms us  that  the  edifice  in 
question  "stands  on  a  grassy 
mound  between  the  Deetide 
road  and  the  river  Dee,  and  at 
it  it  not  mr  rounded  by  treet  it 
forms  a  rather  conspicuous  ob- 
ject in  the  landscape."  Dee- 
side-dly  this  smacks  more  of 
Erin  than  of  Caledonia,  and 
calls  to  mind  PAT  O'FEEOAN'S 
remark—"  Share,  me  bhov, 
an'  I  wasn't  in  the  room  at  all, 
ut  all.  I  was  hidin'  behind 
the  fire-shcreen  I " 


LITF.BAK  Y  PKOVKHH.  —  Too 
many  characters  spoil  the 
novel. 


THE  AGE  OF  LOVE. 

(To  the  Editor  of  "Punch.") 

SIB, — Is  it  possible,  in  the  so-called  end  of  this  so-called  nine- 
teenth century,  to  dream  of  such  a  thing  as  the  Age  of  Love  ?  The 
man  of  to-day,  if  he  be  wise,  thinks  not  of  the  face  and  form  of  the 
woman  he  may  care  to  marry,  but  asks  himself  the  question,  "  Will 
she  make  me  a  good  wife  '<  Can  she  clean  chimneys,  cook  and  mend  ; 
is  she  capable  of  discussing  intellectually  subjects  of  interest— such 


and  f  rowninj?  away  one's  tears,  ready  to  greet  all  my  friends  with  the 
same  amiability  she  shows  to  me,  is  she  prepared  for  intelligent 
begging-letter-writing,  can  she  scour,  skirt-dance,  recite,  carve, 
mangle,  and  fence?"  Too  of  ten  he  is  bound  to  answer,  "No,  she 
cannot ;  so  what  good  is  she  to  me  ?  "  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  all 
women  are  like  this.  Heaven  forbid  I  But  good  housewives  are  few 
and  far  between.  There  are  many  girls  of  the  period  who  are 
deficient  in  one  or  even  more  of  the  accomplishments  above-men- 
tioned, so  how  can  she  be  fitted  for  the  wife  of  a  middle-class  man  P 

It  is  all  very  well  to  love,  but  a  vastly  different  matter  to  marry 
such  women  as  these.  Good  sound  reason  and  common-sense  are 
better  articles  to  possess.  We  cannot  have  too  much  of  that — indeed, 
we  often  get  a  great  deal  more  than  is  good  for  us,  so  that  in  my 
humble  opinion  friendship,  common-sense,  logic,  and  grammar  are 
worth  more  than  all  the  love  any  man  or  woman  can  give  ;  and  it  is 
all  very  well  to  sneer  at  pessimists,  but  in  my  humble  opinion  they 
have  only  themselves  to  blame  for  it,  and  through  all  ages  it  will 
ever  be  the  same  until  there  is  some  alteration. 

I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant,       A  SENSIBLE  PESSIMIST. 

Alma  Villa,  Sebastopol  Road,  Balham. 

SIB,— There  is  an  old  saying  with  which  we  are  all  acquainted,  and 
which  affirms  that  "there  are  as  pretty  kettles  of  fish  in  the  sea  as 
ever  came  out  of  it."  If  yon  will  permit  me,  I  will  quote  my  own  case. 

At  the  age  of  seventy-two  I  married  the  man  of  my  choice.  We 
had  been  married  for  seven  days,  when,  alas !  the  truth  forced  itself 
relentlessly  upon  me  that  my  husband  was  suffering  from  depression 
of  spirits.  His  nature,  which  had  always  been  a  gay  and  joyous  one, 
became  apathetic  ;  he  seemed  indifferent  to  my  society,  and  before 
many  weeks  were  over  he  bored  himself  to  death. 


I  think  before  eighty  is  only  April  sort  of  sunshine,  which  only 
brings  flowers,  &c.,  into  bud  ;  it  is  June,  July,  and  October  sunshine 
that  makes,  or  the  want  of  it  that  mars,  the  harvest.  There  are 
many  of  my  own  and  the  other  sex  still  unmarried,  pure,  gentle,  and 
living  old  women,  who,  I  think,  would  gladly  enter  matrimony. 
Alas !  Love  is  laughed  about  and  joked  about,  but  the  souls  it  has 
rained  are  few.  Trusting  you  will  find  space  for  my  poor  scribble,  I 
am,  Sir,  Your  obedient  servant,  HAPPI  BBOWN  BKSS. 

Earliwood,  September  14,  1895. 

[Space  forbids  further  insertions  of  letters  on  this  subject.— ED.] 

THE  CONQUEROR. 

[Mr.  H.  N.  I'lLi.snriiY,  a  young  American  muter  of  twenty-two  yean, 
won  the  first  prize  in  the  Chess  Tournament  at  Hastings.] 

Two  Battles  of  Hastings— when  young  scholars  rattle 

Their  "  dates"  off —henceforth  may  be  reckoned : 
If  WILLIAM  the  Norman  did  win  the  first  battle, 

'Twas  PiLUBtTBY  pulled  off  the  second. 
A  very  young  player  old  STEINITZ  to  tackle, 

Or  enter  the  lists  against  LASKEH  ! 
When  History's  Muse  is  henceforth  on  the  cackle, 

One  question  a  scholar  may  a<-k  her, — 
"  Oh,  which  was  the  greater,  chess-champion  or  war-man  ?  " 

In  chess  there  is  no  hanky-panky ; 
Less/atr  was  the  win  of  the  tricky  old  Norman, 

Than  that  of  the  quiet  young  Yankee  I 

TUB  " alliterative "  epidemic,  in  connection  with  the  names  of 
marine  resorts,  is  spreading  to  an  alarming  extent.  A  Welsh  news- 
paper heads  a  quotation  from  the  Wettern  Daily  Preit  by  the 
taking  title  of  "  Improving  Ilfracombe."  This,  however,  _has 
nought  to  do  with  the  excellent  mental  and  physical  benefits  derived 
by  visitors  to  the  North  Devonian  pleasure  port,  but  refers  to 
District  Council  resolutions  for  the  improvement  of  the  place  itself 
— a  Quixotic  idea,  which  seems  identical  with  that  of  "painting  a 
lily."  To  the  scribe  of  the  "  Seaside  Series,"  whose  penchant  is  for 
"  apt  alliteration's  artful  aid,"  we  beg  to  offer — without  any  extra 
charge — a  few  suggestions  to  go  on  with : — Soothing  Southend, 
Winsome  Whitby,  Congressional  Cardiff.  Sweltering  Swansea, 
Peaceful  Penzanoe,  or  "  piratical "  ditto,  and  so  on  ad  nau-sea-am. 
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BALL  VERSUS  BALL. 
AN  AUTUMN  EOLOOUE. 

The  rivals,  Cricket  Sail  and  Football,  like 
Menalcas  and  Damcelas,  defend  their  favourite 
Sports,  and  make  their  frieiut  Punch  (like 
Palemon)  judge  of  their  nerfornances. 

Football.  Ho !    Hurry  up  and  put  yourself 

away ! 

September 's  here,  and  Cricket  'B  had  its  day. 
You  and  your  Bat  have  had  a   wondrous 

boom, 

Now  for  a  manlier  sport,  and  Me,  make  room ! 
Cricket  Ball.  A  manlier  sport  P  Tell  that 

to  sordid  Tykes ! 
The  "brass,"  and  not  the  game,  is  what  he 

likes 

Who  kicks  your  swollen  and  unshapely  form 
Through  snow  and  mud,  in  fog  and  frozen 

storm ; 

And  in  pursuit  of  silver  pots  and  pelf. 
Makes  a  dishevelled  mudlark  of  himself ; 
Then  calls  it— Spurt !    0,  there !  don't  t»lk 

to  me, 

I'm  not  a  slave  to  sludge  and  L.  S.fD. 
Football.   Pooh !      If  1  'm  kicked  you  're 

spanked.    The  foot  of  GUNN 
Hurts  less  than  does  his  bat.    Pray  is  it  fun 
To  bide  O'BRIKH'S  buffet  ?    Have  you  scored 
After  two  hours — at  Hastings — with  big  FORD  ? 
GRACE  thumps  yon  for  nine  Centuries  in  one 

season, 

And  after  that  you  crow  with  little  reason ! 
Cricket  Ball.  Oh,  GRACE  and  GUHN  lay  on 

to  me  in  love, 
FORD'S  "  gentle  tap,"  O'BRFKK'S  "  friendly 

ehove  " 

Hurt  not  my  feelings  more  (ban  a  slight  slap 
From  rosy  fingers  hurts  an  amorous  chap. 
But  you  stand  kicks  for  halfpence.    Ques- 
tion it  ? 

Well,  just  you  read  about  the  Football  Split 
And  the  two  rival  Unions ! 

Football.  That 's  all  fudge. 

The  North  is  of  true  Sport  the  truest  judge ! 
How  about  GRACR'S  Testimonial  ? 

Cricket  Ball.  Not 

A  sample  of  the  Hunting  of  the  Pot, 
But  a  free  tribute  to  a  sportsman  prime, 
Who  plays   the  game   right   through,  and 

laughs  at  Time. 

But  rowdyism  and  mere  greed  of  gain 
Will  spoil  the  noblest  sport.    I  speak  with 

pain. 
Football.   You    spheric  Pharisee!     Don't 

sniff  and  brag. 

Go  join  the  Bat  in  his  green  winter  bag ! 
A  hum-drum  hibernation  is  your  doom, 
The  winter  season 's  mine,  for  me  make  room ! 
Cricket  Ball.  Alas  !  'tis  true  1     Retirement 

is  my  lot. 

The  bright  green  sward,  blue  skies,  and  sun- 
shine hot, 

September  sees  an  end  of.    I  rejoice 
The  Surrey  Cricket  Club  has  given  it  s  voice 
Against  the  money-mania  that  would  make 
The  Oval  turf  a  frozen  swampy  lake, 
Pounded  by  heavy-footed  Football  cracks, 
Galloping  "forwards,"  elephantine  "backs." 
It  makes  me  shudder  on  my  thelf  to  think 
Of  that  green  sward,  smooth-surfaced  as  a 

rink 

Where  sturdy  ABEL  cut  and  drove  amain. 
And  RICHARDSON  sent  "  rippers  "  down  like 

rain ; 
Where  the  white-flannel'd  fielders  sometimes 

flopped, 
While  saucy  Surrey  sparrows    pecked  and 

hopped,— 
To    think   of    it    all    trampled,    pounded, 

ploughed. 

By  fierce  footballers,  whilst  a  furious  crowd 
Howled  in  a  hideous  ring. 

Football.  Oh,  shut  up,  do ! 

The  8.  C.  C.  's  are  an  old-fashioned  crew, 


THE    PITY 


IT! 


"WEIL,  SIMPSON,  HOW  ro  Ton  LIKE  THE  HOT  WEATHER  t" 
'CAN'T  STAND  IT,  SIK|    IT'S  H AWFUL  I    AIN'T  GOT  KO  STOMACH  FOB  MT  VICTUALS,  Sial" 


Who  soon  will  find  they  are  not  up  to  date, 
And  they  '11  be  sorry — when  perhaps  too  late. 
Football 's  a  manly  sport  for  Titan  lads  1 
Cricket   Ball.    But    spoiled   by  huckster 
cliques  and  noisy  cads.  [and  then. 

Football.  Cricket  is  slow,  quite  stodgy  now 
Cricket  Ball.  But  'tis  a  sport  for  friends 
and  gentlemen. 

Palemon  Punch. 

In  either  sport  such  honest  pleasure  lies 
That  both  must  win,  as  each  deserves,  a  prize. 
The  summer  sport  is  each  true  Briton's  care, 
But  Football's  death  would  leave  our  winters 

bare 

Of  numerous  joys.    Damoetas  sweetly  sang 
And  clear  the  music  of  Menalcas  rang  ; 
"  Rest  equal  happy  both,"  in  friendly  strains 
Falemon  said  to  the  Virgilian  swains ;   [you  ; 
"  Long  live  and  prosper  both,"  Punch  says  to 
But  0  beware  the  howling  harpy  crew 
Who  'd  knock  the  "1"  out  of  our  good  old  Play 
And  make  it  all  a  matter  of  mere  Pay  1 
The  rowdies  follow  where  the  hucksters  lead, 
Football  beware  of  ruffianly  greed ! 


I  Yon  're  treading  far  too  near  that  fatal  trap ; 

:  Avoid  it,  or  you  '11  suffer.     1'erbum  tap  ! 

\  Yon.  cricket  ball,  to  bounce  be  not  a  slave. 

I  Let     championships"  and  "  averages"  have 

!  Their  proper  place.    Let  love  of  Number  One 

j  Spoil  not  good  sport,  good  fellowship,  good  fun. 

•  In  short,  whether  good  luck  or  bad  luck  comes 
Just  "play  the  game,"  like  gentlemen  and 

chums! 

So  having  given  his  verdict  tome  what  loth, 
Punch  ends  with  wishing  the  best  luck  to 
both! 


GOOSE  AJTD  GANDER.— A  sapient  Somebody 

(or  Nobody)  modestly  proposes  that,  in  taking 

a  poll  for  a  Free  Library,  everybody  who 

does  not  take  the  trouble  to  register  his  vote 

j  at  all  shall  be  counted  as  if  he  had  voted 

againtt  the  proposal !   Well,  what  is  sauce  for 

i  the  goose  is  sauce  for  the  gander.    Suppose 

!  that  all  who  don't  take  the  trouble  to  vote 

should  be  counted  as  voting  for  the  proposal. 

There 's  at  least  as  much  to  be  said  for  that 

as  for  the  opposite  plan.  », 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

OSTEND  must  be  a  glorious  place.  From  an  advertisement  which 
ha?  appeared  in  an  evening  contemporary  I  gather  that  "  the 
multitude,  anxious  to  spend  an  elegant  and  fashionable  sojourn  in 
the  country,  has  rendered  itself  this  year  at  Ostend.  It  is  a  long 
time  since  such  an  opulent  clientele  has  been  united  in  a  seaside 

resort.  At  the  fall  of  day  the 
vast  terraces  of  the  fashionable 
restaurants,  situated  along  the 
sea-bank,  present  a  fairy  aspect. 
There  is  quite  a  confusion  of 
dazzling  costumes  upon  which 
sparkle  thousand  gems,  and  all 
this  handsome  cosmopolitan  society 
passes  through  the  saloons  of  the 
Kursaal  Club,  in  which  one  hears 
spoken  all  known  languages  ae  at  Babel  and  Monte  Carlo,  and  of  which 
the  attractions  are  identical  to  those  of  the  latter  place."  This  is  the 
first  time  I  have  heard  of  a  similarity  to  Babel  being  mentioned  as 
an  attraction.  But  no  doubt  an  opulent  clientele  has  peculiar  tastes 
of  its  own,  especially  when  its  dazzling  costumes  sparkle  with 
thousand  gems.  

IN  a  small  Belgian  town  (naturally  not  Ostend)  I  once  saw  the 
following  notice  hung  over  the  door  of  a  washerwoman's  establish- 
ment:— 

Anglish  linge  tooke  here  from  1  sou 
Short,  cols,  soaks,  sleep-shert,  poketa. 
I  eet  my  hatt. 

The  last  sentence  puzzled  me  for  a  long  time.  Finally  I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  it  was  not  intended  so  much  to  be  a  statement  of 
actual  fact  as  an  enticement  to  English  people,  who  would  of  course 
take  all  their  washing  to  a  lady  commanding  so  gay  and  accurate  a 
knowledge  of  an  English  catch-phrase. 

MT  third  example  of  English  as  she  is  spoke  is  from  a  notice 
issued  by  an  out-of-the-way  hotel  in  Italy,  which  had  changed  its 
management : — 

The  nobles  and  noblesses  traveller  are  beg  to  tell  that  the  direction  of  this 
splendid  hotel  have  bettered  himself.  And  the  strangers  will  also  find  high 
comforting  luxuries,  hot  cold  water  coffee  bath  and  all  things  of  perfect 
establishment  and  at  prices  fixed.  Table  d'h&te  best  of  Italy  France  everj- 
were.  Onclean  linens  is  quick  wash  and  every  journals  is  buy  for  readers. 
Beds  hard  or  soaft  at  the  taste  of  traveller.  Soaps  everywere  plenty.  Very 
cheaper  than  other  hotel.  No  mosquits  no  parrot  no  rat. 

AND  this  (though  the  connection  is  not,  at  first  sight,  very  clear) 
brings  me  to  the  vicar  of  Sparkbrook.  Only  the  other  day  he  was 
presiding  at  a  meeting  held  in  aid  of  the  funds  of  the  Christ  Church 
(Sparkbrook)  Day  Schools.  Alluding  to  the  importance  of  maintain- 
ing Church  Schools,  he  said  (I  quote  from  a  Birmingham  paper)  that 
"  though  he  did  not  want  to  touch  on  politics,  he  must  express  his 
thankfulness  that  they  had  a  Government  in  power  which  was 
favourable  to  Church  Schools,  and  which  was  pledged  to  construct, 
and  not  to  destrnct."  The  Vicar's  feeling  for  emphasis  is  admirable. 
The  sentence  gains  immeasurably  in  force  by  the  perversion 
"  destruct."  And  we  ought  to  be  specially  grateful  to  him  for  re- 
fraining from  the  other  alternative. 
If  he  had  said,  as  it  was  open  for 
him  to  say,  "which  was  pledged 
not  to  destroy,  but  to  constroy," 
the  effect  would  have  been  terri- 
ble. ___^ 

I  WAS  staying  at  a  London  hotel 
a  short  time  ago  and  had  occasion 
to  write  a  letter  in  the  public  read- 
ing-room. Sitting  down  to_one  of 
the  writing-tables  and  opening  the 
portfolio  I  found  that  a  previous 
occupant  had  left  in  it  an  unfinished 
letter  which,  with  all  necessary 
apologies,  I  here  transcribe  in  full : 

MY  DARLING  HARRY,— I  am  fading 
like  a  flower  deprived  of  its  natural 
nourishment  without  you,  my  darling, 
my  own  little  sniperpop 

Now  what,  in  the  name  of  Dr.  SAJHTEL  JOHNSON,  can  a  "sniper- 
pop  "  be  ?  

How  shall  I  name  you  ?  Darling,   One  word  which,  whether  old  or 
dove,  new,  [you. 

Partridge  (or  any  other  bird)  Shall  prove  my  depth  of  love  for 
Are  not  the  names  I  seek,  my 

love ;  Without  it  all  my  power  is  gone, 

I  want  just  one  caressing  word,  !     Without  my  own  I  feebly  fade : 


In  vain  I  turn  the  lexicon, 
The  word  I  want  is  not    yet 

made. 
Must    I    entreat,    to    ease    my 

pain. 
Divine  Philology  in  vain  ? 

Ah,  little  nowadays  it  boots 
To  imitate  primeval  man  ; 

Our  Aryan  ancestors  had  roots 
With  which  to  formulate  their 
plan. 


They  used   them  all— they 

their  fun — 
And  left  us  not  a  single  one. 


Yet, 


had 


oh  my  HABHT,  something 
tells  [succeed — 

Tour  own  she  may,   she  must 
What's  this?    Yes,  yes,  ring  out 
the  bells ;  [I  'm  freed. 

From  grief 's  dark  thunder-cloud 
No  longer  shall  I  droop  or  drop — 
Eitreka,  "  little  Sniperpop." 


IN  the  Newcastle  Daily  Journal  I  read  that  "  for  seme  time  a 
certain  amount  of  feeling  has  existed  at  Crawerook  on  the  question 
of  horse-shoeing."  This  culminated  in  a  challenge  by  JOSEPH 
DELAFIELD  to  GEORGE  LATHAN,  both  these  gentlemen  being  master 
blacksmiths.  A  match  for  £5  was  soon  made,  "  each  man  to  shoe  the 
foot  of  a  draught-horse  in  the  quickest  and  best  style."  Here  there 
must  be  some  mistake,  since  if  each  man  did  the  job  in  the  quickest 
and  best  style,  the  result  obviously  must  be  a  dead  heat.  However 
"the  match  commenced  on  Saturday  morning  at  the  shop  of  LATHAN. 
After  LATHAN  finished  his  work,  which  occupied  forty-three  minutes, 
the  horse  was  driven  to  the  shop  of  DELAFIELD,  who  occupied  forty- 
one  minutes  in  the  operation.  Large  crowds  were  on  the  spot  to 
witness  the  match.  Mr.  JOHN  CHAPMAN  of  Whittonstall,  the  judge, 
gave  his  decision  in  favour  of  LATHAN." 

THERE  is  something  very  sporting  and  attractive  about  all  this. 
One  man  wins  the  match,  the  other  can  console  himself  by  the 
reflection  that  he  had  two  minutes  the  better  of  it  on  time.  There 
seems  to  have  been  no  grumbling,  and  (although  the  fact  is  not 
stated)  I  have  no  doubt  the  parties  met  at  an  enthusiastic  dinner  in 
the  evening  and  toasted  the  good  old  English  sport  of  horse-shoeing. 
The  authorities  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge  might  do  worse  than 
institute  a  horse-shoeing  competition  between  teams  of  under- 
graduates, who  would  of  course  strike  blue  nails  into  blue  shoes  with 
blue  hammers.  A  "blazer"  would  be  particularly  appropriate  to 
such  a  contest.  

OUR  FASHION  LETTER. 

(Extracted  from  the  "  Poppleton  College  Gazette.") 

DEAR  THOMAS, — As  September  advances,  the  wave  of  fashion  is 
once  more  filling  our  best  academies,  so  that  a  few  hints  as  to  the 
latest  modes  may  well  be  of  service  to  you.  Have  you  seen  the  new 
double  pocket  ?  It  is  quite  ehic.  It  is  constructed  simply  enough  by 
making  a  large  hole  in  the  side-pockets  of  your  coat,  thereby  you  will 
find  there  is  an  useful  space  beneath  the  lining,  in  which  such  neces- 
sary trifles  as  a  lump  of  toffee  or  a  Jew's-harp  can  be  comfortably 
disposed  of.  Buttons  will  not  be  much  worn,  especially  as  the  term 
advances.  It  is  rumoured  that  FOKKEK  major  has  gone  into  tails ;  and 
if  this  be  true,  probably  others  will  follow  his  example  before  long. 

My  old  friend  IVICHARD — a  well-known  connoisseur  in  such 
matters — strongly  recommends  the  new  confectioner's  shop  near  the 
school.  The  Turkish  Delight  sold  there  is  quite  admirable,  I  am 
told,  and  a  single  bar  of  the  stick-jaw,  if  used  carefully,  will  last  for 
an  entire  day.  Talking  of  shopping,  I  have  been  to  the  bookseller's 
lately.  What  a  misfortune  it  is  that  the  publishers  do  not  issue 
Messrs.  BOHX'S  Classical  Library  at  a  lower  price  1  The  present  one 
is  almost  prohibitive  to  those  of  us  who  wish  to  avoid  a  certain 
amount  of  drudgery,  and  to  pleaee  our  excellent  pedagogues  at  the 
same  time. 

Have  you  heard  rumours  of  a  boom  in  marbles  ?  Hitherto  one  has 
associated  the  game  with  the  lower  classes,  but  I  understand  that 
two  Upper-Fifth  gentlemen  were  seen  to  plav  it  last  week.  If  so,  it 
will  soon  be  widely  popular.  By  the  way,  the  report  that  JOHNSON 
minor  is  seriously  ill  is  absurd.  The  truth  of  the  matter  is,  that  this 
dashing  sportsman  had  undertaken  to  eat  thirty  cracknels  in  ten 
minutes,  without  drink  of  any  kind.  The  result— he  lost  by  half  a 
cracknel — was  to  cause  him  some  temporary  inconvenience,  but  he 
is  now  completely  restored  to  health. 

Here  are  two  recipes,  which,  I  think,  you  will  like : — 

1.  Bacon  a  la  Dormitory.    Procure  a  piece  of  bacon,  and  cut  it 
into  strips.    Impale  these,  one  at  a  time,  on  a  penholder,  and  frizzle 
them  slowly  over  the  dormitory  gas.     (Care  should  be  taken  that  the 
tutor  is  out,  as  the  fragrance  caused  by  the  bacon  is  considerable.) 
When  sufficiently  done,  chop  up  with  penknives,  and  serve  hot. 
Condensed  milk  should  be  drunk  with  this  dish. 

2.  Marram  a  la  Poppleton.    Place  tome  chestnuts  between  the 
bars  of  the  fireplace.    Do  not  break  the  skins.    Presently  the  roasted 
nuts  will  fly  into  the  room  with  a  loud  report,  and  much  amusement 
will  be  caused  if  they  happen  to  hit  anybody  on  the  face.     They  may 
then  be  picked  up  and  eaten.    Sherbet  is  an  appropriate  drink  with 
which  to  accompany  them.  Yours  ever,  WILLIAM. 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

ASTON-ISHINO  !— The  Eng- 
lish Cap,  won  by  the  Aston 
Villa  Football  Club  last  year, 
has  been  stolen.  Between 
boots  and  football  a  strong 
affinity  exists  ;  and  it  appears 
that  a  cordonnier,  a  member 
of  the  club,  obtained  a  loan  of 
the  trophy,  which  he  proudly 
placed  in  his  shop  window. 
On  a  pedestal,  in  the  midst  of 
all  sorts  and  conditions  and 
sizes  of  shoes,  it  stood  in  sil- 
very splendour — a  sovereign, 
as  it  were,  o'er  a  kingdom  of 
eoles  —  and  was  the  gaping 
admiration  of  the  "idle  pro- 
geny" of  the  neighbourhood, 
who,  as  is  well  known,  evince 
ever  an  absorbing  interest  in 
all  things  appertaining  to ' '  the 
rolling  circle's  speed."  And 
the  knight  of  the  Soccus  and 
Cothurnus,  the  adept  con- 
structor of  JESSAMT'S  slipper 
and  GILES'S  "  hobnailed,  the 
owner  of  the  store,  lulled  him- 
self to  sleep  singing  "  Dear 
little  Boot-eroup,  Sweet  little 
Footer-cup,"  and  dreamed  that 
the  goal  of  his  ambition  had 
been  reached,  and  that  he  had 
received  the  appointment  of 
Soler  and  Heeler  Extraordi- 
nary to  all  the  Football  Clubs 
of  the  United  Kingdom.  But, 
ala»  I  he  awoke  one  morn  to 
find  that  a  burglary  had  been 
committed,  and  that  the  Cap 
had  vanished!  "It  would 
appear,"  says  the  Liverpool 
Courier,  "  that  the  thieves 
wanted  the  cup  for  the  value 
of  its  tilrer  !  Ohl  impos- 
sible! Gentlemen  who  thus 
acquire  valuable  articles  of 
gold  or  silver  do  si  not  for  the 


THE    RETURN 


THE    NATIVE. 


Tom.  "SAB  YE  "VB  GOTTEN  BACK,  SANDKRS?" 

Sanders.  "'DEED,  AYE.     I  'VB  JUST  GOTTEN  BACK." 

Jamie.  "AN1  BOO  DID  'K  LIKE  LONDON!" 

Sanders.   "  On,    ir  's   AN   OOTLANDISH   PLACE  TON  !     THEY  TELL  *T   HE 

THEY  COULDNA  UNNEBSTAUN  MA  AWCCBNT  I  " 

John.    "  AWCCENT  I      I    NEVER    HEARD    TELL    THAT     FlFK     FOLK    HAD    OUT 
AWCOENT  I  " 


coarse  frratificationtof 'an'ourt 
tacra  fames,  bnt  rather  for 
the  satisfaction  of  an  artistic 
craving,  a  laudable  desire  to 
contemplate,  in  poetic  solitude, 
the  beauty  of  the  object*. 


"BY  PROXY." 

MORE  lovely  than  the  summer 

morn 
That    floods    with    light   a 

southern  shore 
And  smiles  upon  the  yellow 

corn 
Thy  sister  is,  0  sweet  LKNOBE  1 

And  yet,  LENOBE,  dost  them 

not  guess  [to  thee, 

What  draws  me  now  from  her 

What  prompts  me  thus  thy 

hand  to  press. 

And  from  thy  lips  seek  Fate's 
decree? 

Call  me  not  fickle ;  for  I  '11  love 
With  fondness  growing  e'er 

more  fond ; 

More  tender  be  than  gentledove 
Tow'rds  her  I  prize  all  else 
beyond. 

Dost  thou  not  guess — or  wilt 

thou  not— 
Thethonghtsthat  in  my  bosom 

dwell  P— 
Then  "lend  me  all  the  ears 

you've  got," 
And  I  "11  tie  mystery  dispel : 

More  lovely  than  the  summer 

sky 

Tour  sister  is,  whom  I  adore  1 
1  would  propose — bnt  I '  in  too 

shy; 
Pray  a»k  her  for  me,  kind 

I.KNOKK  ! 


FECAL  "VAIJCTBIE— LON- 
DON "  DECISION.  —  "  Quoth 
DUN- RAVEN,  '  Never  more ! ' ' 


"  SEEMONS." 

SIR,— I  have  read  some  correspondence  on  this  subject  in  the 
Daily  Telegraph.  Nothing  very  original.  But,  Sir,  I  must  ask  a 
question  which  I  fancy  will  set  clerics  and  laymen  a 
thinking.  This  is  it :  Why  should  not  a  successful 
sermon  have  a  good  long  run  t 

A  play  that  makes  a  nit  runs  for  weeks,  for  months, 
for  years.  Audiences  come  from  all  parts  to  hear  and 
see  it.  They  come,  too,  by  night,  a  most  inconvenient 
time,  and  not  by  day.  Now,  why  should  it  not  be  the 
same  with  a  sermon  ? 

Let  us  suppose  that  the  Rev.  Mr.  SILVERTRUMPET, 
of  St.  Simon  s  Within-  and- Without,  preaches  a  first- 
rate  sermon.  For  years  past,  popular  preachers  have 
been  regularly  advertised  in  the  newspapers,  and 
church-goers  nave  been  accustomed  to  look  out  for 
announcements  as  to  where  Mr.  SILVERTRUMPET,  or 
any  other  popular  preacher,  is  to  appear  and  discourse. 
The  actor,  on  tour,  goes  round  with  one  play  visiting 
different  towns.  Why  not  the  preacher  with  one 
sermon  f 

Perhaps  the  actor  has  a  repertoire  acquired  in  course 
of  time  :  so  might  it  be  with  the  preacher.  That  a  good 
sermon,  once  delivered,  should  be  lost,  is  as  hard  on 
the  preacher  as  that  a  good  play  should  be  performed 
for  one  night  only,  and  then,  "  be  heard  no  more !  " 

My  remedial  suggestions  are :  first,  let  critic  attend 
ing"  or  "first  afternoon"  of 


an  attraction  in  a  title, 
thus  advertised  :— 


Then,  that  sermon  being  a  success,  let  it  be 


ST.  SIMON'S  WITHIN-AND-WITHOUT.— The 
Rev.  Mr.  SILVEBTRUMPBT'S  Sermon,  entitled 
Charily ;  or,  How  We  Live  Now,  having  achieved 
an  ENORMOUS  SUCCESS,  will  be  repeated  EVERT  SUN- 
DAT  at  11.30  (or  whatever  the  hour  may  be)  until 
further  notice. 

I  maintain  that,  as  there  are  crowds  attracted  from 
all  parts  during  two  years  to  visit  a  theatre  between 
the  hours  of  seven  and  eleven  nightly,  in  order  to  see 
an  amusing  or  thrilling  play,  and  a  popular  actor 
(likewise  twice  a  week  for  matinee*),  so,  in  like  manner, 
there  would  be  crowds  to  come  from  all  parts  to  hear 
a  good  sermon  and  see  a  popular  preacher  onoe,  or 
even  twice  on  Sunday. 

I  remain,  Sir,  yours,  A.  LAMBKIN. 

• 
•  • 

SIR,— About  sermons  I  have  this  to  say,  or  sing, — 

A  sermon  for  Sundays,  oh !  preach,  preach  to  me ! 

Let  those  who  don't  like  it  complain  ! 
Bnt  should  it  delight  me,  the  seats  being  free, 

I  'm  likely  to  hear  it  again. 

Yours,  KNOTT  MOORE. 


tend     first  morn-       PITCH-ED  OUT. — A  motion  for  the  introduction  of  tar-macadam. 
Let  him  praise  or   instead  of  granite,  as  pavement  for  the  Aberdeen  streets,  was  rejected 
by  the  Town  Council  after  a  lengthy  and  lively  diecussion  upon  the 


or      nrst  alternoon     ot  a  new  sermon. 

Secondly.    No  critics:    but  simply  an    advertisement    under    a  |  subject.    What  really  gave  the" coup  de  grace  to  the  cause  of  the 
column  headed  "  Churches,"  announcing  that  Mr.  SILVERTRUMPET  Tar-mucadamites  was  a  councillor's  statement  that     he  had  often 
or  Mr.  DESKTHUMPER,  or  whoever  it  may  be,  with  all  his  titles,    got  a  wet  foot  in  a  tar-macadam  street  ('Hear,  hear  .").' 
Canon,  Archdeacon,  Bishop,    Vicar,  &o.,  &o.,  set  out  in  full,  will   alarming  assertion  effectually  "  queered  the  pitch ' —to  use  a  slang 
preach  at  such  and  such  a  time,  at  such  and  such  a  chuich.    Also,   expression — for  the  would-be  innovators,  and  "  granite  and  dry  feet 
I  think  the  title  of  the  sermon  should  be  given.    There  is  sometimes  ,  won  the  day  by  fourteen  votes  to  nine. 


VOL.   CIS. 
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MEDI/EVAL    GUNNERY    PRACTICE. 


rm^jjiAtfjf+tJr  'v^ffiS '  Jaw* 


THE    FIRST    SHOT. 


THE    RESULT. 


POETIC    LICENCE. 
SIB  LEWIS  MOHEIS  describes  the  United  States  as  :— 

She 

Who  site  august  and  free, 
A  crowned  Commonwealth  from  sea  to  sea." 

But  why  "  crowned"  ?  America  will  surely  resent  the  monarchical 
•VfSMOOD.    Might  not  this  be  more  appropriate,  Sir  LEWIS  ?  :  — 


She 

Who  owns  the  Big  Countree, 
Where  Niggers  are,  and  Silver  may  be  free, 
A  dollar'd  despotism,  under  three 
Great  tyrants— "  Boodle,"  "  Lynch,"  and  "  Tammany." 


How 's  that  for  high-falutin,  mellifluous  MOBRIS  ? 
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(Sbitr 


The  young  stewardess  of  the  "  fona"  who  me'. 
wi'h  a  terrible  death  on.  that  ill-fated  vtuel 
in  the  heroic  effort  to  rescue  a  child. 

["  She  was  such  a  good  girl.     She  waa  so  happy  in 
her  new  work,  and  liked  the  sea."  —  Her  Mother.] 

ONLY  "  a  Oateshead  girl,"  whose  name, 
Though  loved,  waa  all  unknown  to  fame, 

Until  that  te1  ting  morn, 
That  moment  fierce  of  sadden  fear  ; 
To-day  to  English  hearts  as  dear 

As  English  girl  hath  borne  1 

That  awful  instant  set  it  fair 
Amongthe  records  high  and  rare 

That  glorify  our  State. 
A  girl's  heart,  simple,  cheerful,  fond, 
To  desperate  duty  could  respond, 

In  the  great  moment,  great. 

What  more  have  History's  heroes  done  P 
Or  with  what  readier  valour  won 

The  golden  meed  of  Fame  P 
Only  charred  ashes  left  to  sight  ! 
But  on  the  immortal  scroll  we  write 

Another  gentle  name. 

Bach  a  good  girl  I    And  loved  the  sea  1 
0  white-cliff  d  isle,  while  such  as  she 

Light  a  poor  English  home. 
The  Viking  blood,  the  NELSON  strain 
No  fateful  hour  shall  seek  in  vain 

To  serve  thee  on  the  foam. 


AS  THE  LAW  SHOULD  BE. 

(From  "  The  Legal  Intelligence  "  of  Che  Future.) 

MR.  Justice  Punch  then  addressed  the 
prisoner  in  the  following  words : — "  Prisoner 
at  the  Bar,  yon  have  been  rightly  found  guilt  y 
of  committing  the  heinous  crime  of  writing 
and  causing  to  be  published  a  pernicious  form 
of  composition  known  as  a  'Penny  Dreadful.' 
The  jury  who  have  tried  you  have  had  no 
trouble  in  coming  to  the  conclusion  that  you 
are  solely  responsible  for  the  fearful  results 
that  have  followed  the  appearance  of  your 
latest  contribution  to  criminal  literature.  Had 
not  Red-handed  Rob  left  the  printers  there  is 
every  reason  for  believing  that  the  manor- 
house  would  have  never  been  burnt  down, 
and  that  poor  Mrs.  SMITH  would  have  been 
still  hale  and  hearty.  Nay  more,  the  twenty- 
seven  burglaries  and  fifty-six  other  crimes  of 
even  a  yet  more  serious  character  would  in 
all  human  probabilities  have  never  been  com- 
mitted. For  all  this  terrible  work  you  are 
primarily  responsible.  In  days  (fone  by  yon 
wonld  have  escaped  the  appropriate  penalty 
of  your  wickedness.  But  now  that  the  Per- 
nicious Story  Punishment  Act  has  become 
the  law  of  the  land,  I  have  the  power,  as  I 
have  long  had  the  will,  to  treat  you  with  be- 
coming severity."  His  Lordship  then  passed 
sentence  in  the  customary  form.  Later  in 
the  day  the  publishers  and  printers  of  Red- 
Handed  Rob  were  convicted  of  being  acces- 
sories both  before  and  after  the  fact,  and 
shared  the  fate  of  their  colleague  in  iniquity. 


VIRQINIBUS  PUERISO.UE. 

(A  Hint  to  the  Purveyors  of  Tainted  Literary 

Food  for  Youth.) 

THE  varlet  who  vends  unwholesome  victual 

Is  sharply  punished,  if  caught  in  the  act ; 
Whv  should  the  scoundrel  expect  acquittal 

Who  sells  bad  books  to  cur  boys?  Sad  fact! 
We  know  that  youth  loves  not  goody  boring, 

That  little  pirs  have  no  relish  for  pearls ! 
But  where  's  the  excuse  for  foul  garbage 
pouting 

In  innocent  souls  of  our  boys  and  girls  ? 


"LOOK   HERE,    SCHLUMI'KNHAOK.V,    YOU   MUST  HF.LP   US   AT   OUE   SMOKIHQ    COKCIRT. 

PLAT  THE  FUHB,  DON'T  YOU?"  "Nor  V«N  DEB«  ISH  AKYPOTTY  APOUT." 

"How's  THAT!"  "DEY  votft  LET  UM!" 


You 


OBERLANDED  A  LA  MODE. 

I"  p  in  railwav;  all  Switzerland  is  now  "  up 
in  railway."  Revisiting  simple  spot  opposite 
Jungfrau;  here  twenty  years  ago.  "Simple!" 
Electric  light ;  shops :  telescopes ; 
tourists  everywhere  I  They  sprawl 
on  hillocks  like  Bank  -  holiday  - 
Virginia- Waterers  1  Jnst  heard 
one  ask  waiter,  '"Owmany  feet 
are  we  'ere  above  the  seaP"  "One 
tonsing  eight  "nudred  metres." 
"What's  the  good  of  meters  P" 
What  indeed  P  Electric  light 
everywhere.  Everybody  tele- 
scoping chamois,  and  buying  pho- 
tographs; photographs  chiefly  of 
other  places ;  all  the  same  when 
you  return  home.  Men  attired 
like  golfers  ;  women  in  gaiters  ; 
exercise,  principally  shopping. 
Simple  Swiizeresses  outside  toy- 
booths,  talk  excellent  English, 
but  all  in  national  costume. 
N.B.  National  costume  can  be 
purchased. 


There  used  to  be  only  half  an  inn  here ; 
there  are  now  five  hotels,  with  a  beer- 
garden,  and  inevitable  oatino.  Dancing  every 
night.  Like  to  watch  fair,  fat,  sentimental 
German  waltzing  solemnly.  Elderly  Darby  of 
Albion,  too.  capering  the  newest 
ihuffles  and  reverses,  wonld  sur- 
prise his  wife  Joan  at  home. 
'•Darby  isdevoted  to  climbing,  and 
I  was  glad  to  let  him  return  to  the 
primitive  little  place  1  remember 
on  onr  honey  moon."  That  is  whst 
the  thinks.  Climbing!  Not  a  bit 
of  it  1  Most  here,  when  fagged  out 
with  shopping,  take  guide  and  por- 
ter npthe  " Shamhorn."  There's  a 
"Shamhorn"  album  now  wherein 
proud  mountaineers  exhibit  flights 
of  fancy  in  their  records  that  one 
could  never  guess  from  their  coun- 
tenances. At  table  d'hute  not  a 
few  of  SVEXOALI'S  opinion,  that 
"  only  the  dirty  want  to  wash." 
But  the  water  is  superb !  so  are 
the  Alps.  Yet  am  I  Oberlanded, 
and  must  go  lower  to  feel  higher. 
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OUR  OWN  TORRIST  IN  NORTH  DEVON. 

Mem,  at  Ilfracombe. — Capital  boating  and  fishing  here.  Likewise 
plenty  of  steamering.  Lovely  scenery  everywhere  about  in  this 
neighbourhood  for  pedestrians,  equestrians,  "  carriage-folk,"  and 
donkey-chaise  people.  Special  mem.  for 
equestrians  and  drivers  ;—"  Hire  on  the 
spot,"  which  sounds  like  some  direction  at 
billiards,  but  is  meant  for  advice  to  riders 
JS^^^j'll\  an^  drivers.  Picturesque  caves  on  coast 
to  visit  in  rowing-boat,  or  in  canoe  which 
you  can  paddle  yourself.  With  fair 
weather,  and  good  waterproof,  you  can't 
be  dull  at  Ilfraoombe. 

Mem. — "  For  outward  application  only." 
Before  starting  for  a  long  and  genuinely 
country  walk,  put  in  your  pocket  a  water- 
proof sponge  wrapper.  It  occupies  no 
space,  and,  like  an  objectionable  person  in  a  small  party,  t's  always 
there  to  be  sat  upon.  Strong  crook-handled  stick  with  pointed  fer- 
rule indispensable. 

* 

Were  Ilfracombe  a  French  watering-place,  how  delightful  it  could 
be  made.  Imagine  the  restaurants,  the  dejeuners  a  la  fourchette, 
under  cover  in  bad  weather,  ont  in  the  open  air  in  fine  ;  the  good 
bands;  the  casino-  the  etablissement,  with  excellent  reading  and 
writing-rooms,  billiard  tables,  library,  first-rate  concerts  and  fair 
dramatic  performances ;  petits  chevaux,  petits  toupers  al  fresco,  and 
every  possible  opportunity  afforded  for  enjoying  life  en  plein  air. 

2  propos^  of  restaurants,  there  is  a  splendid  chance  for  starting  a 
first-rate  rrencb. hotel  in  Ilfracombe,  with  well-devised  gardens,  and 
at  such  a  superb  height,  that  while  it  would  be  open  to  all  the  most 
refreshing  breezes— for  it  is  impossible  to  feel  the  full  benefit  of 
these  in  the  valley— yet  would  it  be  warm  and  cosy  during  the 
coldest  months,  of  which,  in  an  ordinary  yeir  with  well-regulated 
seasons,  there  cannot  be  many. 

* 

Ilfraoombers  boast  that  the  snow  does  not  lie  in  these  parts.  I 
hope  the  Ilfraoombers  who  gave  me  this  information  are,  so  far, 
like  the  snow. 

* 

Of  course  there  are  golf  links.  The  links-eye'd  golf  man  looks  out 
for  these  at  once,  and  though  he  has  got 
to  go  some  little  distance  for  them,  there 
they  are— at  last.  Equally  of  course 
there  is  lawn  tennis,  and  plenty  of  it 
close  at  hand.  A  shilling  an  hour  • 
"net  profits." 

* 

Per  Steamboat  \to*  Tenby.— Tenby  'is 

described  on  some  of  the  excursionist 

handbills  as  "  The  Naples  of  Wales  " 

f  Tenby  is  the  Naples  of  Wales,  then 

Margate  is  the  Monte  Carlo  of  Kent. 

Tenby  Pier  being  in  process  of  con- 
struction, there  is  no  landing  except  in 
small  boats,  of  which  there  appears  to  be 
a  better  supply  than  is  usual  on  such 
excursions.  But  as  even  these  boats  cannot  be  run  ashore  with  their 
cargoes,  there  are  the  stalwart  arms  of  boatmen  extended  to  carry 
ladies  and  boatmen's  broad  shoulders  on  which  gentlemen,  unable 
to  wade,  can  nde  pick-a-back.  Anyone  over  fifteen  stone  had  belter 
remain  on  board. 

* 

.  A  guide-book,  written  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  S.  C.  HiiL-names  held 
Me}te^ 

^^^^^^^^^^- 

-ith  Hastings,  Ventnor,  and  Torquay,  that  it,  though 


«  Ten>'    ™*  bein*  the  first  m(*th  with  an 
e  off-oyster  season,  we  saw  an  owe-like  ironrmand 
devouring  a  dozen  or  so  of  the,  natives  of  Tenby,  whh the  magk  aid 

MfeSBkl  Wer{.ttDd-a?d-tcto*r'-'    Of  ««*  irandSnsti- 
ions  (should  he  be  none  the  worse  afterwards)  are  heroes  made ! 

From  Ilfracmnbe  to  Lynton.— Pass  Watermouth  Castle     Luckv 
person  the  proprietor  of  this  charming  place.    Lovelv  MS itimi 
Watermouth;  quite  enough  to  make  one's  mouti  water 


Near  Coombe-Martin  is  Hangman's  Hill,  where  a  sheep  hanged  a 
man  for  stealing  him. 

* 

In  the  character  of  Mr.  P.'s  Own  Inn-spector  I  venture  to  pro- 
nounce the  Valley  of  Rocks  Hotel  at  Lynton  delightful.  Here 
everything  is  unpretentiously  English,  and  even  the  waiters  are  not 
all  foreigners.  The  supply  of  certain  articles  of  food  may  on  occa- 
sion run  short  (which  ought  not  to  happen),  and  consequently  you 
can  only  complain  of  what  you  don't  get.  very  rarely  of  what  you  do. 
The  other  hostelries  may  be  equally  good,  but  of  these  Mr.  P'.'s  Own 
Inn-spectir,  being  un-ubiquitous,  cannot  speak  from  experience. 

The  Valley  of  Rocks  Hotel  is  so-called  because  it  is  not  in  the 
valley  but  high  up,  and  thence  you  can  go  down  by  the  easiest  possi- 
ble descent,  i.e.  per  water- worked  tram- way  to  Lynmouth,  and  so 
remount.  Here  we  go  up  up  up,  and  here  we  go  down  down  down  0, 
all  day  at  threepence  a  head  per  journey,  reduction  on  taking  a 
quantity  of  tickets,  not  persons. 

And  here  comes  in  my  complaint.  I  do  not  know  what  numbers 
this  "  ascenseur"  will  carry  with  safety,  but  that  it  can  not  carry 
more  than  twenty,  all  told,  inside  and  out,  with  anything  like  com- 
fort, I,  not  being  "Your  Fat  Contributor."  will  honestly  affirm. 
Whether  the  proprietorship  is  in  the  hands  or  a  company,  or  in  those 
of  Sir  TIT  BIT  NEWNES  is  of  no  importance.  If  Sir  T.  B.  N.  has  the 
sole  management,  he  may  he  trusted  in  future  to  look  after  this 
"facilis  descensus  "  well  and  wisely. 

The  drivers  of  the  Ilfracombe  four-horsed  coaches  are  all  good 
whips ;  not  showy,  but  e  ireful.  Pretty  sight  to  see  COPP'S  mail, 
the  Defiance,  brought  at  a  trot  between  the  two  gate-posts,  and  tooled 
round  the  small  lawn  up  to  the  Valley  of  Rooks  Hotel,  Lynton. 
N.B.  Put  your  name  down  early  for  box-seat  in  Coppy-book. 

Notice  that  the  Defiance  guard  is  a  master  of  horn  blowing.  He 
tootles  most  of  the  popular  tunes  of  the  day  with  windy  wariations, 
humourously  causing  deep  bellowing  bass  notes  to  issue  from  the 
instrument  whenever  the  coach  is  passing  by  a  field  of  cattle.  The 
guard  takes  an  unfair  advantage  of  thess  animals,  as  their  peculiarity 
being  to  have  no  horns,  they  are  unable  to  return  the  blow .' 

Plenty  of  bathing  ;  well  managed ;  might  be  much  better.    Advice 
gratis  for    "bain    de    luxe":— Take   a  boat,     s-g^v 
towels,  spirit  lamp,  can  of  fresh  water,  &o., 
&c.,  discover  natural  bathing  place  on  coast,    x  I 
snugly  fixed  up  among  the  rocks,— and  there   • 
you  are.    Don't  forget  to  have  with  you  refresh-    I',, 
ments  for  after  bath. 


It  grieves  me  to  be  compelled  to  quit  Ilfra- 
combe just  as  the  real  sport  is  beginning.  I  do 
not  allude  to  the  North  Devon  Stag  Hounds,  but 
to  the  arrival  of  September  wasps,  and  very  tine  .A 
autumn  gnats.  This  morning  had  a  glorious  run  ;^ 
over  tables  and  chairs,  killing  the  wily  wasp  in  • 
the  open,  that  is,  on  the  window  pane,  with  a  • 
slipper.  Luckily  "pane  forte  et  dure."  or  there  A  Bathing  Cove, 
would  have  been  smashery.  Cut  off  his  sting,  if  possible,  with 
purpose  of  presenting  it  to  youngest  lady  of  party.  Killed  a  second, 
but  less  wily  wasp.  Ran  him  to  earth  in  j*m  pot.  A  third,  which 
entered  by  the  door,  after  a  rapid  burst  through  the  hall,  showed 
some  fine  sport,  and  on  getting  away  in  the  open  (window),  went 
to  ground  somewhere  in  the  rose  bushes,  when  the  pursuers,  armed 
with  napkins,  slippers,  and  paper-knives,  gave  up  the  pursuit,  and 
returned  to  breakfast. 

Later  in  the  day  killed  a  splendid  gnat  with  very  big  head  and 
large  wings.  Quite  a  pantomime  gnat.  Send  him  as  specimen  to 
Sir  AUGUSTUS  DHUHIOLAMUS.  Useful  as  model  for  "  property  gnat " 
at  Christmas.  Or,  nail  him  to  wall,  as  warning  to  other  gna'ts. 

Final  Note.  —  Ilfracombe  ought  simply  to  be  perfect.  Spare 
friendly  criticism,  and  you  help  to  spoil  the  place.  But  I  say  to 
the  I.  I.  C.,  in  all  friendliness,  addressing  them  in  French,  "  know- 
ing the  language,"  like  Jeames,  "Messieurs,  j'ai  raison,  moi ;  rous, 
—rous  avez  Torn."  And  now,  I  am  off  to  Cromer. 


_  "  ITEHUM  CKISPINJJS  1  "—Bravo  SIMS  REEVES  I  SIMMTJM  to  the 
front  again,  the  evening  shirt-front,  inviting  MATJB  for  a  stroll  with 
him  in  the  garden,  as  fresh  as  ever  1  Glad  to  hear  that  in  addition  to 
Tom  Howling,"  and  out  of  compliment  to  the  modern  furore  for 
cricket,  SIMMTJM  is  going  to  produce,  from  his  chest,  a  new  song  en- 
titled "  Will  Sotting,"  which  is  to  be  dedicated  to  "  W.  G."  But 
SIMIIUM,  our  prime  tenor,  will  make  it  a  duet,  and  sing  it  with 
Grace.  Trust  soon  to  hear  that  SIMMUM  will  give  us  "The  Lost 
Ball,"  as  a  companion  to  "  The  Lost  Chord." 
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CABBY;  OR  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "  ffaniom  Jack.") 
No.  V.— "GOING  DOWN"— THE  RACES— UPS  AND  DOWNS. 

"  OOING  down  t "    Not  this  year.    Bin  laid  up  with  the  Flu,  like  my 

betters,  and  still  feel  a  little  bit  squiffy, 
But  when  I  am  fit  and  'ave  just  art  a  charnoe  of  a  run  down  to 

Epsom,  I  'm  on  in  a  jiffy. 
Lor!    ow  many  times    ave  I  drnv  to  the  Derby,  in  all  torts  o' 

cumpny,  'igh,  low,  and  jest  mejum  ; 
And  seen  some  queer  games,  tool     Well,  say  wot  yer  like,  it's  a 

'oliday  bust,  and  it  breaks  the  year's  tejum. 

Tej urn's  the  doose,  if  you  arsk  me;  and  dulness  does  hoceans  more 

'arm  than  the  pious  ones  reckon. 
It 's  jest  when  mernotony  gives  yer  the  'ump  that  you  're  open  to  any 

Sad  biz  as  may  beckon. 
Grey  flatting  constant  will  set  you  a  longing  to  paint  the  town  red, 

jest  by  way  o'  variety ; 
Leastways,  it 's  so  with  a  Cabby,  /  know,  and  no  doubt  it 's  the  same 

in  more  toppin'  Soeierty. 

Ah  !    I  remember  old  Kennington  toll-gate    afora  'twos    remove  1 

Oh !  the  jams  and  the  crushes ! 
Once  tooled  down  a  fine  F.  0.  clerk,  young  and  smart,  with  the  pootiest 

parcel  o'  blue  silk  and  blushes, 
'Aniper  0.  E.,  Larry  nargers  had  libbitum,  fizz  up  to  Dick,  and  a 

somethink  poetic, 
Like  lay  looks,  laburnums  and  mayblossom  in  it,  as  made 'me— a 

mere  nipper  then — symperthetic. 

To  see  'im  a  whisking  the  dust  from  'er  bonnet,  arf  tender,  arf 

sorcy,  an'  'er  a-purtending, 
To   bridle   up  proud  and  becoming,  was  pooty.    Whose   money, 

thought  I,  my  young  nabs  are  you  spending. 
'E  parted  like  water,  and  backed  'em  a  buster ;  and  blowed  if  7 

shouldn't  with  them  heyes  upon  me. 
Dnnno  if  'e  spotted  a  winner.    /  didn't !    But  'ow  they  enjoyed  it ! 

'Er  smile  reglar  won  me. 

When  young  'nns  is  sweet  'uns,  and  sweet  'uns  high-bred  'uni,  it 
fetches  me,  somehow,  to  see  'em  philander, 

They  do  it  so  dainty,  an'  sorter  respekfuL  BILL  BOGER,  'e  says 
1  'm  a  cackling  old  gander. 

All  right,  bilious  BILLY!  You 've  druv lovey-doveys  of  all  sorts  and 
ranks  till  you  're  verjuice  an'  sorrel, 

But  these  weren't  no  Monday  Bank  'Oliday  Mashers,  or  shop-sweet- 
hearts out  on  the  scoop,  that 's  a  moral. 

Well,  close  to  the  Stand  a  old  heagle-beaked  buffer  was  doing  the 

nice  to  a  dragful  of  toppers, 
And  one  'awk-nosed  duchess,  as  yaller  as  mustard,  with  hoptios 

suggestive  of  bile  or  'ot  coppers, 
Dropped  lamps  on  our  little  turn-out.     Oh,  Jemimer !    I  'm  sure 

red-'ot  needles  was  simply  not  in  it, 
A  savage  old  Pater,  a  jealous  Miss  GOLDBAGS,  and — bus!    Oh  I  I 

twigged  the  whole  game  in  a  minnit. 

Quite  spiled  my  smart  cab  as  a  dove-cote  that  day.    Druv  'ome 

rather  late,  and  a  trifle  less  cheerful, 
Him  wondrous  perlite,  but,— well,  wandering-eyed,  an'  'er  with  the 

least  little  touch  of  the  tearful. 
For  me,  I'd  the  'ump,  though  'e  paid  like  a  prince.    Didn't  see 

them  again  not  tifl  twenty  year  after ; 
And  then— well  it  gave  me  the  doldrums  somehow,  though  BILL 

BOOER  declared  that  it  moved  'im  to  laughter. 

'!•'  drnv  me  and  BILL  to  the  Derby  !    We  'd  clubbed  for  a  friendly 

drag  down,  BILL  an'  me,  and  some  others, 
And  poor  young  F.  0.  was  our  whip !    'E  'd  gone  badgery  slightly, 

along  not  of  years  but  of  bothers. 
/  knew  'im  at  once,  and  I  think  'e  twigged  me  ;  but  'e  made  ne'er 

a  sign,  only  looked  grave  and  civil. 
And  when  BILLY  stood  'im  a  drink,  'e  bowed  low,  just  to  'ide  what  I 

guess  was  a  flash  o'  the  devil. 

I  never  let  on,  but  addressed  'im  respekful,  and  jest  touched  my  'at 

when  we  parted.    Says  BILLY, 
"You're  mighty  perlite  on   the   suddent,  young   Snapshotter ! " 

Well,  I  may  be  sentimental  or  silly, 
But  7  often  spekylate  'ow  them  two  fare,  and  if  I  '11  ever  see  them 


again:  if  they  "re  married. 
I  've  tooled  lots  o' pairs  to  the  Derby  since  then,  and  I  tell  you 
curious  couples  I  've  carried. 


some 


A  brace  o'  young  Sheenies  as  slep  all  the  way,  a  'Eathen  Chinee 

with  a  helderly  lydy 
Distributin'  tracks ;   two  hevangelist    singers,    as    plump  as  JEM 

SMITH,  and  as  black  as  Man  Friday  ; 
But  if  I  possessed   this  'ere   clareroyong  power  I  'd  try  it  upon 

Cremome'i  year  and  that  couple. 
Wich  makes  BILLY  say  1  'm  as  young  as  I  was  then,  at  'art— though 

1  mayn't  be  so  nimble  and  supple. 


fi 


LETTERS  TO  A  FIANCfeE. 

DBAS  GLADYS,— I  am  so  glad  that  in  spite  of  your  many  engage- 
ments— one  of  them  being  an  engagement  to  be  married— you  found 
time  to  write  to  me  again  at  last.  You  say  little  about  your  flanct, 
but  that,  after  all,  is  of  small  importance.  I  approve  of  engage- 
ments in  the  abstract;  I  know  of  no  amusement 
more  harmless  nor  more  agreeable  for  a  young 
.  rl ;  and  from  my  own  experience  I  shall  be  de- 
ighted  to  assist  you,  with  any  little  hints  in  my 
power,  towards  making  the  course  of  true  love  run 
as  Btnoothly  as  possible. 

You  have  not  described  ARTHUR  very  clearly — 
(1  am  supposing,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  that 
his  name  is  ARTHUR  ;  in  your  agitation  you  did  not 
tell  me  his  name,  but  1  think  you  are  the  sort  of  girl 
who  would  be  in  love  with  the  sort  of  man  who 
would  be  called  ARTHUR)— you  have  not,  I  say,  told 
me  much  about  him ;  but  from  your  letter  I  gather 
the  following  suggestive  facts : — 

I.  You  were  made  for  each  other, 

A  simple  and  self-evident  proposition— it  needs  no 
comment. 

II.  He  never  loved  anyone   but  you !     Except 

once,   many  years  ago ;    and  he  ha*  told  you  all  about  it  quite 
frankly.     She  teat  unworthy  of  him  :  and  married  Another. 

Now  I  have  no  doubt  whatever,  GLADYS,  that  you  are  quite 
jealous  of  this  person  of  whom  he  has  told  you,  quite  frankly, 
and  who  was  unworthy  of  him,  and  married  Another.  I  wish  I 
could  convince  you  of  the  fact  that  there  is  no  one  in  the  world  so 
little  dangerous  to  you  as  the  person  to  whom  he  has  grown  in- 
different. Fear  rather  the  girls  he  doesn't  know,  the  women  he  will 
meet,  the  charming  people  to  whom  he  has  just  been  introduced,  the 
cousins  he  has  never  made  love  to  1  The  past  can  not  be  the  rival  of 
the  present :  the  future  may.  But  this  is  a  subject  on  which  argu- 
ment is  of  no  avaiL  Reason  retires,  snubbed :  and  retrospective 
sensitiveness  remains.  Now  come  his  faults : — 

III.  He  does  not  like  the  way  you  do  your  hair,  and  he  hat  a  book 
of  dried  flower*  with  their  name*  written  above  them  in  Latin  and 
violet  ink,  and  he  shows  them  to  you  when  he  comet  to  tea. 

These  appear  to  be  his  only  defects.  I  can  understand  that  they 
cause  you  some  anxiety,  but  with  care  I  trust  in  time  they  may  wear 
off.  Like  BUTTON  the  naturalist  (it  it  BUFFOS?)  or  somebody,  I 
have,  from  stray  bones,  so  to  speak,  to  reconstruct,  in  imagination, 
the  entire  animal.  My  impression  of  him  is  somewhat  vague,  but  on 
the  whole  satisfactory.  It  is  charming  of  him  to  go  home  and  write 
to  you  the  instant  he  has  left  yon— I  think  it  only  right,  of  course- 
when  people  meet  every  day  they  have  a  great  deal  more  to  write 
about  than  if  they  taw  each  other  occasionally.  One  thing  in  your 
letter  puzzled  me.  He  has  been  called  to  the  Bar,  but  he  did  not  go. 
because  he  had  once  been  thinking  of  being  a  clergyman  and  he  had 
conscientious  scruples  about  the  law.  What  can  you  mean '(  I  am 
quite  at  a  loss,  hut  since  you  say  it  was  very  noble  of  him  and  you 
love  him  all  the  more,  I  suppose  it  is  all  right.  You  say  his 
father  has  a  maddening  way  of  taking  you  a«ide  and  asking 
you  in  general  to  "use  your  influence  with  ARTHUR.  He  never 
says  what  about,  hut  gives  forth  irritating  platitudes  about  "  a 
woman's  tact"  and  "gentle  feminine  persuasion."  You  are  quite 
right  to  agree  at  once  and  not  ask  for  an  explanation,  as  it  would 
keep  yon  away  from  ARTHUR  longer,  and  it  doesn't  matter  in  the 
least. 

It  is  very  curious  about  the  day  ARTHUR  went  shooting  and  told 
you  he  had  shot  two  brace  of  grouse,  and  yon  found  out  afterwards 
it  was  not  true,  he  had  shot  thirteen.  You  ask  me  "how  you  should 
act."  and  say  you  have  as  yet  "  taken  no  steps  in  the  matter." 

Of  course,  if  yon  find  him  out  in  a  little  fib  and  let  him  know  it, 
he  will  think  you  have  a  horribly  suspicious  nature  and  be  rather 
disgusted  at  your  want  of  trustfulness ;  on  the  other  hand,  if  you 
don't  show  it,  he  will  think  you  extraordinarily  stupid  and  easily 
duped.  I  think  if  I  were  you,  I  should  whenever  the  subject  is 
alluded  to,  pin  on  an  enigmatic  smile  and  be  silent.  This  will  be 
quite  sufficient  punishment  for  the  boast  fulness  of  his  modesty. 
Write  soon  again.  I  am  glad  ARTHUR  is  so  good  to  his  sister's 
husband.  A  good  brother-in-law  always  makes  an  excellent  fiance. 

With  congratulations  and  every  good  wish. 

Your  affectionate  friend,  MARJORIK. 
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Q.    E.    D. 

"HOW   VAIN  YOU   ARE,    EFFIE  I      LOOKING   AT  YOURSELF   IN  THE  GLASS  I'* 

AUNT  EMMA?    ME  VAIS!    WHY  I  DON'T  THINK  KYSELF  HALF  AS  GOOD-LOOKING  AS  I  REALLY  AH  I" 


NOT    THE    CHEESE! 

(By  an  Old-fashivned  Fellow.) 

["  I  would  4>uy  '  Cheshire,'  if  I  could  get  it ;  but  I  cannot.  For  years  I 
h»ve  been  doing  business  in  most  parts  of  the  country  .  .  .  and  I  have  hardly 
ever  seen  a  Cheshire  cheese." — "Fromage,"  in  the  cnrrespmdence  on  "English 
Vhecte  "  in  the  "  Daily  Newt.''] 

So  they  've  found  it  out  at  last.  Ihe  other  fellows, 

The  mystery  that  for  years  I  have  bewailfd  1 
The  cheese  that  with  long  keeping  merely  mellows, 

The  good  "  Old  Cheshire."  from  our  marts  has  failed ! 
You  cannot  get  it  now  for  love  or  money, 

That  fair,  and  fine,  and  flavoursome  old  stuff, 
With  its  amber  glow  as  warm  as  virgin  honey — 

So  different  from  the  Yankee's  s^apy  huff ! 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  fine  Canadian  Cheddar, 

Of  Glotter,  or  of  Dutch,  or  shams  like  these ; 
They  may  be  cheaper,  greasier,  yellower,  redder, 

But  they  're  none  of  em  a  patch  on  Cheshire  Cheese  I 

Why,  I  used  to  munch  it  every  day  at  luncheon  ;  — 

'T was  lovely  with  a  glass  of  amber  ale  I 
Now  a  chunk  as  hard  as  any  Bobby's  truncheon, 

As  dry  as  yellow  soap,  and  just  as  pale, 
They  give  me  when  I  ask  'em  for  Old  Cheshire, 

Or  a  clammy  stuff  called  Gruyere— all  in  holes. 
Ah !  "  a  crust  of  bread-and-cheese  "  was  once  a  pleasure 

To  honest  appetites  and  English  souls. 
I  can  do  with  Wiltshire,  Dorset,  Double  Gloster, 

Or  even  good  old  Stilton  at  a  pinch, 
But  the  modern  "  Cheshire"  Cheese  is  an  impostor, 

From  whose  muckiness  malodorous  I  flinch. 

What  the  dickens  have  they  been  and  gone  and  done  with  it  ? 

The  foreigner  has  mucked  our  market  up, 
And  it  seems  to  me  he 's  simply  having  fun  with  it. 

Cheese  hard  as  any  steel  shot  from  a  Krupp, 
Or  soft  and  green  and  oozy  as  a  swamp  is, 

They  give  me,  with  some  comic  craohjaw  name. 
But  1he*e  foreign  frauds-like  Cresars  and  like  Pompeys— 

In  nastines  s  seem  pretty  much  the  same. 
The  smell  of  'em—  sometimes—  is  something  horrid. 

They  are  limp,  and  locomotive,  and— oh,  there  I 


The  thought  of  'em  makes  me  go  chill  or  torrid, 
Whether  Gruyere,  or  Roquefoit,  or  Cameaibert! 

Then  the  Yankee  with  his  tendencies  Titanic 

Has  sacrificed  prime  cheese  to  speed  and  bulk. 
Now  they  say  that  in  our  markets  there  is  pinic  ; 

Thit  luckless  dairy  fanners  shake  and  sulk. 
Wt-11  upon  my  Alfred  Divid  /don't  wonder 

If  "  Cheddar  "  cheese  is  rotting  by  the  ton ; 
For  our  worship  of  mere  bigness  is  a  blunder 

And  I  only  hope  the  rtign  of  it  is  done. 
But  why  should  boyhood's  "  Cheshire  Cheese"  delicious  - 

Like  good  old  Rihstone  pippins— fail  and  cease  ? 
Of  modern  "  Cheshire  "  I  am  most  suspicious, 

And  whatever  it  may  be,  it 's  not  "  the  cheese  "  ! 


AN  ASININE  PKKFOKMANCE.— A  certain  gallant  and  deservedly 
popular  colonel,  whose  love  of  politics  is,  perhaps,  not  quite  so 
fervent  as  his  fondness  for  race-horses  and  greyhounds,  has  recently 
turned  his  attention  to  another  and  comparatively  novel  form  of 
sport.  This  takes  the  shape  of  an  asinus  doctus  —  a.  learned,  or  ac- 
complished^ donkey— "who  can  he  matched  at  jumping,  eating,  and 
drinking,  or  all  three,  against  any  other  member  of  his  tribe  in  the 
world,"  and  the  erudite  animal  gave,  for  the  colonel's  behoof,  a 
private  exhibition  of  his  attainments  in  the  grounds  attached  to  an 
hotel  in  Norton.  First,  Ned  jumped  a  5ft.  6in.  bar  "  without  any 
apparent  effort :  "  then  he  devoured,  an  ounce  of  twist  tobacco  and 
halt-a-pound  of  bacon  with  equal  ease,  but  the  thirst  provoked  by 
the  latter  comestible  had  to  be  assuaged  by  a  quart  of  champagne 
which  he  "put  away"  with  great  promptitude  and  gusto.  Re- 
freshed with  wine  he  further  proceeded  to  show  a  clean  pair  of  heels 
to  a  pony  in  a  steeplechase,  winninj?  easily— "  ears  down"  in  fact. 
Finally,  with  a  fox-terrier  dog  as  his  jockey,  he  galloped  round  an 
orchard.  The  colonel  was  much  pleased  with  the  entertainment, 
and  well  he  might  be.  There  is  a  brilliant  career  in  store  for  that 
donkey  on  the  variety  stage ;  or  even  in  Parliament,  where  he  might 
"  command  the  applause  of  list'ning  senates,"  while  adorning  the 
Hibernian  benches  as,  of  course,  Member  "  for  Bray." 
Bedad  !  here 's  a  leader,  ye  sons  o'  Killarney 

Begorrah !  ye  '11  not  find  a  better  I  '11  lay. 
Thin  hould  all  yer  braggin'  and  blustcrin'  blarney, 

And  take  a  few  hints  from  the  Mimber  for  Bray  ! 
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VIVA  ITALIA! 

(to  Italia).    "HEARTILY  I  WISH  YOU  WELL!    BE  'LESS  VISIONARY,'  AND  'MOKE  PRACTICAL'!" 

["  The  financial  condition  of  Italy  in  the  last  degree  unsatisfactory  and  unbound,  the  Roman  question  ever  looming  in  the  horizon,  and  the 
certainty  of  internal  dissension  continuing  to  develop,  must  necessarily  blast  all  fair  prospect*  for  peace  and  prosperity  in  the  young  nation,  towards 
•which  England  has  been  inclined  to  look  with  sympathetic  regard  and  almost  maternal  anxiety." — ride  Daily  Telegraph,  Sept.  16,  "  The  Raiuom 
of  Some." 

"An  enormous  debt  has  been  run  up,  and  the  financial  position  of  Italy  has  been  damaged  by  the  magnificent  aims  of  her  rulers."—  Tuna,  Stpt.'l\.~\ 


28,  1895.] 
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L'lLE  DE  WIGHT. 

2.  Monsieur  Punch. 

DRAB  MISTEB,— After  to  have  as- 
sisted at  the  Congress  of  Geographs  at 
London  I  come  of  to  make  a  little 
voyage  d'agrement — a  voyage  of  agree- 
ment—to the  Island  of  Wight.  I  am 
fone  to  render  visit  to  one  of  my 
mglieh  friends  who  inhabits  Sandown. 
[  go  not  to  tell  you  his  name,  that 
would  he  to  outrage  the  privacy  of 
your  "Home,  sweet  home.  I  shall 
jail  him  "  SMITH."  Ah,  It  brave 
gar$on — the  hrave  boy !  Eh  well,  this 
jood  SMITH  he  invites  me  at  him — 
:A«z  fat,  how  say  you?— and  I  part 
from  London  by  a  beautiful  morning 
of  August,  and  I  arrive  to  Ports- 
mout.  See  there  the  Island  of  Wight 
in  face  I  I  traverse  the  sea  in  packet- 
boat,  I  arrive  to  Ride,  and,  in  tine,  to 
Sandown.  Tiens,  see  there  the  brave 
SMITH  on  the  quay  of  the  station  1 
would  wish  to  embrace  him.  But  no ! 
We  are  in  England.  I  go  to  give  him 
a  shake-hands.  Voila  tout.  And  he 
conducts  me  to  bis  house,  and  I  see 
there  Madame,  who  is  charming,  and 
his  childs.  Ah,  the  dear  little  childs. 
But  I  speak  not  of  them,  because  all 
that  is  the  "  Home,  sweet  home,"  and, 
as  one  says  in  english,  the  castle  of  the 
Englishman  is  in  his  house. 

Sandown  is  a  little  town,  enough 
coquette,  very  well  placed  at  the  border 
of  the  sea.  In  effect,  there  is  a  plage, 
a  promenade,  a  jetee.  It  is  not  pre- 
cisely the  plage  of  Trouville,  the  pro- 
menade of  Oatende ;  but  it  is  enough 
agreeable.  Only,  at  place  of  the 
pretty  little  cabins,  the  tents,  so 
charming,  so  coquette,  there  is  some 
drolls  of  things,  some  boxes  on  wheels, 
which  one  calls  "  bathings  machines." 
Oh,  la,  la.'  I  mock  myself  of  them. 
And  of  more!  The  lady  a  and  the 
gentlemans  can  not  to  bathe  them- 
selves together.  They  are  there,  all 
near  the  one  of  the  other,  but  not 
together.  Ah  $d,  c'est  epatant  1  Me 
I  march  all  gaily  in  the  water  towards 
the  ladys ;  I  am  in  my  costume  of 
bath,  all  that  there  is  of  most  as  he 
must— de  plus  commt  il  faut,  how  say 


yon  ?  When  a  mm  in  a  little  boa  t 
agitates  the  arm*,  and  cries  himself, 
"  Hi  there !  "  thtt  u  to  tay,  "  He  Id- 
bat!"— and  still  of  nnre  which  ] 
comprehend  not.  And  my  friend 
SMITH  he  cries  to  me  also,  and  he 
agitates  the  arms,  and,  in  fine,  I  oim- 

Srehend  that  it  u   defended.     What 
roll  of  idea ! 

One  day  there  is  the  regales— the 
regattas.  We  go  all  on  the  little  pier, 
and  I  see  the  Duokunt,  the  Watter- 
polo,  the  Greasepol.  Ah,  it  is  of  the 
most  amusings !  On  the  promenade 
there  is  the  musicians,  who  play  of  the 
organ,  of  the  banjo ;  also  the  uingeri 
that  you  call  "nigers."  They  aw 
there  all  together,  and  one  hear*  the 
valse,  the  hymn,  the  song  of  the  Coffee 
Concert,  all  at  the  time.  There  is  also 
a  man  who  walks  himself  on  some  stilts. 
He  is  very  droll,  and  the  assistance — 
I'astiftance  —  laughs  much.  Me  I 
laugh  as  the  other  spectators.  The 
evening  there  is  a  fire  of  artifice,  and 
the  little  town  is  of  the  most  gay. 
There  is  some  "  set-pieces,"  as  one  calls 
them,  and  I  read  "Welcome  to  our 
Visitors."  That  is  very  polite  ;  I  offer 
my  thanks  to  Misters  the  Municipal 
Councillors  of  Sandown.  And  there  is 
one  other  which  I  see  hardly,  I  see  bat 

"  Success  to ."    My  fnend  SMITH 

tells  to  me  that  it  is  "  Success  to  our 
Saloon  Bar."  That  may  be.  But  he 
is  blagiiear  this  SMITH,  he  pleasant* 
—  plaitante,  how  say  you?  — some- 
times. 

A  vrat  dire — to  true  to  say — San- 
down is  well  agreeable,  above  all  when 
he  makes  fine.  El  ilfaitait  un  tempt 
superbe—  he  was  making  a  superb  time. 
As  to  the  other  parts  of  the  Island  of 
Wight,  I  go  to  speak  you  of  them  in 
one  other  letter. 

Agree,  &&,  AUOUBTH. 


"DADDY'S    WAISTCOAT!" 

(Sketched  from  Life  in  Drury  Lane.) 


THK  Bechuanaland  potentate  visiting 
our  shores  is  voted  by  all  "  a  jolly  good 
fellow,"  and  is  generally  admitted  to 
be  what,  in  Parisian  parlance,  is  known 
as  a  ban  Khama-rade. 


•JIWKLL'S  APOLOOY."— Patte. 


PUNCH  TO  THE  RUGBY  UNION. 

["  Prof  eauonaliam  is  illegal.'  '—First "  New  Late  " 
adopted  by  the  Rugby    Union   'or  the  control  of , 
Rugby  Football.] 

ROWLAND  HILL,  and  gentlemen  all, 
Thanks  for  your  efforts  to  "  keep  up  the  ball " 
Out  of  the  Moneygrub's  sordid  slime ! 
"Professionalism"  and  "  Broken  Time" 
Wanted  the  touch  of  a  vigorous  hand 
To  keep  the  Amateur  Football  Band 
From  the  greedy  clutch  of  the  spirit  of  trade 
And  speculation,  alas  I  arrayed 
In  spoil-sport  fashion  against  true  sport, 
On  turf  and  river,  in  course  and  court. 
Keep  it  up,  gentlemen !    Let  not  the  shame 
Of  money-greed  mar  one  more  grand  English 


game 


"THE  NEW  WOMAN"  AT  THE  LYCEUM, 
i.e.,  Mrs.  PATRICK  CAMPBELL  as  Ronteo- 
Robertion't  Juliet.  Heartily  can  we  "pat 
CAMPBELL"  on  her  delicate  shoulder  for  her 
rendering  of  her  share  in  the  "Balcony 
Scene."  That  "  The  CAMPBELLS  are  coming 
we  all  know ;  but  whether  this  particular 
CAMPBELL,  " of  that  ilk,"  has  yet  ''arrived " 
is  the  question  on  which  we  shall  have  more 
to  say  in  our  next."  Scenically,  satisfac- 
tory. Dramatically,  doubtful. 


UGLY. 

(A  Pentlmt  to  a  pretty  IMlr  "pome"  tolled 
"Pretty,"  by  "Janet.") 

AN  ugly  little  artist  had  an  ugly  little  dream, 
Of  an  ugly  little  world  built  on  an  ugly  little 

scheme :  [tried 

He  took  np  his  little  pencil  and  incontinently 
To  make  ugly  little  pictures  of  that  world  so 

uglified. 

He  drew  ugly  little  figures  just  like  evil  little 
imps,  [shrimps. 

With  ugly  little  bodies  of  the  hue  of  parboiled 

With  ugly  little  fates  of  a  subterhuman  sort. 

Each  a  dark  Gehenna  phantom  or  unnatural 
Stygian  "  sport." 

He  limned  ugly  little  mannikins  as  pale  as 
tallow  dips,  [under  lips, 

And  ugly  unsexed  women  with  protuberant 

With  ugly  scarlet  tresses,  or  with  sable 
porters'-knote, 

And  with  noses  like  a  satyr's,  and  with  eyes 
like  inky  blots. 

He  daubed  ugly  little  backgrounds,  all  as 

meaningless  as  mud, 
And  ugly  little  sunsets  all  suggesting  fire 

and  blood, 


And  ugly  little  arabesques  which  little  seemed 

to  mean,  [and  unclean. 

Yet  were  commonly  suggestive  of  the  cruel 

Then  that  ugly  little  artist  kicked  np  ngly 
little  heels, 

And  indulged  in  grim  grimaces,  and  in  grue- 
some little  squeals, 

And  he  cried,  "  Hooray  I  On  Loveliness  shall 
man  no  longer  feast. 

/  have  proved  that  Art's  true  subject  is  not 
Beauty,  but— the  Beast!  " 

MRS.  MAMMON. 

[One  of  the  latest  journalistic  attraction*  U  said 
to  be  "finance  made  ea*y  " — for  ladie* !] 

WHAT  ?    Finance  made  easy  for  ladies  ?— 

If  that  'a  the  last  conquest  of  Mammon. 
"  Sweet  home"  may  henceforth  be  a  Hades, 

Domestic  enjoyment  mere  gammon. 
To  babies,  and  bonnets,  and  kisses 

'Tis  sacred ;  and  0  'twere  a  pity, 
To  find  our  fair  matrons  and  misses 

Devoted  to  "  Funds  "  and  "  the  City." 
Let  home  be  all  innocent  honey ; 

With  (she)  Bulls  and  Bears  do  not  rend  it. 
All  women  should  know  about  money 

Is  what  they  know  now— how  to  spend  it ! 
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PSYCHOPHILOPHRENOPHYSIOGNOMY. 

(Some  further  Wrinkles  by  an  Amateur  Delineator.) 

["  A  hint  a>  to  the  manner  you  look  at  people,  when  delineating 
them  fur  your  own  purpose,  BO  that  they  thould  not  be  cognisant 
you  are  taxing  mental  notes.  Never  stare  at  anyone  straight  in  the 
fare ;  and  if  whilst  looking  you  should  catch  your  subject'!  eye, 
quickly  avert  your  gaze  without  moving  to  something  about  them 
that  they  may  bo  wearing,  or  to  the  next  person  ;  you  may  for  the 
moment  appear  to  be  looking  into  vacancy,  or  making  a  mental 
calculation,  without  staring  at  anything  in  particular." — Pro- 
Jeitor  0.,  in  a  uee/cly  Journal.] 

To  be  a  successful  delineator  yon  should  cultivate  the  art 
of  ^minting.  Do  this  readily  and  naturally,  without  any 
apparent  effort.  This  completely  baffles  the  subject,  for 
even  if  TOU  catch  hit  eye,  you  may  safely  defy  him  to  catch 
yours.  Beside,  it  economises  time.  In  a  crowd  you  can 
often  thus  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  or  stony  stare.  If. 
however,  nature  has  denied  you  this  accomplishment,  instead 
of  fijuinting.  you  may  wink  the  other  eye.  But  this  is 
sometimes  misconstrued,  as  it  has  a  rather  challeniring 
effect.  You  may  find  jonrself  (if  the  subject  is  a  lady) 
head  over  ears  in  a  flirtation— or  in  a  somersault  down  the 
stairs  -  according  to  circumstances,  before  you  know  where 
yon  are. 

Acquire  the  habit  of  taking  physiognomical  snap-shots. 
Practise  this  until,  by  merely  glancing  at  a  person  in  a  good 
light  for.  say  the  twentieth  of  a  second,  you  can  secure  a 
mental  picture  of  his  or  her  character,  habits,  and  hobbies. 
Ton  can  develop  and  intensify,  if  necessary,  these  useful 
little  views  at  home,  bringing  out  further  details  as  to  the 
subject's  bank-balance,  Jattst  affaire  de  cceur,  or  number  of 
first-  cDUMns-onw-removed.  All  these  points  can  be  eluci- 
dated with  a  little  patience  and  imagination. 

Always,  in  conversing  with  a  chance  acquaintance  you 
may  meet  in  the  street,  raze  steadily  at  the  brim  of  his  hat, 
or  study  his  necktie  with  a  fixed  and  critical  stare.  This 
will  nake  him  think  there  is  something  wrong.  He  will 
fidget,  and  br come  nervous,  revealing  the  inmost  secrets  of 
his  soul.  You  then  easily  hag  your  instantaneous  view, 
and  depart  abruptly  with  triumph.  He  will  cut  you  dead 
next  time,  but  that  doesn't  matter.  You  have  added  him 
to  your  collection,  and  can  tail  in  quest  of  fresh  specimens. 

Some  ladies  rather  like  their  new  bonnets  being  examined. 


PROTESTING   TOO    MUCH.: 

"Ai?p  I  HOPE  TOU  'BE  A  MEMBER  or  IHE  CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND?'' 
Applicant  for  Situation  as  rage  bvy.  "Oa  YES,  MA'AM— FMF  HIGH  I " 


Learn, 


*  fiiM     idviico  iai.iiT-1    jiixu  iiicii    lion    LruiiiiCLO   iscuig    CA.HLUIUCU*       Ajtaiu, 

therefore,  to  do  this  with  respectful  admiration,  and  be  preparid 
with  an  instant  and  favourable  criticism.  It  ii  as  well  to  master  a 
few  technical  termr,  so  as  to  avoid,  for  example,  confusing  an 
aigrette  with  a  toque. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  your  lady  victims  resent  their  head-gear 
or  hair-dye  being  too  closely  examined,  you  must  fall  baoV  on 
mental  arithmetic.  Calculate  how  many  barleycorn*  it  would  take 
to  go  round  the  equator,  or  how  many  white  beans  there  are  in  five 
bhck  ones.  If  these  sums  are  too  hard  to  be  done  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  work  them  out  at  home,  and  learn  the  results  by  heart, 
before  sallying  forth  on  your  head-hunting  expeditions. 

Never  a»k  a  policeman  without  scanning  narrowly  his  features, 
nor,  if  sitting  behind  a  'bus-driver,  omit  to  secure  his  profile.  Inter- 
view every  crossing-sweeper  you  pass.  Organ-grinders,  also,  are 
fairly  inexpensive  material  to  work  upon.  All  these  common  objects 
are  readily  accessible,  and  frequently  prove  perfect  mines  of  charac- 
ter, if  you  onlv  dig1  deep  enough  below  the  surface.  But  the  earnest 
explorer  will  find  the  countenances  of  cibmen  to  be  the  most  remu- 
nerative phreao  physiognomical  studies.  Never  mind  their  remarks  if 
you  can  enrich  your  note-book  with  some  hitherto  undiscovered  trait 
of  human  nature,  with  the  inner  meaning  of  some  mysterious 
wrinkle,  or  with  Ihe  true  poetry  of  a  wayward  wart.  Return  home 
happy  if  the  dav's  achievements  include  the  decipherment  of  a  mole 
on  a  flower-girl's  cheek,  or  the  translation  of  some  rare  tint  of 
colour-music  on  the  no»e  of  some  loafer  near  a  pub. 

Do  not  hi  content  with  the  stores  of  face- reading  lore  that  have 
been  already  acquired.  Each  day  fresh  secrets  should  be  revealed.  For 
instance,  it  has  only  recently  been  ascertained  that  one  freckle  on 
the  tip  cf  the  nose  means  a  disposition  to  borrow  money  without 
returning  it :  that  three  pimples  in  a  row  across  the  forehead  indi- 
cate unimni't uality  and  insubordination ;  or  that  a  droop  of  the 
left  eyefid  signifit  s  habitual  impecunioeity.  It  is  still  a  moot  point 
whether  a  nose  can  be  both  Quixotic  and  witty,  and  how  to  read  a 
promiscuous  eyebrow  when  combined  with  a  c  instant  upper  lip. 
These,  and  many  other  mvstfries,  are  waiting  to  be  laid  bare  by  the 
amateur  but  ardent  face  delineator. 


THE  WHY  AND  THE  WHEEEFORE. 

Porter  (to  passenger).  Where  for  P  Paiienger.  Wye. 

And  Porter  does  not  reply,  "  'Cos  I  want  to  know,"  but  puts 
label  on  passenger's  poitmanteau  accordingly. 


TOM  THE  GOLFER. 

[A  Stanza  on  behalf  of  the  testimonial  now  let  on  foot,  and  promoted  by 
Mr.  A.  J.  BALFOUR,  to  TOM  Mouus,  the  Grand  Old  Man  of  Golf.J 

AlR—"  Tom  the  Tinker." 

TOM  the  Golfer 's  a  wonderful  man, 

For  though  seventy- tire,  up  to  now,  is  his  spai, 

At  hitting  a  ball  or  at  laying  a  plan, 

He 's  a  clipper  is  TOM  the  Golfer ! 
He  can  play  the  game,  when  not  laying  new  links. 
The  Golf-world  of  a  brave  testimonial  thinks, 
And  Punch  inquires,  with  his  choicest  of  wink*, 
"  Kow,  Golfing- we  Id,  what  offer  P" 


"  What  chier,  my  hearties !  " 


1 '  Cheer,  Boys,  Cheer  !  " 
(Ad  Druriilanum,  equttm  graiuu  fjmi  ad 
mayutrum  axtiqittiJt  Htnnrum  Suutttum.) 

"  CHEER,  hoys,  cheer  I    No  more  of  idle 

sorrow. 
Courage,  brave  heart  i,  will  bear  us  on 

our  way  I " 

Tickets   I  've  got  for  Drury  Lane  to- 
morrow. 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer  I    I  am  going  to  see 
that  play ! 


LADLES  detirous  of  "  trying  thur  luck"  in  the  matter  of  marrying 
a  title,  had  better  turn  their  attention  towards  St.  Petersburg, 
where  a  French  Count  has  made  the  novel  proposal  of  starting  a 
lottery— with  himself  a*  1h<)  prize.  A  million  tickets  ire  to  be 
issued  at  one  rouble  each.  The  winner  is  to  receive,  in  addition  to 
an  aristocratic  husband,  the  sum  of  250,000  roubles ;  the  Count  him- 
self will  pocket  a  quarter  of  a  milli  >n  ;  and  the  remaining  half  of 
the  mon«y  is  to  he  divided  between  charity  and  the  promoter*  of  the 
the  "raffle."  In  the  Parisian  parlance  of  the  boulevards,  this  enter- 
prising nobleman  is  decidedly  a  "  rouhlard." 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

I  LEAHN  from  The  Freeman's  Journal  that  "  Lord  WINDSOR,  who 
presided  at  the  Librarians'  Congress,  is  an  all-round  man.  In 
addition  to  his  interest  in  libraries  and  the  support  which  he  has 
(riven  to  struggling  Tory  papers,  he  is  a 
first-class  lawn -tennis  player  who  has 
narrowly  escaped  playing  for  the  amateur 
finals,  and  a  cricketer  who  carries  about 
with  him  still  the  marks  of  a  blow  which 
he  received  on  the  nose  in  the  playing 
fields  of  Eton  College."  I  assume,  though 
the  fact  is  not  expressly  stated,  that  the 
blow  was  inllieted  by  a  cricket  ball,  and 
not  by  the  hostile  fist  of  a  fellow  Etonian. 
It  appears,  then,  that  in  his  early  youth 
there  was  about  Lord  WINDSOR'S  nose  a 
something,  a  bridge,  an  angle,  que  «y<m- 
je,  which  forbad  the  idea  of  complete 
roundness.  The  providential  arrival  of  a 
sort  of  homoeopathic  cricket  ball  removed 
the  protuberance,  and  now  Lord  WINDSOR 
is  tutus  teres  atque  rotundas.  And.  what 
is  more,  he  still  carries  the  marks  about  with  him.  Gallant  Presi- 
dent of  the  Librarians'  Congress ! 


As  a  small  boy  at  Eton  Lord  WINDSOR,  I  hear, 
Played  a  good  game  of  cricket,  but  failed  as  a  sphere. 
But  behold,  he  grows  rounder,  the  older  he  grows, 
With  a  ball  to  each  eye  plus  a  ball  on  his  nose. 

WEST  BBOMWICH  has  my  profound  sympathy.  I  read  in  a 
Birmingham  paper  that  "there  is  a  complete  deadlock  with  regard  to 
the  mayoralty  of  West  Bromwich  for  the  coming  year.  The  deputa- 
tion appointed  at  the  meeting  in  August  have  waited  upon  several 
eligible  gentlemen  to  try  and  induce  them  to  accept  office,  but  with- 
out any  success  up  to  the  present.  Alderman  ROLLASON  has 
declined,  and  Councillor  BUSHELL  will  not  undertake  the  duties,  and 
the  committee  are  now  doing  their  best  to  induce  Councillor  SLATEB 
to  take  the  position  a  second  time."  By  this  time,  let  us  hope,  the 
difficulty  may  have  been  removed,  for  imagination  boggles  at  the  idea 
of  a  town  without  a  mayor. 

WEST  BROMWICH'S  Committee-men,  they  fairly  tore  their  hair. 
In  all  West  Bwmwich's  expanse  they  could  not  find  a  Mayor. 
Each  deputy  with  anguish  notes  his  prematurely  shed  lock. 
But,  dash  it,  what  are  men  to  do  confronted  by  a  deadlock  ? 
Each  portly  Alderman  his  Aldennaniu  self  excuses, 
In  vain  they  try  the  Councillors,  for  every  one  refuses. 
Declined  with  thanks  by  ROLLASON,  the  honour  next  they  proffer 
To  BUSHELL,  who,  in  turn,  declines  their  most  obliging  offer. 
Next,  moving  on,  they  tempt  again  their  ex-Mayor,  Mr.  SLATER, 
"  Be  thon,"  they  cry,  with  emphasis,  "  our  mayoral  dictator. 
With  badge  and  chain  and  gown  of  fur  it's  not  a  paltry  billet ; 
The  breach  is  ready-made,"  they  say ;  "  step  into  it  and  fill  it. 
A  vacuum  a  nuisance  is,  we  ask  thee  to  abate  it : 
Our  edifice  is  roofless  now,  climb  up  and  promptly  slate  it." 

IF  Mr.  SLATER  should  ultimately  decline  the  proffered  mayoralty, 
the  only  suggestion  I  can  make  is  that  somebody  should  be 
pricked  for  the  office.  I  don't  quite  know  what  it  means,  but 
I  know  that  every  year  some  forty  estimable  gentlemen  are 
pricked  for  the  shrievalty  of  their  respective  counties.  One  after 
another  they  arise  in  the  Court  of  Justice  in  which  this  terrible 
ceremony  takes  place  and  declare  that  there  are  circumstances  which 
absolutely  forbid  them  to  accept  the  post  of  High  Sheriff.  One 
pleads  a  reduced  rental,  another  asks  to  be  excused  on  the  ground  of 
failing  health,  but  the  plea  is  allowed  in  very  few  oases,  and  in  the 
end  most  of  them  are  reluctantly  pricked.  The  new  cook  on  board 
ship  in  CHARLES  DICKENS'S  American  Notes  was  boxed  up  with  the 
Captain  standing  over  him,  and  was  forced  to  roll  out  pastry  which 
he  protested,  being  of  a  highly  bilious  nature,  it  was  death  to  him 
merely  to  look  at.  But  he  had  to  roll  it  out  all  the  same.  So  it 
ought  to  be  with  an  unwilling  candidate  for  a  mayoralty. 

LET  us  be  just  to  our  American  cousins  in  spite  of  boat-racing  and 
yacht-racing  fiascos.  There  are  certain  things  that  they  obviously 
order  much  better  than  we  do.  For  instance,  when  the  silly  season 
presses  they  j  ust  mark  out  one  of  their  prominent  literary  men  and 
nave  him  attacked  by  highwaymen.  At  least  this  is  what  lately 
happened  to  Mr.  RICHARD  HABDINO  DAVIS,  for  I  read  in  Harper's 
Weekly  that.  "  a  considerable  number  of  daily  journals  of  average 
veracity  in  New  York  and  Boston  published  accounts  of  Mr.  DA  vis's 
encounter,  differing  to  such  a  degree  in  details  that  each  paper 
seemed  to  derive  its  information  from  an  independent  source.  The 
very  variation  of  the  reports  was  an  indication  of  a  basis  to  the 


original  tale :  but  after  all,  the  despatch  which  carried  most  convic- 
tion was  one  only  four  lines  long,  in  which  Mr.  DAVIS  was  quoted 
as  intimating  that  some  industrious  writer  had  lied  about  him." 

NOTICE  again  how  magnificently  they  manage  an  earthquake. 
Little  more  than  a  week  ago  a  telegram,  emanating:  from  Tegucigalpa 
in  Honduras,  was  published  in  the  Xew  York  Herald.  In  this  it 
was  stated  that  mail  advices  from  Yetapan  announced  that  a 
terrible  earthquake  had  occurred  in  that  section  of  the  country." 
There  were  elaborate  details.  Three  hundred  parsons  perished. 
Four  thousand  people  from  the  outlying  villages  flocked  into  the  city. 
Daring  the  night  "  sheets  of  flame  appeared  at  different  points  in 
the  north-west  rising  to  immense  heights.  A  church  tower  crashed 
down,  carrying  with  it  the  roofs  of  three  houses.  Just  before  day- 
light a  prolonged  shock  rocked  the  entire  town  as  though  it  were  a 
cradle,  and  on  the  mountain  side  quantities  of  grazing  cattle  were 
engulfed  by  lava.  At  Covajunca  thirty-seven  houses  were  laid  in 
ruins :  at  Cayuscat  twenty-nine  houses  collapsed.  A  later  despatch 
states  that  353  bodies  have  already  been  recovered."  In  short,  this 
earthquake  was  carried  out  in  a  style  of  lavish  completeness,  and 
no  expense  was  spared  to  make  it  a  record  convulsion.  It  is  unneces- 
sary to  add  that  it  never  happened.  There  wasn't  a  single  quake  in 
the  whole  of  Honduras.  Like  Falsiaff's  assailants,  and  like  the 
highwaymen  that  waylaid  Mr.  RICHARD  HABDING  DAVIS,  it  wore  a 
suit  of  buckram.  And  of  all  qualities  of  buckram  the  American  is 
unquestionably  the  best.  

IT  appears,  moreover,  that  CAIN  and  ABEL  lived  in  Central 
America,  and  that  the  mausoleum  of  ABEL  is  still  to  be  seen  in  Yuca- 
tan, with  all  the  inscriptions  complete.  Somehow  or  other  a 
migration  to  Egypt  then  took  place,  and  the  Sphinx  was  erected  by 
ABEL'S  widow  as  a  monument  to  her  murdered  husband.  All  this 
has  been  discovered  by  M.  LE  PLONGEON  ;  and,  to  confirm  the  truth 
of  the  story,  Mr.  W.  T.  STEAD  is  to  publish  it,  bound  in  buckram, 
of  course.  "  JULIA'S  "  share  in  this  discovery  is  not  stated,  but  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  she  must  have  been  hovering  round. 


I  AM  told  that  Cheshire  cheese  is  in  a  bad  way  ;  that  the  price  of  it 
has  fallen  so  much  as  to  make  the  total  disappearance  of  Cheshire 
cheese  extremely  likely.  At  the  same  time  it  is  said  that  Cheshire 
cheese  is  going  down  because  the  farmers  wilfully  produce  an  in- 
ferior article.  It  may  be  so,  though  I  hope  it_is  not.  But  if  it  is, 
why  delay  the  punishment  ?  To  produce  inferior  cheese  is  as  bad  as 
robbery  with  violence ;  and  a  dozen  or  so  with  a  Cheshire  oat  ought 
to  prove  an  effective  deterrent  to  the  most  hardened  offender. 


TRAVELLER'S  CONVERSATION  BOOK. 

(For English  Tourists  visiting  Sevastopol.) 

I  CAN  aisure  you  that  I  had  no  idea  of  treating  Rustii  with 
disrespect. 

I  was  not  bom  at  the  time  of  the  Crimean  War, 
and  know  nothing  whatever  of  the  battles  of  the 
Alma,  Inkerraann,  and  Balaclava. 

I  really  only  require  breakfast,  and  have  no  inten- 
tion of  sketching  the  walls  of  that  fortress. 

I  was  asking  the  waiter  to  clean  my  boot*,  and  not  for 
information  concerning  the  strength  of  the  garrison. 

I  was  not  aware  that  the  place  nad  been  declared  a 
naval  port,  and  was  therefore  sacred  from  foreign 
invasion. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  was  not  searching  for  tor- 
pedoes, but  only  taking  a  sea  bath. 

I  was  as  innocent  in  thought  and  intention  as  a 
baigneuse  at  Margate. 

I  am  sorry  that  it  has  been  necessary  to  confiscate 
my  Gladstone  bag,  as  it  contains  my  linen  and  toilet 
requisites.  .  ^.Vti 

Certainly  my  bath  sponge  is  not  an  explosive.  >v    ."^z- 

The  programme  of  Cheer,  Soys,  Cheer,  which  is 
said  to  nave  been  found  in  my  bag,  is  of  no  political  significance. 

It  certainly  was  not  intended  to  create  a  riot  at  Moscow. 

It  surely  is  unnecessary  to  cover  me  with  chains. 

I  really  must  protest  against  being  detained  in  a  dungeon  three 
feet  square,  in  lieu  of  occupying  a  comfortable  room  in  the  hotel 
an  troisieme. 

It  seems  to  me  harsh  treatment  to  deprive  me  of  all  my  goods  and 
chattels,  and  then  refuse  to  allow  me  to  communicate  with  the 
British  Ambassador. 

Well,  of  course,  if  I  must  go  I  must,  and  I  suppose  I  ought  to 
tbnnk  you  for  securing  my  ticket. 

Bat  surely  you  have  made  a  mistake.  I  wished  a  ticket  for 
Hampstead. 

Very  sorry  that  you  should  tell  me  that  you  are  right from  this 

I  gather  I  am  booked  (without  appeal)  to  Siberia  I 
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THE   WHEELING    PASSION. 

Mr.  Wheeler.  "I  DOK'T  SEB  WHAT  THEY  WANT  TO  BUILD  A  GREAT  WHEEL  LIKE  THAT 
FOR  I  ' 

Mrs.  tHuseler.  "No.    WHY  COULDN'T  THEY  HAVE  HAD  A  SAFETY,  AITD  GEARED  IT  ui- 

TO  ANY   HIIGHT  THBY   LIKED  I" 


CUYSTALISED  PALACE'D  FRUITS. 

MR.  PUKCH  hfar'ily  congratqlates  the  Royal 
Horticultural  Society  (n  their  grand  shiw 
of  British-grown  fruit  (none  "made in  Ger- 
many "),  and  the  Crystal  Palace  Company  on 
the  excellent  arrangements  made  lir  the 
most  advantageous  display  if  tkese  magniti 
cent  fruits  dtfendus, — tor  "forbidden  fruit" 
they  certainly  \vere,  as,  much  to  the  disgust, 
jrobably,  of  the  apothecaries  aid  family 
doctors,  the  visitor  could  not  taste  any  <  f  the 
luscious  specimens  attractively  set  hi  fore 
him.  They  were  all  "  let  pommes  du  ciiisin," 
but  though  'forbidden"  their  appearance 
was  anj  thing  but  "  forbidding."  It  came  to 


an  end  last  Saturday,  when  it  is  reported 
that  all  the  fruits  wtre  si  My  got  out  of 
the  building  except  one  sleepy  pear,  whom 
nothing  could  arouse. 


THE  TNBOT  AKD  OTJTGOT  SILVEB  CASE.— 
So  far  the  police  are  to  be  congratulated. 
The  detectives  have  acted  with  all  the  readi- 
ness and  dfcision  of  a  SHKKI.OCK  HOLMES. 
Result  so  far  i<,  that  one  HEHBY  BAILKY — 
rame  of  not  particularly  happy  omen  in  con- 
nection wi'h  a  ceitain  Old  Bailey — is  in 
iMutody,  as  al?o  are  fovr  bars  of  silvtr. 
BAILEY  was  taking  four  bars  rest  when 
arrested  and  removed. 


ies  put  to 


THE  EETREAT  OF  THE  FIFTEEN 

THOUSAND. 
(A  British,  Soldier' i  Vitw'of  R.) 

[ "  The  lucccteful  withdrawal,  without  a  ihot 
l»  ing  tir«d,  of  the  fifteen  thousand  men  who  held 
the  long  line  from  Peihawur  to  Chitral  u  a  feat 
not  leu  remarkable  in  iu  own  way  than  their 
victorious  udvance." — The  Ttmei.] 

AIB— "  The  Burial  of  Sir  John  itoort." 

Nor  a  shot  was  heard,  not  a  stroke  we  smote, 
As  we  trod  our  home-journey  unhurried. 

The  i  ;i;  ITS  about  us  wrote  thundering  rot. 
But  Sir  ROBERT  kept  otol  and  unrlurriid. 

We'd  had  heat  to  encounter,  and   frost  to 

tight, 

Alternately  f  re*  zing  and  burning. 
And  now  UMKA  KHAN  and  his  hord 

flight ; 
We  were  quietly  homeward  returning. 

Through  the  Malakand  Pass  we  a» conquerors 
preseed,  [found  him. 

And  had  vanquished  the  foe   where   we 
Now,  the  garrison  rescued,  the  wronir  re- 
dressed, [him. 
Low  retired,  with  his  thousands  around 

Few  and  short  are  the  words  he  has  said, 
From  palaver  no  aid  did  he  borrow : 

Bat  many  a  face  at  their  hearing  flushed  red, 
As  will  millions  of  others  to-morrow. 

Six  months  of  hard  straggle  for  heart,  hand, 

and  head, 

R>ngh  plodding,  and  comfortless  pillow. 
Now  the  foe  and  the  native  would  ttay  our 

home-tread ; 
There  'a  news  to  despatch  o'er  the  billow ! 

Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  deeds  we  hare 
done, 

And,  tome  of  them,  coldly  upbraid  us. 
Bat  little  we  '11  reck  if  JOHN  BULL  will  read 

The  tribute  Sir  ROBEBT  has  paid  us.  [on 
Bnt  half  of  our  heavy  (ask  was  through 

When  Low  pa«eed  the  word  for  retiring  ; 
But  the  Fifteen  Thrasand  in  form  withdrew 

Though  without  any  fighting  or  filing. 

We  do  not  much  care  if  tee  don't  win  renown, 
Nor  shine  over  brightly  in  story  ; 

We  atk  not  a  line — we  crave  not  a  stone, 
Bat  we  leave  dear  Old  England  the  glory. 


TH«  BECENT  ASYTHIKG-BUT-"  DEAD-BRAT." 

First  Sporttman.  Awfully  hot  at  New- 
market last  week ! 

Second  S.  Thought  it  would  be.  II  id 
"  nothing  on,"  so  stayed  at  Lome,  blinds 
down,  windows  open. 


"SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS."-"  COBKED  " 
STOUT.— The  Mitchelstown  Guardians  were 
debiting  on  the  stout  supplied  to  pauper 
patients.  A  Mr.  DINEF.M  proposed,  '"That 
in  future  the  Treble  X  stoat  manufac- 
tured by  Messrs.  MURPHY,  Cork,  be  used 
in  the  workhouse  instead  of  GUIHHESS'S." 
His  argument  was  that  "  it  would  help  a 
local  manufacture,"  and  that  "the  doctors 
all  approved  of  MUBPHY'S."  The  chairman 
suggested  that  they  might  "be  doing  an 
injustice  to  the  patients  by  takizg  in 
MUBPHY'S  stout."  Why  not  put  the  ques- 
tion to  the  patients?  It  is  they  who  will 
have  to  "  take  in  Mciu'H  v's  stout,"  not  the 
guardians,  and  they  are  not  likfly  to  "  dn 
themselves  the  injustice"  of  refusing  it  if 
dritikatle.  MUBPHY'S  stout  is  evidently  a 

ht  brew,  as  it  was  "earned  by  one."  An- 
other guardian  described  the  resolution  as  a 
"blow  which  Gui»NE88  didn't  deserve"; 
but  GOINHISS  mrvivfd  the  blow,  and  went'  up 
ten  points  on  the  SUxk  Exchange  mxt  diy. 


VOL.  en. 
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Man  in  Bod.  '  CuMB  ALONO,  OLD  CHAP,  AM)  LET  's  PULL  ] 
rp  TO  MALLOW." 

Man  on  Shore,  "I  THINK  I'LL  OBT  YOU  TO  EXCUSE  HE 
OLD  MAN.  I  DON'T  LIKE  SCULLING — IT — ER — HCBTS  THE 
BACK  o»  MY  HEAD  so  I " 


PLAYING  A1MVOBK. 

A  NEW  MORALITY. 

["The  working  woman  ff  to-day,  beshejourna- 
i»t,  teacher,  or  what  not,  is  a  aft'ermg  terribly  from 
fierce  competition,  and  this  is  largely  due  to  the 
fact  that  women  who  are  inwely  working  for 
pleasure  enter  the  labour  market." — "An  Old- 
Fat/iionfd  Woman  "  in  the  "  JJaily  Chronicle."] 

WHEN  the  Curse  of  Labour  was  laid  on  Mm, 

Toil's  vitaga  glowtred  primly, 
Alleviations  of  Fate's  stern  plan, 
The  softening  spirits  in  rear  and  van 
Of  Labour's  march  through  oar  Life's  brief 
span, 

If  teen,  were  glimpsed  but  dimly. 
Weariness  followed,  and  dulness  gloomed, 
On  the  path  of  mortals  to  hunger  dojmed, 
And  poverty  the  spirit  entombed 

As  in  all  top  premature  charnel ; 
The  ache  of  limb  and  the  fret  of  brain, 
I  he    slow  weak  poise,   and    the  bng  dull 
pain, 


Grew  all  familiar ;  the  spirit-strain, 
And  the  sullen  revolt  again  aud  again, 

Of  the  spiritual  and  carnal. 
But  though  men  knew  that  work  and'woe 

Were  all  too  closely  n  :ighb  jur ;   >•,.* 
One  eurae  of  Labour  they  did  not  know ; 
Th°  black  blight  coming  la'e  and  slow, 

Of  the  f  jols  who  play  at  Labour ! 

Lib)ur !    Faith,  'tis  ni  passing  play 
But  the  pack-horse  burden  day  altor  day 

To  be  g-imly  gravely  lifted. 
A  leaden  weight,  and  a  mill-wheel  round, 
By  the  player  at  labour  but  seldom  fouid, 

Or  the  amateur— though  gifted. 
Who  has  not  seen  a  street-child  run 
To  turn  an  organ-handle— for  fun — 

With  gay,  erratic  vigour  ? 
But  the  grinder  who  turns  at  it  day  by  day 
Fills  Ah  che  la  morte  no  pleasant  play, — 

He  works  at  it — "  like  a  nigger." 
So  "  well-to-do  women  who  crowd  the  ranks  " 
Of  Labour  are  playing  bat  childish  pranks  ; 

They  are  butterfly  despoilers 


Of  the  honeyed  hives  of  the  working  bees  ; 
They  lower  the  wage  and  lessen  the  ease 
Of  the  true  fate-destined  toilers.* 

"Work    for  mere  love.'"    So  the    butter- 
flies say, 
(Though  they  commonly  stoop  to  the  casual 

Well,  love  )«  blind— this  sort  of  it. 
To  teach  for  pin-money  possibly 's  fun 
To  those  who  're  but  dabblers  when  all  is 

KEED  done, 
But  .the  workers,  when  wages  go  down  with 

a  run, 

Can  hardly  see  the  sport  of  it. 
To  play  at  philanthropy 's  mischievous,  much, 
For  sciolists  mar  whatsoever  they  touch ; 

What  if  some  Flower  Girl  Mission 
Dastroy  a  trade,  which  seeks  other  lands. 
Or  throw  out  of  work  some  thousands  of 

hands '' 

Pailanthropy  hath  no  vision 
Save  of  its  pretty  and  picturesque  fad ; 
And  the  destitute  drudges,  angry  and  sad, 
Whom  deft  flower-mounting  once  fed  and  c'.ad 

Shall  flnd  redress  a  rarity. 
Don't  play  at   Reform,  if   you   love   your 

neighbour  I 
But  well-to-do  women,   your  "  playing  at 

Labour  " 

Works  worse  than  playing  at  Charity  1 
Work  ?    Well    doubtless  'tis   pleasant    and 

"funny" 

For  well, — "just  a  little  pocket-money," 
To  ape  the  bees  who  must  make  the  honey 

Day  in,  day  out,  for  a  living. 
But  workers  who  labour  for   "  bread    and 

cheese," 

And  not  as  a  change  from  mere  lady-like  ease, 
Regard  all  such  amateur,  s-ham,  busy-bees 

As  needing,  not  praise,  but  forgiving. 
What  if  your  work-dabbling,  now  quite  the 

rage. 

Cut  down  the  genuine  workwoman's  wage, 
Or  pinch  the  poor  ill-paid  school  teacher  ? 
"  Every  woman  should  work  all  she 's  able  "? 
Maybe  you  need  a  new  species  of  lable, 

A  sager  than  copy-book  preacher. 
'The  Ant  and  the  Grasshopper"?    There 

lurkethCant! 
If    Grasshopper    labour-spurts    starve    the 

poor  Ant. 
If  well-to-do  woman  woik  helpj  to  spread 

want, 
ThU  rew-bjrn    blind   zeal   sense   should 

bridle. 
There '«  fit  work  for  all,  some  with  spade, 

some  with  tabor ; 
But    Madam,     if    feminine    "playing    at 

Labour," 

Whilst  needless  to  yon,  wrecks  one  work- 
woman neighbour, 
By  Jove,  you  had  bettsr  be  idle ! 

*  "  In  every  brunch  of  work  we  see  well-to-do 
women  crowding  into  the  ranks  of  competition, 
in  congenuence  of  which  wages  are  lowered,  and 
women  who  really  want  work  are  left  to  starve." 
Same  Letter. 


"AiAS,  rooE  YORICK  !  "—HARRY  PAYNE, 
the  last  of  the  gocd  old  JOEY-GKIMALDI 
fchpol  of  Pantomime  Clowns,  "joined  the 
majority,"  Friday,  Sept.  27.  For  many  years 
past  the  Clown's  CbrUtmas  welcome,  "Here 
we  are  again !  "  has  been  omitted,  and,  in  the 
future,  we  are  not  likely  to  hear  the  excla- 
mation revived.  Farewell,  HARRY  PAYNE, 
"a  i'-llow  of  infinite  jest,  and  of  excellent 
fancy  I " 

ENGLAND     ABD     AMBBICA.  —  Successful 
MABLBOROUOH   Match,  following  upon    un- 
satisfactory DUNKAVEN  rac.'.    Miss  VANDER- 
BILT   decidedly    winning.     Entente  cordials 
estored. 
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A    MOOT    POINT. 

iv  OLAD,  DARLINO,  WE  Ui 

[Darling  is  not  quite  sure  about  it,  as  the  hills  are  of  terrible  frequency,  and,  naturally,  Tie  totes  hit  bride  up  every  one. 


Mrs.  Bruwn  (on  Jter  honeymoon).  "On,  ABEN'T  YOU  GLAD,  DAIU.ISO,  WK  HAVE  COME  THIS  DELIGHTIUL  TOUB,  IN'STIAD  OF  ooiiro 

TO  ONE  OF  THOSE  bTUPID   FoKKION   PLACES  f " 


LETTERS  FROM  A  FIANCEE. 

DEAR  MABJOBIE,— Thanks  for  your  kind  letter.  I  was  hoping:  you 
would  be  pleased  about  my  engagement. 

It  is  most  curious  you  should  have  guessed,  without  my  tcllin?  you, 
and  without  even  seeing  his  photograph,  that  his  name  is  ARTHUR. 
I  must  tell  yon  more  about  him.  He  is  tall  and  banlsome,  also,  not 
at  all  commonplace.  He  l<xk»  a  little  like  (he  old  prints  one  sees  in 
seaside  lodging-houses,  called  "  With  the  Stream,"  or  '•  Against  the 
Stream,"  or  "  Good-bye,"  or  "  The  Return  of  the  Slack  Bruni- 
tricker."  He  looks,  in  fact,  far  more  romantic  than  the  young  men 


I. YON  TAYMEB'S,  but  he  has  often  explained  to  me  that  that  was 
entirely  accidental ;  he  was  "  taken  "  there ;  he  dislikes  her  set,  and 
has  an  especial  aversion  to  the  clever  young  men  of  the  day.  He 
has  an  excessive — and  I  must  say  I  think  unnecessary  -  terror  of 
being  mistaken  for  one :  and  says  that  if  he  had  not  heard  it  was  the 
very  latest  thing  he  would  never  read  anything  but  SCOIT.  To  the 
bicycle  and  cigarette,  for  women,  he  has  an  equally  ttrong  objection, 
and  I  think  he  if.ea  pretends  not  to  see  a  joke  because  he  has  a 
nervous  suspicion  of  its  being  what  he  would  call  the  New  Humour, 
fn  the  evening,  on  the  balcony,  he  quotes  BYRON,  and  in  the) 
morning,  in  the  garden,  he  reads  WILKIE  COLLINS  or  Mrs.  HKNRY  . 
WOOD.  He  says  he  hopes  I  nhall  spend  a  great  deal  of  time  in  the 
still-room,  to  which  I  heartily  asaent,  though  neither  <f  us  know 
exactly  what  a  still-room  is,  but  it  sounds  qu'et.  Women,  ARTHUR 
thinks,  should  preserve  fruita,  and  a  lady-like  demeinour,  and 
d)  plain  needle-work,  or  perhaps  "tatting.'1  Art  embroidery 
he  looks  on  with  doubt,  and  I  believe  he  considers  it  fait.  When 
I  told  him  he  seemed  anxious  I  should  not  reap  without  having 
learnt  to  sew,  he  seemed  hurt  and  we  hastily  changed  the  sub-  • 


ject.  I  was  playing  croquet  with  him— (croquet  he  approYes)— 
when  he  was  lecturing  <  n  fruit-preserving.  "  Shall  yon  reallv 
expect  me  to  make  jam?"  I  said.  "Would  yon  be  cross  if 
I  did?"  he  asked,  tenderly.  "CROSSEl  yes!  and  BLACK  WELL, 
too,  if  you  like,"  1  answered  in  my  (occasionally)  flippant  way, 
which  I  always  regret  instantly  after.  ARTHUR  threw  down  his 
mallet.  "  This  —GLADYS — this  is  the  sort  of  thing  which — which — ," 
&o.  We  had  a  short  quarrel,  and  a  long  reconciliation.  ARTHUR  is 
a  great  dear,  you  must  understand,  and  I  am  very  happy.  He  does 
not  show  me  the  book  of  dried  dowers  nearly  so  often  now,  and 
has  written  some  verses  about  me,  he  is  going  to  show  them  to 
me  to-ri?ht. 

ARTHUR  is  very  interesting  when  he  talks  of  me  ;  it  is  when  he 
discusses  abstract  suljects— such  as  chemistry,  or  big  sleeves— that 
he  is  not  quite  so  amusing.  He  is  dreadfully  prejudiced  about 
sleeves.  Do  you  think  he  will  gradually  get  accustomed  to  them  f  I 
think  he  will  by  the  time  they  have  quite  gone  out  I 

I  am  sure  jou  will  like  dear  AKTBCB.  Of  course  one  has  to 
understand  him.  When  he  csme  down  to  stay  with  us,  I  laid,  "  Ton 
must  be  very  tired  after  your  short  journey,"  and  I  was  surprised 
how  much  it  annoyed  him!  Djn't  say  anything  of  that  sort  to 
him— at  first.  He  is  apt  to  take  things -just  a  little — seriously.  It 
is  rather  a  charming  quality  in  a  man  to  whom  one  is  engaged — 
don't  you  think  so '(  bnch  a  love  as  ours  cannot  fail  to  have  an 
ennobling  effect:  as  ARTHCR  says,  it  seems  to  lift  us  above  all 
thoughts  of  this  world.  Write  soon.  I  am  longing  to  hear  about 
the  new  skirts,  and  to  show  you  my  sapphire  ring. 

Your  affectionate  friend,       GLADYS. 


FROM  OUR  Ows  SCHOOLBOY,  A  STUDEHT  OF  LBJIPRIERE.— SIR,— 
I  have  heard  Mr.  ARTHUR  BALFOUR  spoken  of  as  "  the  Leeda  of  the 
House  of  Commons."  Who  is  its  Jupiter  ? 
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AT    CROMER. 

WIMT  middle-aged  frequenter  of  the  Old  Ship,  Brighton,  docs  not, 
recall  the  bland  personality  of  ABTHCR  BACON,  part  proprietor  and 
principal  representative  of  the  landlordism  of  the  excellent  aieient 
hostelrie: — 

0  don't  you  remember  A.  BACON  BEN  BOLT  i 

So  smiling,  so  shiney,  and  brown ':' 
How  he  chortled  with  glee  when  be  siw  us  BKN  BOLT, 
And  charged  UB  an  ex-.ra  half-crown. 

The  gammon  of  BACON  wis  admirable ;  and  his  strict  attention  to 
,»>  the  duties  of  servants  towards  visitors  to 

the  hotel  was  "a  side  of  BACON"  not  to  be 
forgotten.  A.  B.  was  an  ideal  landlord, 
ever  ready  at  his  door  to  welcome  the 
coming  and  speed  the  parting  guest. 

"The  Grand"  at*Cromer  is  not  an 
enormous  hotel :  it  is  a  Semi-Grand. 
The  example  of  BiCON  aforesaid  could  be 
therefore  easily  imitated.  "Warned  of  our 
arrival  by  letter,  rooms  secured,  train 
punctual  (from  St.  Panoras  to  Cromer)  to 
within  ten  minutes,  we  drove  up  to  the 
door  of  the  Semi-Grand  in  our  one-horse 
fly.  Not  a  soul  about.  Surely  the  hotel 
ig  open  ?  Yes,  the  driver  knew  that 
much,  "  because  he  had  taken  some 
people  away  from  there  in  the  morning." 
These  might  have  been  the  last  roses  of  summer,  the  last  visitors  at 
the  hotel  for  the  seison  I  "We  waited  ;  no  feigns  of  life.  "  Should 
he  (the  driver)  ring  f  "  Certainly  :  a  most  happy  thought.  He  de- 
scendeth ;  he  ringeth.  "We  wait.  Then  the  sound  as  of  somebody 
coming.  "A  Boots  in  eight  appears.  We  hail  him  with  three  cheers" 
— at  least,  we  ask  "if  our  rooms  are  ready,''  and  the  Boots  is  of 
opinion  that  they  are ;  whereupon  another  Boots  appears,  and  the 
pair  of  Boots  lug  our  luggage  into  the  hall,  where  we  find  an 
amiable  lady  with  keys  in  her  hand  who  invites  ns  to  inspect  certain 
apartments.  Oar  answer  is  an  adaptation  cf  Hamlet's  command  to 
the  Ohott,  "  Lead  on,  we  follow."^ 

We  see :  we  refuse.  These  are  not  the  rooms  we  had  ordered. 
"  No,  they  are  not."  So  much  is  admitted.  Then,  perhaps,  we  had 
bitter  depart  and  seek  hospitality  elsewhere.  Our  beckoner  would 
rather  not  put  ns  to  such  inconvenience,  and  soon  discovers  -nil-it 
will  suit  ns  exactly.  So  we  take  them  then  and  there.  They  do 
si.it  us  exactly  :  not  down  to  the  ground,  as  they  are  first  floor.  A 
room  with  balcony,  im  the  shade  all  day,  facing  north,  commanding  a 
lovely  sea  view.  What  more  could  mortal  require  ? 

The  air  of  Cromer,  where  there  is  "nothing  between  you  and  the 
North  Pole"— so  any  ica'icious  reports  to  the  contrary  may  be 
safely  disregarded— is  most  exhilarating.  But  the  dust  0 1  The 
dust  1  On  with  the  water  carts,  and  down  with  sandy  dust !  It  is 
all  sand— everywhere.  As  to  situation  the  Semi-Grand  has  a  decided, 
and  tea-sided,  advantage  over  the  other  hotels. 

Delightful  view  from  front  -windows  of  the  Semi-Grand.  Of 
course  the  back  rooms  are  rather  behind  in  this  respect.  Which  is 
bat  natural. 

• 

Civility,  and  a  desire  to  please,  are  the  characteristics  of  the  work- 
ing staff  at  the  Semi-Grand,  directly  you  know  them  individually  and 
ooDective'y.  But,  as  the  song  says,  "  You've  got  to  know  'em  fust." 

With  the  arrangements  of  the  salte  a  manger  as  worked  at  the  Semi- 
Grand  under  the  superintendence  of  a  distinguished  and  invaluable 
foreigner  gar^on  en  chef,  very  little  fault  can  be  found.  The 
experiments  of  the  youthful  and  less-experienced  subordinates  who 
are  probably  there  to  learn  English,  are  interesting  from  a  certain 
point  of  view,  which  is  attained  when,  under  the  guardianship  of 
thtir  chief,  or  one  of  his  trusty  lieutenants,  you  have  had  everything 
you  require.  Then  you  can  sit  and  watch  the  recruits  at  their 
gar y ante  exercises.  . 

I  wonder  if  .the  Generalissimo  has  them  out  for  drill  every  morn- 
ing before  visitors  are  up  ?  Are  there  any  colleges,  or  barracks,  for 
waiters,  where,  as  undergraduates,  or  recruits,  they  can  learn  their 
business?  From  what  I  have  seen  I  should  say  most  probably  not. 
But  there  ought  to  be  schools  and  colleges  for  waiters,  with  degrees 
conferred  and  diplomas  given.  Switzerland  would  be  the  place  where- 
in to  start  this  idea.  , 

Were  it  not  for  the  refreshing  breezes,  which  rival  and  excel 
those  of  Margate,  the  Cromerites  would  be  burnt  to  cinders.  As  it 
is,  they  are  generally  a  delicate  improvement  on  the  colour  of  their 


Did  Napoleon  ever  try  to  land 


own  lobsters  when  boiled.  "  To  this  complexion  must  you  come  at 
last  "—if  you  stay  long  enough  at  Cromer. 

A  Curinsity  at  Cromer.  —  Exactly  in  front  of  where  I  am  now 
seated,  enjojing  the  Cromeric  morning  breezes  on  the  very  edge  of 
the  cliff,  and  at  a  distance  of  about  twenty-five  yards  from  the 
Cromer  Sands,  there  rises  a  remarkable  wooden  effigy,  on  the  true 
import  of  which  I  positively  refuse  to  be  enlightened  by  any  native 
•  ffering  me  a  mere  matter-of-fact  explanation. 

The  object,  which  I  sketch  on  the  spot,  in  order  that  an  expe- 
i  ienced  hand  shall  give  it  artistic  m  erit, 
appears  to  be  the  gigantic  wooden  case 
"made  and  provided"  for  equally 
irigantie  cocked  hat,  originally  worn  by 
Titanic  Admiral,  long  since  laid  up 
in  sea-weed,  with  all  the  rest  of  his 
uniform,  in  the  locker  of  Mr.  Davy 
Jones.  Neptune's  wardrobe  keeper. 
This  huge  o>ject  is  stuck  on  a  pole, 
either  as  marking  the  last  resting- 
place,  there  or  ihereibonts,  of  colossal 
Admiral  aforesaid,  or  it  has  been  for 
ages  left  here  as  indicating-  the  fate 
certain  to  await  the  ruthless  and  reck- 
lessly wi-f  eked  invader.  It  may  mark 
the  spot  where  quietly,  one  dark  night, 
the  Great  NAPOLEON  rehearsed,  all  by 
himself,  the  invasion  of  England  ;  be- 
ing  only  too  glad  to  escape  in  the 

early  dawn,   leaving  his  cocked  hat  at  Cromer,  and  lose  his  ce'ebra'ed 
behind  him,  which,  as  a  Napoleonic  cocked  hat  in  the  attempt  '< 
relic,  was  inclosed  in  a  wooden  case  of 

three  times  its  size,  and  here  exposed,  -with  the  motto  in  best 
Cromerio  French,  addressed  to  NAPOLEON,  should  he  ever  have 
attempted  to  repeat  bis  visit  :  — 

"  Foici  wire  chapeau  a  comes  !     Vena,  le  prendre  !  " 

The  inscription  is,  by  flux  of  time  and  sea-water,  almost,  if  not 
quite,  illegible. 

Or  it  may  mark  the  spot,  banned  and  anathematised,  where  was 
bu-ied,  according  to  the  awfully  soli  mn  Masonic  ritual,  the  mangled 
remains  of  The  Man  who  couldn't  keep  a  secret  !  ! 


ANGLING  EXTRAORDINARY. 

FBOM  The  Scotsman,  Saturday.  September  21,  under  the  heading 
"Angling,"  appears  this  item  of  news  from  "Annan,"  placed  be- 
tween fishing  notes  from  "  Loch  Earn  "  and  "  Dhu  Loch  "  :  — 

LOCH  EARN. — Mr.  WATSON,  fishing  on  Lochearnhead  Hotel  water  yester- 
day, killed  thirty -two  nice  trout. 

ANNAN. — There  were  large  supplies  of  all  classes  of  stock.  Best  beef  made 
Is.  6d.  to  7s.  Urf.  per  stone,  and  mutton  Id.  to  7Jrf.  per  Ib.  There  was  a 
crowded  attendance  cf  buyers  from  England  and  the  South  of  Scotland,  and 
the  demand  was  good  all  through.  Store  cattle  had  a  slow  trade,  and  were 
bad  to  sell.  Quotations  : — Fat  bullocks  up  to  £15  17*.  Gtl. ;  do.  heifers  up  to 
£15  Is.  6d.  •  do.  cows  up  to  £13  17*.  6rf. ;  calving  heifers  £12  12s  6-i. 
Limbs,  16s.  to  29s.  3rf. ;  odd  sheep,  33s.  to  49s  ;  rams,  43s.  6rf. ;  half-bred 
hoggs,  41s.  Gd.  to  44s. ;  cross  do.,  37s.  to  41s.  9il. ;  Cheviots,  38s.  9rf.  to  41s.  9d. 

DHU  LOCH.— On  September  18,  Mr.  KYNASTON  had  fourteen  fish,  4J  Ib., 
heaviest  f  Ib. ;  and  on  19th,  nine,  4  Ib.,  heaviest  1  Ib. 

"  Fat  bullocks  up  to  £15  17s.  6i."  would  try  the  strongest  tackle. 
Splendid  specimen  of  "  Net  Profits-." 

THE  PUTNEY  SPOOK.— Within  the  last  week,  so  reported  one  of  the 
Day-by-Days  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  a  ghost  has  been  heard  of  at 
Putney.  Hundreds  of  Hamlets,  Marcelluses,  and  Barnardos  (with 
Ophelias,  and  other  ladies)  have  gone  out  of  their  way  nightly  to 
•ee  the  ghost.  What  should  a  riverside  ghost  be  like  ?  Obviously 
the  "  main-sheet "  from  a  sailing-boat  is  ready  to  hand,  and  for  its 
head,  at  any  neighbouring  boat-house,  there  is  quite  a  choice  of 
"sculls."  If  any  hair,  there  are  the  "row-locks."  The  ghost 
must  not,  in  our  opinion ,  be  expected  anywhere  with  or  against  the 
stream,  but  in  some  "dead-water."  "Will  the  ghost  walk 
to-night '(  "  is  now  the  Shakspearian  inquiry ;  to  which  the  reply  is, 
"  Go  to  Putney  I "  

ANGELICAL  ! — Herr  AKGELI,  the  Austrian  portrait-painter,  whose 
name,  as  a  "  noun  of  multitude,"  suggests  "  several  ANGELOS  rolled 
into  one,"  is  now  the  QUEEN'S  painter  par  excellence.  Consequently 
he  should  be  known  in  England  as  "  Her  ANGELI."  May  all  good 
ANGELI  guard  Her  Gracious  MAJESTY!  Still,  clever  as  Brother 
BHTJSH  may  be,  it  will  take  a  lot  of  "ANGELI"  to  equal  ene 
"  ANGELO,"  which  his  Christian  name  was  "  MICHAEL." 
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ROMEO  ROBERTSON  AND  JULIET  PAULA  CAMPBELL. 

Mrs.  J.  P.  C.  "0  ROMKO,  ROMBO  !  wherefore  art  thou  ROMBO  't  " 
Borneo Roberlxim.  lleeause  I  have  played  it  before:  but  "0  JULIBT,  JULIBT! 
wherefore  art  thou  JTLIKT  ':  " 

Mrs.  J.  P.  C.  Because  you  cast  me  for  the  part,  and  I  wanted  to  play  it. 

Shalmpeare  adapted  to  the  Lyceum. 

JULIBT  is,  according  to  her  nurs3.  just  fourteen  years  of  a?e. 

The  story  is  that  of  "  Villikins 
and  his  Dinah" : — 

There  was  a  rich  noble  in  Verona 
did  dwell, 

He  had  but  one  daughter  an  un- 
kimmun  fine  young  gal, 

Her  name  it  via  Juliet,  just  four- 
teen years  old, 

With  a  werry  large   fortune  in 
siliver  and  gold. 
Singing  tooral  li  («,/.  lib.). 

The  southern  girl  of  four- 
teen equals  the  northerner  of 
nineteen  ;  and  this  must  ever 
be  the  initial  difficulty  which 
few  experienced  actresses  can 
surmount.  Juliet  is,  in  fact, 
a  single  girl  and  a  married 
young  woman  rolled  into  one. 
"  Single,"  "  double,"  and 
"  there 's  the  rub !  " 

Mrs.  PAT  CAMPBELL'S  Juliet 
takes  the  poieon,  but  not  the 
Muster  Romeo  probably  seventeen,  ard  cake.  Her  Juliet  has  over  her 
Miss  Juhet  certainly  fourteen  year.  old.  tj,e  Bhadow  of  pau!a  Tanque. 

ray.  From  the  commencement,  except  in  the  Balcony  scene,  she  is 
a  Juliet  "  with  a  past."  The  balcony  and  the  moonlight  suit  this 
Juliet.  Good,  too,  is  she  when,  abjectly  miserable,  she  crumples 
herself  up  all  in  a  heap,  like  the  victim  in  a  picture  of  Japanese 
torture,  to  that  at  any  moment,  without  surprising  the  spectator, 
she  might  turn  heels  over  head  and  straighten  herself  out  at  the 
ftet  of  the  irascible  old  Capulet.  Once  again  let  me  adapt  a  verse 
of  the  ancient  ditty : — 

"  Oh  Papa,  oh  Papa,  I  've  not  made  up  my  mind, 
And  to  marry  just  yet  I  do  not  feel  inclined." 
(Aside.")  To'Latirtnce  the  Friar  I  '11  tell  all  my  grief, 
And  the  reverend  gent  may  afl'ord  me  relief 

By  singing  (at  a  dint)  tooral  H  tooral,  &c. 

Judging  from  the  Tanqueray  model,  Mrs.  PAT  CAMPBELL  ought  to 
have  been  at  her  best  in  the  potion  scene ;  but,  she  wasn't.  As  for 
the  final  stabbing,  the  might  as  well  have  tickled  herself  with  a 
straw  and  died  o'  laughing. 

Watching  FOKBES-ROBEBTSON  as  Romeo,  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing what  an  excellent  Samlet  he  would  make ;  perhaps  when  I  see 
him   in   that    character,    I    shall 
remember   how   good   he   was  as 
Romeo : — 

"  Samlet  Jicmeo  amem,  rentoius  Romeo 
Samht." 

But  that 's  another  story;  so  suffice 
it  that  temporarily  FOBDES-ROBEKT- 
SON  is  "  Our  Only  Romeo." 

The  Rev.  NUTCOMBE  GOULD,  as 
Friar  Laurence,  gives  quite  a  new 
reading  of  the  part.  His  Friar  has 
ever  a  merry  little  twinkle  in  his 
eye,  as  if  quietly  enjoying  some  in- 
tensely humourous  idea.  From  this 
point  of  view,  Mr.  NUTCOMBE 
GOULD'S  Friar,  being  a  sort  of  Rev. 
THEODORE  HOOK,  ever  ready  with 
a  practical  joke  and  an  impromptu, 
is  admirable  and— inimitable. 

Mercutio's  part  is  "  full  of 
plums";  but  these,  in  Mr.  COGH- 
LAN'S  mouth,  seemed  rather  to  mar 
the  distinctness  of  his  utterance, 
as  plums  in  a  mouth  have  a  way  of 
doing.  The  Apothecary,  by  Brother 
ROBKRTSON,  was  not  so  poor  as  he  „  ?°mo?.  Ho1**80?  ready  for  any 
looked :  but  in  spite  of  tradition  as  undertakm«-  V™1*  °Pened.  *c- 
to  the  wondrous  excellence  of  this  "  bit  of  character,"  what  is  there 
to  be  done  with  it  except  in  a  three  minutes'  acting  illustration  of  an 
artistic  "make  up"?  Were  I  offered  the  part  I  should  bargain 
(after  settling  of  course  to  receive  a  thousand  a  week)  for  a  scene  »o 
arranged  as  to  show  the  exterior  and  the  interior  of  the  shop.  I 


would  be  on"  from  the  fint,  viribly  deeping  under  the" counter. 
The  interior  should  be  fitted  up  with  shelves  just  as  Romeo  defcribes 
it.  Then  while  Romto  is  talking,  my  Apitherary  would  be  exami- 
ning his  '  till "  ;  he  would  turn  it  upside  down  to  »how  there  was  no 
cash  ;  he  would  then  in  pantomime  explain  how  famished  he  feels, 
and  would  search,  even  in  an  old  mouse-trap,  for  a  bit  of  cheese. 
At  last,  'there  being  no  d'mer  and  no  hop?  of  food,  he,  after  a 


Mrs.  Pat  Juliet  Campbell  making  hers-lf  into  a  Japanese  Puzzle  ai  (he 
takes  a  r  ather's  Curse. 

pantomimic  exhibition  of  frenzied  despair,  would  be  in  the  act  of 
drinking  from  a  large  bottle,  labelled  "Poison,— for  external  appli- 
cation only,''  when  he  hears  Romeo  calling  him.  Then  he  starts : 
while  there  is  life  there  is  hope !  He  answers  the  summons  I  And  so 
forth.  Then  imagine  the  Apothecary  with  the  money  after  Romeo's 
departure  1 1  As  the  scene  is  closing  the  Apothecary  should  be  seen 
bucking  himself  up,  sni  preparing  to  go  out  to  make  a  night  of  it 
at  the  nearest  restaurant.  Should  Mr.  FORBES-ROBERTSON  be 
making  any  alterations  he  is  welcome  to  these  suggestions. 


"THE  CRAWL  TO  THE   SOUTH." 

SIB,— In  "  the  dead  season,"  when  despairing  editors.  01  their 
representatives,  pant  for  something  especially  attractive,  the  maxim 
acted  upon  by  those  whom  Providence  lias  afflicted  with  the 
' ' caeoi:thes  scribendi"  appears  to  be,  "  When  in  doubt  abuse  the 
London,  Chatham,  ana  Dover."  As  a  much-traveled  Ulysses, 
experienced  in  "lines  cast  in  pleasant"  and  unpleasi  nt  'places, 
and  as  a  sympathising  fellow-traveller  with  "A  feann  Ticket 
Holder," — (a  descriptive  signature  rather  suggestive  01  a  "kettle- 
holder"  that  keeps  your  fingers  from  being  burnt.)— I,  the 
Ulysses  aforesaid,  emphatically  endorse  all  that  "  8.  T.  H.,"  in 
the  Timet  of  last  Thursday,  nas  written.  Having  "  crawled " 
North,  South,  East,  and  West,  I  cin  venture  to  affirm  that  the 

r        r1      A'-     II  'a    **  ftvnnvilla      V  «-TIT-..CO  "    ia       a  a   far     aa    mv    ovnpripnnA 


L.  C.  &  D.'s  "Granville  Express"  is.  as  far  as  my  experience 
goes,  which  is  co-extensive  with  the  whole  length  of  the  line,  up 
and  down,  about  the  most  punctusl  of  time-keeping  trains  with 
which  this  Ulyf  sess  happens  to  be  acquainted.  When  "  S.  T.  H." 
attests  that  'for  courtesy  and  attention  to  the  oft-times  exacting 
demands  of  passengers  the  company's  staff  will  compare  not  un- 
favourably icith  those  of  the  Northern  railways,"  I  beg  "  to  say 
ditto" ;  wiih  the  proviso,  that,  personally,  I  am,  in  a  general  way, 
of  Mrs.  MAIAPROP'S  opinion,  that  "caparisons  are  oderous."  Sir, 
addressing  you,  Mr.  Punch,  as  Universal  Chairman  of  All  Rail- 
ways, if  I  wanted  to  pick  out  a  tine  specimen  of  Railway  Troop", 
[  would  go  to  the  London,  Chat-with-'em  and  Dover  for  bath 
"Guards"  and  "Line."  Tours,  Aw  INCONSTANT  THAVELLSB, 

P.8.— By  the  way,  if  names  are  for  anything  in  the  matter  (and  I 
object  to  "  calling  names,"  though  this  must  be  done  at  every  station 
on  the  line),  then  isn't  the  Brighton  and  S.  C.  the  "  Crawley  "  Line  P 
I  only  ask.  __^ 

EDUCATION   NOT   PRICE-LESS.  —  The  Methodist    Times   recently 
announced  that  Mr.  PRICE-HUGHES  is  about  to  publish  an  explana- 
tion of  his  suggestions  as  to  an  "  educational  concordat."    So  the 
S-esent   form   of    the   educational   question   is,    ' ; '  What   T>""" ' 
UGHESi"' 
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EGOMANIA. 


SCENE—  The  Bar  Parlour  of  the  "Little  Ptddlington  Arms"  during  a  shower, 
li/tle  rddlinglonan  (haiding  newspaper  to  Stranger  from  Lindon).  "HAVS  YOU  SEEN  THAT  ACCOUNT  OF  OUR  FISHING  COMPETITION 

IN  TH«  LlTTLX  J'tI)DLI\OTOX  G/AZXTTS,    SlR  1  "  "  No.      I'M   AFRAID   I  "VIS  NOT  I  " 

"  IT  H   A    VtRY  IMTKRK8TINO  ARTICLE,    StR.      Ir  MENTION'S   MV  NAME  SRVSRAL  TIKES  I  "  


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

THE  Baron  has  dipped  into  a  refreshingly  lij<ht  and  airy  volume 
called  The  Impressionsnf  Aureole,  pub'ished  byCHATTO  AND  WINDUS. 
lutt  the  volume  for  the  tourist  resting:  awhile  from  his  Lindon- 
•leasonable  labrar'.  Aureole  does  a  little  hit  of  everything  and 
enjoys  it  all.  She  has  the  faculty  cf 
appreciation  for  scenes  ia  town  and  country, 
at  home  and  abroad.  She  "sails  avay  in 
a  galliant  ship"  like  Roy  Neil's  bride  into 
Icebergian  regions,  where  ''we  pray  under 
our  breaths  for  illuminating  sunshine  and 
the  ice  bink  is  given  us  in  half-miraculous 
substitution."  "  Half-miraiulous  "  is  good. 
Half  a  mi'acle  better  than  no  miracle  at 
all. 

Then    on    another      cceasiin     writes 
Aureole  :  — 

"  We  find  our  way  into  a  gleamy  wood,  and  I 
gather  some  crimson  berries,  oozing  from  a  cool 
green  bank  like  drops  of  blood,  while  unfamiliar  blossoms  flourish  in  gay 
clu-ters  at  my  feet." 

'•  Personally,"  says  (he  Baron,  speaking  for  himself,  "  should  not 
likfi  to  gather  'drops  of  blood.'"  Glad  that  the  blossoms  were  so 
wn.ll  bthived  as  not  to  be  familiar. 

How  delightful  to  be  on  board  with  our  enthusiastic  Aureole,  and, 
if  she  will  only  trust  one  with  it,  enjoy  for  a  few  moments  the  loan 
•  pf  her  "ivory  lorgnette"  with  "diamond  initials"  which  "seem  to 


responsirely  when,"    says  Aureole,   "  I  sweep  the   horizon 
ifilh  ecstacy." 

Aureole,  the  gadabout  and  globetrotter,  is  delightful  everywhere. 
Thj  one  touch  of  domestic  nature  does  come  in  now  and  again,  and 
her  "dear  BILL,"  her  "handsome  BILL,"  her  rackety,  good-half  BILL, 
on  bsing  remindedby  Aureole  that  they  haveto  dine  atthe  Savoy  7.30, 
exclaims  "  Confound  these  blessed  bothering  cafes.  This  i*  five 
n;ghts  running.  Can't  we  chnck  the  thing?"  Then  Aureole  asks 
him  '  What  on  earth  do  yon  want  ?  "  "  Want  I  '  why  a  mutton  chop, 
and  a  wife,  and  a  whisky-and-scda,  nays  BILL,  brutally."  And  then 
hey  go  to  the  "palace  of  luxury"  and  "dine  with  seven  other 


spirits  more  weary  than  ourselves."    8i  they  might  all  dirge  in 
chorus  the  old  duet  of  "  Again  we  come  to  thee,  Savoy  .'" 

The  Masked  Ball  story  is  very  well  told— quite  a  little  comedy ; 
and  of  course  all  the  gay  resorts  at  home  and  abroad  are  vinted 
by  the  lively  A  Creole.  'Tis  a  ske'ch  of  "  How  we  live  now,"  and 
must  please  a  number  of  people  who  are  "in  the  movement,"  and 
a  great  many  more  who  are  out  of  it,  but  who  like  to  be  up  in  what 
is  going  on,  and  to  imagine  that  they  also  could  bs  of  the  gay  world 
if  only  they  chose.  Fill  me  a  bumper  of  cold  (not  iced)  champagne, 
whieh,  to  Aureole,  quaff* 

The  appreciative  BABON  DE  BOOK-WOBMS. 

P.S.— To  those  among  his  realing-friend*  who  appreciate  the  clever 
and  amusing  work  of  "  GYP,"  the  Baron  strongly  recommends  Le 
CcEitr  a'Ariane.  No  necessity  to  tend  t>  "Rue  Auher"  for  it: 
al'ez  le  cherchtr  chez  M.  ROQUES,  64,  New  Bold  Street,  and  see  that 
yoa  get  if.  The  Baron  wishes  you  may  get  it,  aj  you  are  certain  to 
enjoy  tie  boofc  immensely.  Be  prepared  to  be  thoroughly  enjuU  by 
the  artless  Ariane. 

ROEHAMPTON  GATE  AND  THE  L.  C.  C. 

THE  public,  represented  by  the  First  Commissioner  of  Works 
in  the  Liberal  Government,  testified  towards  "  Priory  Lane  "  (if 
we  remember  aright,  a  provokingly  private  road,  leading,  as  a 
thort  cut,  from  Wandsworth  Common  up  to  "  Roehampton  Gate," 
•which  is  a  closed  entrance  to  Richmond  Park)  what  Sam  Weller 
might  have  correctly  described  as  a  "Priory  attachment";  but 
though  its  opening  to  the  public  would  have  been  granted  freely  by 
its  owner,  on  condition  that  the  London  County  Council  and  Wands- 
wortli  authorities  should  make,  repair,  and  keep  in  order  the  road, 
the  London  County  Council  refused  to  take  any  part  in  the  matter, 
and  so  Priory  Lane,  "with  bars  at  each  end,"  remains  a  "spot 
barred"  to  the  Richmond  Park-loving  Londoner.  The  cost  of 
making  this  mile  and  a  quarter  is  over-estimated  at  £2000.  But  as 
there  are,  as  the  Daily  Chronicle  describes  it,  "ban  at  each  end," 
surely  these  "bars,"  if  properly  licensed,  would  bring  in  a  splendid 
revenue  from  thirsty  pedestrians,  equestrians,  and  wheelers  of  all 
sorts  atd  conditions. 
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"NICE    FOR   THE    VISITORS." 

(Sketch  outside  a  Fashionable  Hotel.) 


THE  LAST  OF  MOWGLI. 

["The  Man-pack  do  not  love  jungle-tales." — 
Sudyard  Kipling  in  the  P.  M.  O.  of  Sept.  26.J 

SACRED 
To  the  Memory 

of 
MOWGLI, 

Alias  Little  Frog,  Manling,  Nathoo,  and 
Master  of  the  Jungle, 

Who, 
After  lingering  on  in  columns  of  print, 

Came  to  a  Doubtful  End 
In  a  series  of  Asterisks  in  an  Evening  Paper, 
And  in  the  Paws  of  BALOO. 

He  was 

Of  Uncertain  Parentage, 

Of  Unprincipled  Character, 

Of  Carnivorous  and  generally  Unpleasint 

Habits, 

And, 

Though  he  had  one  or  two  Good  Point?, 

On  the  whole  may  be  described 

As 

A  TllOHOUGH-PACED  YOUNG  RASCAL. 

He  had 

(In  common  with  the  rest  of  the  Jungle- 
People) 
A  curious  and  somewhat  incomprehensible 

style  of  expressing  HIMSELF 
In  Metaphors  and  Master-words, 


Which 
After  a  bit 

Rather  got  on  9ne's  Nerves,  unless,  of  course, 
You  like  that  eort  of  thing. 

He  was,  however. 
Considered  by  some  to  be  Good  Copy, 

And,  as  siirh, 

His  Temporary  Extinction 

Is  mourned  by  his  Sorrowing  Editors  and 

Publishers. 
He  will  probably  reappear 

At  a  later  date 
In  three- and- six  penny  book-form, 

Where  we  wish  HIM 

All  possible  success  and  a  few  elucidatory 
FOOTNOTES. 


And  now, 

In  the  words  of  TOE  PANTHER  BAUH  KKKA, 
Is  the  Time  of  New  Talk. 


DABUJG  PBOPHECY. — When  it  happens,  it 
will  be  remembered  how  Mr.  P.'s  own  prophet 
said  of  the  retirement  of  President  FAURE, 
that  it  was  "a  Faure-gone  conclusion." 
Verb.  lap.  

NOTK.— That  Russia  was  to  be  allowed 
to  occupy  Port  Arthur  seems  to  have  been 
a  Port-  Arthurian  legend." 


SUMMER  OUT  OP  SEASON. 

["  Thtro  is  a  theory  ....  according  to  which 
Texas  owes  its  torrid  climate  to  the  fact  that  it  it 
separated  only  by  a  sheet  of  brown  paper  from  a 
reservoir  of  heat  not  of  solar  origin.  During  the 
last  few  days  it  must  hare  occurred  to  many  to 
inspect  that  the  partition  between  ourselves  and 
that  great  store  of  caloric  must  by  some  untoward 
accident  hare  been  reduced  to  something  of  Texan 
tenuity."— The  Timet.] 

Tax  summer  had  gone,  from  city  and  park. 
But — in   mid-September— com*  back   for  a 

lark! 

And  hanged  the  thermometer  up  again. 
It    made    Mr.    BULL    mop,  and    puff,  and 

perspire ; 

It  filled  Mr?.  BULL  with  amazement  and  ire, 
And  throttled  her  poor  old  pug  pup  again. 
For  fires  had  been   lighted   and   top-coats 

put  on. 
When— something  amazing  occurred  in  the 

mm, 

And  "  heat- waves  ".went  wildly  cavorting 
About  our  old  planet  in  fashion  quite  frantic. 
The  Briton  was  floored  by  the  wonderful 

antic. 

Flayed  midmost  his  season  of  sporting. 
"Ehr    Ninety  degrees   in   the   (hade— in 

September  ? 

So  monstrous  a  marvel  I  do  not  remember  I 
Here,  put  away  big,  gun,  and  cartridges  I 
Bring  in  a  cider-cup—iced.     My  dear  boy, 
Sport,  at  midsummer  heat,  who  can  really 

enjoy, 

By  Jove!    It  will  roast  the  young  par- 
tridges I" 
"  A  hundred  and  nine !    Nay,  a  hundred  and 

ten! 
By  Jove,  it  will  melt  oil  the  point  of  my 

pen!!!" 

The  editor  howled  in  his  snuggery. 
The  dandy  in  shirt-sleeves  sat  down  to  his 

dinner, 
The  City  Police  grew  perceptibly  thinner, 

The  cab-driver  sported  a  puggaree. 
It  played  up  the  mischief  with  pleasure  and 

work, 

It  played  into  the  hands  of  athletes  in  New- 
York, 

Who  licked  molten  Britiskers  hollow. 
It  set  the  'bus  drivers  indulging  in  naps, 
It  made  evening  papers   use  up   all    their 

"caps," 

And  it  hindered  1he  flight  of  the  swallow. 
It  fogged  all  earth's  creatures  from  mam- 
moth to  midge, 
It  made  the  bees  swarm  under  Blackf  riars 

Bridge, 
And  owls  play  strange   freaks  down  at 

Chiswick ; 

And  when  it  got  over  a  hundred  and  nine. 
It  worked  on  same  portly  old  buffer-  like 

wine, 

On  some  elderly  fogies  like  physio. 
0  summer's  a  guest  we  all  part  with  in 

sorrow; 

But  when  she  comes  back  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, 

(Instead  of  in  six  months,  or  seven,) 
Before  her  late  sorrowing  mourners  are  ready, 
Society's  course  she  is  apt  to  unsteady, 

Till  we  wish  her  in  Tophet-or  heaven. 
But  there  is  one  thing  our  late  summer  has 

done: 

It  has  widened  the  realm  cf  the  Spirit  of  Fum ! 
Ironical  ?    Nay,  not  a  particle  I 
'e'll  pardon  this  "heat-wave"   a  lot  of 

small  crimes 
Because  —  it    hat    made   our    own    lerioui 

"Times" 
Indulge  in  a  humorou*  article  .' .' ! 


We' 


THE  AGE  OF  LOVK  (computed  by  the  Daily 
Telegraph).— The  time  of  the  Silly  Season. 
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THE    VERY    LATEST    "HITTITE"    SEAL! 


THIS  most  remarkable  seal,  while  not,  perhaps,  affording  a  complete  solution  of  the 
"  Hittite "  problem,  presents  many  features  of  the  greatest  possible  interest.  In  general 
form  it  is  of  the  shape  known  to  the  scientific  world  as  the  Kennington  Ocal,  and  the  fact, 
in  reality,  affords  the  key  to  the  partial  decipherment  of  the  "  Piotcgraphs  "  on  the  two 
faces  of  the  seal. 

At  the  upper  part  of  the  first  face,  shown  above,  is  a  double-headed  goddess,  wearing  a 
cap  with  horns,  which  would  seem  to  indicate  that  the  well-known  "Horns  "  at  Kennington 
was,  in  early  times,  a  temple  dedicated  to  the  goddess  who  specially  watched  over  the  chances 
of  some  ancient  pastime  to  which  these  incised  figures  manifestly  refer.  Beneath  this  goide  ss 
is  a  two-headed  bird,  hitherto  supposed  to  be  an  eagle ;  but  we  consider  that  its  identity 
with  the  bird  known  to  connoisseurs  as  the  "  Dauble-JDuck,"  i<  now  folly  established. 

Beneath  this,  again,  is  a  curious  dwarf  figure  with  straddling  If  gs,  which,  as  occurring 
elsewhere,  has  been  described  as  homunculus.  He  is  evidently  engaged  in  practising  the 
pastime  above  referred  to.  On  the  right  is  a  curious  triangular  object,  in  which  we  can 
scarcely  be  wrong  in  seeing  a  primitive  tent  or  pavilion,  an  adj  unct  of  great  importance  to 
the  players  in  times  of  hunger. 

The  other  face  bears  a  spirited  "  Piotograph"  of  more  than  ordinary  realism,  representing, 
we  would  suggest,  the  triumphal  retirement  of  the  homunculus  at  the  conclusion  of  his 
performance,  and  the  animated  figures  above  would  seem  to  represent  the  rejoicing  adherents 
of  the  retiring  player.  The  objects  above  have  sorely  puzzled  the  student,  but  we  think  it 
may  DOW  be  generally  admitted  that  they  depict  the  sun  setting  in  splendour  behind  a 
reservoir  of  some  gaseous  compound  such  as  may  even  now  be  seen  at  Kennington. 

It  is  even  suggested  by  some  that  the  homunculus  may  be  actually  a  portrait  of  some 
diminutive  but  distinguished  Surii  player  of  primitive  times. 


WELCOME  HOME! 

IT  is  with  great  satisfaction  that  we  read, 
in  the  columns  of  the  South  Wales  Daily 
Netcs,  of  a  citizens'  meeting  in  the  Cardiff 
Town  Hall,  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  and 
arranging  plans  the  object  of  which  is  to  give 
a  suitable  and  cordial  "  Welcome-home  Re- 
ception" to  the  noble  owner  of  Valkyrie  III., 
up  m  his  return  from  the  United  States.  That 
"gallant  little  Wales"  should  take  the  in- 
itiative in  such  a  project  is  only  natural, 
and  JOHN  BULL  congratulates  TAFFY,  and 
sincerely  hopes  that  his  happily-proposed 
demonstration  to  the  Glamorganshire  peer 
will  be  carried  out  with  all  the  success  it 
deserves.  _  Lord  DUNKAVEN  has  done  much 
for  yachting,  and  his  recent  fportstnan-like 
conduct  under  the  trying  circumstance]  he 
encountered  in  the  "  trans-pond-tine  drama," 
The  America  Cap,  fully  merit;  recognition, 
not  only  from  Wales,  but  also  from  the  rest 
of  the  United  Kingdom.  Slightly  parody- 
ing BTBON,  we  might  address  ihe  following 
lines  to  Miss  COLUMBIA  : — 

Laugh  while  thou  canst — another  race 
May  make  thee  Cup-less,  pretty  Yankee! 

But  let  the  ships  hare  "  elbow  "  space 
Or  else  we  '11  have  to  say,  "  No,  thank  'ee." 


Gn,  BLAS-E.— CHARLES  LAMB  declared  the 
human  species  to  be  divided  into  two  distinct 
races,  the  men  who  borrow  and  the  men  who 
lend,  cf  which  he  considered  the  former  to  be 
infinitely  superior  to  the  latter,  and  conse- 
quently designated  them  the  "  Great  Race." 

!  Now,  undoubtedly  the  great  race  in  Paris  at 
present  is  the  female  lace,  the  race  of  lady 
bicyclists  who,  not  content  with  borrowing 
men's  hearts,  have  appropriated  the  mascu- 
line garment  as  well.  The  enterprising  Gil 
Bias  newspaper  recently  "brought  on"  a 
novelty  in  the  way  of  Courses  d  bicyclettes 

I  for  opera  dancers,  which  took  place  with  great 
eclat  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  The  fair 
terpsiohoreans.  f rom  "primo  ballerina  asso- 
luta,  who  is  famous  from  St.  Petersburg  to 
Utah,"  to  the  humblest  rat,  or  ballet-girl, 
at sembled  in  force,  and,  with  "  light  fan- 
tastic toe"  and  "twinkling  foot"  pressing 
the  treadles  of  their  willing  machines,  kee-nly 
contested  the  various  events,  to  the  hugd 
delight  of  a  concourse  of  frivolous  boulevar- 
diers.  After  the  morning's  sport  the  chic 
Bicycli-ennes  wera  entertained  at  an  elegant 
dejeuner,  the  menu  of  which,  compiled  by  ai 
Anglo-Parisian  gourmet,  ccmpmed  among 
its  appetising  items  a  rew  dish,  to  wit, 
(Eufs  Cocottes  d  "  I'  Wheel." 


ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

RELIEVED  for  a  space  by  my  own  decree 
from  the  mere  labour  of  searching  for  topics 
in  the  newspaper  press  of  the  United  King- 
dom, I  have  been  seeking  recreation  in  the 
pursuit,  how  eften  unavailing,  of  the  par- 
tridge. "Come  down  on  Thursday  next," 
wrote  mv  friend,  HAB.TEY,  "  for  four  or  five 
days.  We  are  going  to  shoot  our  outddes." 
This  was  sufficiently  alarming,  but  it  was 
obviously  better  than  shooting  our  insides, 
and  accordingly  on  the  appointed  day  the 
county  of  Norfolk  received  me. 

WOULD  that  it  were  sufficient  on  these 
occasions  merely  to  arouse  the  primitive 
sporting  instinct  of  man,  to  revertto  the  fringe 
of  barbarism  and  to  sally  out,  scantily  clothed, 
with  sling  or  bow  or  snare,  in  quest  of  game. 
But  alas,  the  cnree  of  civilisation  cannot  be 
got  rid  of ;  one  has  to  think  of  cartridges, 
cartridge-rags,  caps,  boots,  gaiters,  stock- 
ings, and  heaven  knows  what  besides.  And 
in  the  end  the  odds  are  quite  ten  to  one  that 
you  forget  your  cartridge-magazine,  or  that 
your  beautiful  new  pair  of  patent  hammer- 
less  ejector  guns  get  left  under  the  seat  of 
the  rail  way- carriage  aid  become  for  a  day  or 
two  the  sport  of  station-masters  and  porters 
on  the  Great  Eastern  Railway. 

"  SHOOTING  the  outsides  "  is  a  sport  by  itself. 
Your  one  desire  is  to  keep  the  birds  off  the 
land  of  your  neighbours  ;  the  one  desire  of 
the  birds  is  to  seek  that  land.  Your  best 
covey  gets  up  and  pops  comfortably  into  a 
lovely  root-field  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
away,  but  you  cannot  go  after  it,  for  the  field 
belongs  to  another  property,  and  the  derisive 
birds  can  chirp  and  run  at  their  ease,  while 
you  tramp  on,  shotless,  under  a  broiling  sun. 
However,  the  outsides  have  to  be  made  good, 
aid  now  and  then  a  slice  of  luck  rewards  you. 
For  instance,  if  a  neighbouring  vicar  has 
given  notice  that  after  a  certain  date  he  means 
to  thoot  over  his  own  glebe,  your  delight  is 
all  the  keener  when  you  all  but  annihilate  a 
large  covey  of  birds  whose  home  is  on  the 
glebe.  

THERE  is  much  humour  in  dogs.  Your 
own  retriever,  whom  you  have  broken  your- 
self, is  of  cour-'e  the  quietest  ar.d  best- 
behaved  dog  in  the  world.  He  also  possesses 
the  surest  nose  and  the  softest  mouth.  Why, 
then,  does  he  choose  a  moment  when  every- 
body is  looking  to  run  in  wildly  and  disturb 
every  bird  in  the  field  P  Or  why,  when  you 
have  sent  him  in  pursuit  of  a  runner,  djes  he 
lie  down  and  pant,  while  the  keeper's  dog, 
a  tangled  door-mat  of  the  poodle  species, 
solidly,  and  without  ostentation,  tracks  down 
ihe  wounded  bird,  and  finally  deposits  it  at 
the  keeper's  feet,  just  as  you  are  assuring 
everybody  that  there  is  not  a  vestige  of  scent, 
and  that  no  dog  could  possibly  ba  expected  to 
work  in  such  weather. 

THEN,  again,  I  want  to  know  this  about 
partridges.  How  is  that,  when  they  are 
driven  to  the  guns,  they  always  select  a  novice 
and  unanimously  fly  over  his  headP  There 
is  an  unerring  instinct  about  them.  Your 
novice  may  disguise  himself  in  all  the  sfort- 
stained  paraphernalia  of  a  veteran  shoo'er. 
files  i  his  limple  heart,  he  can't  deceive  the 
bird?.  They  come  to  him  and  court  the  death 
that  never  comes  with  a  hercic  persistency. 
When  he  has  attained  to  the  siatus  of  a 
veteran,  and  the  birds  about  him  are  scarcer, 
he  will  look  back  with  a  fond  regret  to  the 
days  of  his  bird-frequented  novitiate. 

THE  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  par- 
tridges possess  a  cunning  amounting  to  genius. 
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Under'a  soft  and  guileless  exterior  the  par- 
tridge hides  a  store  of  deceitful  wiles  that 
might  put  SHKBI.OCK  HOLMES  or  any  of  his 
countless  imitators  to  shame.  His  ore  object 
is  not  to  be  killed,  and  this  he  pursues  with  a 
ferocious  pertinacity  against  which  keepers, 
beaters,  dogs  and  guns  match  themselves  in 
Tain.  Here,  thon,  is  a  ballad  of  the  cunning 
partridge. 

THK  partridge  is  a  cunning  bird, 

He  likes  not  those  who  bring  him  do*  n  : 
From  age  to  age  he  has  preferred 

The  shots  who  bla/e  into  the  brown, 
Whose  stocks  come  never  shoulder-high, 

Who  never  pause  to  pick  and  choose, 
But  on  whose  biceps  you  descry 

The  black,  the  blue,  the  tell-tale  bruise. 

Or  should  a  stubborn  cartridge  swell, 

And  jam,  as  it  may  chance,  your  gun, 
The  sly  old  partridge  knows  it  well, 

"  Great  Scott  I "  he  seems  to  chirp  "here's 

fun." 
He  gathers  all  his  feathered  tribe, 

They  leave  the  stubble  or  the  grass, 
Anl  with  one  wild  and  whirling  gibe 

Above  your  silent  mu/zles  pass. 

Your  scheme  you  carefully  contrive, 

And,  while  each  beater  waves  hU  flag, 
Your  fancy,  as  they  duly  drive, 

Already  tees  a  record  bag. 
But,  lo,  they  baulk  your  keen  desire, 

For,  though  with,. birds   the. sky  gr^ws 

black. 
Not  one  of  them  will  face  the  fire, 

And  every  blessed  bird  goes  back. 

For  partridges  I  '11  try  no  more ; 

Why  should  I  waste  in  grim  despair  Y 
Take  me  to  far  Albania's  shore, 

And  let  me  lutr  the  woodcock  there. 
Or  on  the  Susquehanna's  stream 

I  '11  shoot  with  every  chance  of  luck 
The  gourmet's  glory  and  his  dream, 

The  canvas- back,  that  juicy  duck. 

Yea,  any  other  bird  I'll  shoot, 

But  not  again  with  toil  and  pain 
[  Ml  tramp  the  stubble  or  the  root, 

Nor  wait  behind  a  fence  in  vain. 
For  of  all  birds  you  hit  or  miss 

(I  've  tried  it  out  by  every  test), 
Again  I  say  with  emphasis 

The  partridge  is  the  cunninge&t. 

So  much  for  the  partridge.  Before  many 
weeks  are  over  it  is  quite  possible  that  I  may 
have  to  promote  the  pheofant  to  the  top  rank 
of  cunning.  And  this  I  know  full  well  about 
my  friend  the  pheasant,  that,  although  he  is 
a  large  bird  and  seems  ti  fly  slowly,  he  is  a 
very  hard  bird  lo  hit,  as  he  ought  to  be  hit. 
And  most  of  us  rind  it  much  easier  to  hit  the 
immeasurable  space  by  which  every  bird  on 
the  wirg  is  surrounded. 


RAILWAY  TRAVELLING. 
SIR,— Whenever  I  find  a  Pullman  car  I 
invariably  travel  in  it.  It  is  only  a  shilling 
or  two  over  the  ordinary  fare,  but  oh  the 
luxury!  So,  with  the  ancient  Roman,  who 
knew  all  about  it,  I  exclaim :  — 

"  Pullman  qui  meruil  ferat" 

The  <ranslation  is  evident,  and  I  present  the 
molt )  to  the  Company  generally. 

A  TBAVELLIKG  FELLOW. 


RECULEB  POUR  MIEUX  SAUTES. — The  ther- 
mometer (according  to  the  Daily  Chronicle) 
about  ten  days  ago  "went  back  a  little  in 
order  to  make  a  bigger  spring."  It  succseded 
in  making  a  second  summer. 


A    FIN    DE   SIECLEISM. 

Sympathetic  Lady.  "  I  HOPB  YOU  HAD  A  GOOD  HOLIDAY,  Miss  SMITH." 

Overworked  Dressmaker.  "OH  YES,  MY  LADY.    I  TOOK  MY  MACHINE  WITH  MB,  YOU  KNOW  I " 

S.  L.  "  WHAT  A  FIT?  ;  YOU  SHOULD  GIVB  up  NBEDLB  AND  THREAD  WHEN  YOU  'KB  our 

FOR  A 

0.  D,  "On,  I  DON'T  MKAH  MY  SBWIKO  MACHISB  I    I  REFER  TO  MY  BICYCLB  I" 


"SIC  TRANSIT  GLORIA  HOODI." 

A  TRADITIONAL  relio  of  the  picturesque 
poacher  prince  of  Sherwood  Forest,  were  it 
even  "  no  bigger  than  an  s gate- stone  on  the 
forefinger  <f  an  alderman,  would,  we  pre- 
tume,  be  worthy  of  jealous  preservation.  It 
is,  therefore,  the  more  surprising  that  York- 
bhiremen  have  not  taken  adequate  means  for 
the  protection  of  "a  massive  piece  of  mill- 
stone grit  which,  from  time  immemorial,  has 
stood  on  a  rising  ground  overlooking  the  Aire 
Valley."  lUclining  ia  the  shade  of  this  his- 
toric stone— named  after  him — "bold  ROBIN 
HOOD  would,  with  his  Maid  MARIAN,  sup 
and  bowse  from  horn  and  can,"  using  it  as  a 
kind  of  half-way  house,  so  to  speak,  on  his 
journeys  to  York.  But  oh.  shade  of  Friar 
TUCK,  thou  genial  exemplar  (dare  we  hint  it  '•) 
of  what  is  known  as  the  "  sporting  "  parson 


—a  tjpe.  alas !  rapidly  becoming  as  extinct 
as  thyself — the  Vandal  hordes,  in  the  shape 
of  the  Bradford  Corporation,  have  come  with 
their  destroying  trail  of  dynamite,  and,  under 
base  pretence  of  making  way  for  a  water 
conduit,  have  cloven  the  liobm  Hood  stone 
into  four  parlt !  Not  until  the  blasting 
powder  was  in  position  did  the  people  realise 
the  full  horror  of  the  dread  deed  about  to 
be  wrought ;  and  then,  to  save  that  which 
ores  sheltered  an  outlaw,  they  sent  fjr  a 
policeman,  who,  of  course,  arrived  "after 
the  blast  was  over."  "The  occurrence  has 
caused  a  feeling  of  indignation  throughout  the 
district,  '  says  the  Yorkshire  Post,  adding, 
"  and  it  is  unlikely  that  the  incident  will  be 
passed  over  in  silence."  It  certainly  was  not 
accomplished  "in  silence"!  Yorkers!  why 
did  you  not  shut  the  stable  door  before  the 
steed  was  stolen '( 
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THE  THEEE  WEIRD  WRITERS  OF  DRTJRY  LANE. 

SCESE— Somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Drury  Lane.    Any 
time  b'fore  the  prodrction  of  "  Cheer,  Boys,   Cheer." 


First  W.  W.  (Sir  Druriolanus).  When  shall  we  three  meet  again  ? 

In  thunder,  lightning,  shine,  or  rain  P 
Second  W.  W.  (C.  Raleigh).  When  the  hurly-burly's  done, 

When  by  play  we  've  lost  or  won. 

Third  W.  W.  (H.  Hamilton).  'Twill  be  settled  by  the  run ! 
First  W.  W.  Where  the  scenes  ? 


ToMatahelel 

Rotten  Row ! 


Second  W.  W.  (happily).  From  Polo  go 
Pint  W.  W.  (excitedly). 
Third  W.  W.  (grandly). 
Fit-it  W.  W.  To  WOBTH  of  Paris ! 
Second  IV.  W.  (receiving  a  note  from  the  Musical  Director).  GLOVI  B 
calls! 

Third  W.  W.  (having  had  a  line  from  a  Costumier).  Whit  I  Boscu! 
All  three  (solemnly  dancing  round  the  cauldron). 

Polo,  gold  mines,  Rotten  Row, 

Costumes  grand,  comedian  low, 

Round  about  the  country  go ! 

The  Weird  Writers  hand  in  hand 

Posters  stick  throughout  the  land. 

Us  they  '11  wiite  about,  about  1 

Three  to  one,  it  will  be  fine  I 

Writers  three  we  thus  combine  I 

Piece!    The  curtain 's up !  [They  vanish. 

And  the  melodrama,— showing  how  a  match  wan  broken  off  at  a  Polo 
gathering,  and  how  many  times  in  one  evening  Mr.  HKHBY  NEVILLE 
can  take  off  his  hat  in  a  wonderful  variety  of  courteous  ways,  and 
how  he  gets  taken  off  himself  by  a  Matabelian  shot ;  showing,  too,  how 
fnnny  Mr.  GIDDENS  and  Mr.  LIONEL  RIGNOLD  can  be,  and  how  ad- 
mirably Miss  FAKNY  Bfioron  behaves  as  an  tccentrio  lady  of  fashion 
in  exceptionally  trying  circumstances  ;  how  gjod  CHAKLES  DALTON  is 
as  a  villain ;  how  strikingly  DHUEIOLANUS  has  managed  stage  effects, 
and  how  admirably  his  auxiliaries  have  done  their  work,— the  melo- 
drama, containing  all  this  and  very  much  more,  achieves  a  distinct 
success. 

POOH  Mrs.  LAKGTBY!  "  What  all  my  pretty  chicks  at  one  fell 
swoop !  "  "  The  pretty  chicks  "  would  be  represented  by  "  a  pretty 
cheque."  Lots  more  where  they  came  from,  and  their  fair  owner  may 
yet  ting  about  them  triumphantly  to  the  tune  of  "  Lillie-bulero,"  or 
any  other  that  takes  her  fancy  if  she  objects  to  the  original  air  as  being 
out  of  date.  Why  not  a  new  version  of  "  Ti-a-ra  Boom-de-ay  "  ? 

"  AN  INTOLERABLE  NUISANCE."— The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  is  to  be 
felicitated  upon  a  praiseworthy  but,  unfortunately,  unsuccessful 
attempt  to  institute  a  campaign  against  the  organ  fiends  hauntiog  our 
streets.  But  the  letters  which,  under  the  heading  "  An  Intolerable 
NuisaBce,"  poured  in  brisklv  at  first,  have  finally <? ceased  and  deter- 
mined." We  have  been  told  of  a  village,  "  in  the  Ausonian  hillp," 
peopled  by  retired  organ-grindera  who,  having  amassed  a  fortune- 
resulting  from  bribes,  given  by  the  despairing  citizen,  as  an  induce- 
ment to  the  torturer  to  remove  himself  "  to  the  next  street  "—repair 
thither  to  enjoy  an  otium  cum  dignitate,  untroubled  by  any  qualm  of 
coD'cience  for  the  sufftring  inflicted  by  them  upon  patient  Britoni 

ill  eome  Aorum  Organon  tell  us  the  wheicibouts  of  this  Utopia, 
letus  thither  banish  in  shiploads  1h?se  "intolerable  nuisance" '' 


CABBY-  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack,") 
No.  VI.— FARES  AND  FINDS. 

TBS  Mistery  of  a  Hansom  Cab  f   Oh  yes,  I've  read  it ;  or  leastways 

dipped  into  it. 
Rayther  perlice-newsy  sort  of  a  story;  strong  flaviour  of  murder 

and  -unsweetened  gin  to  it. 
Less  cab  than  license,"  young  MULBEKRY  sniggers.    Young  MITL- 

BKHKY  fancies  'imself  as  a  joker. 
Still,  we  do  'ave  some  rum  finds  in  our  cabs,  from  a  set  o'  false  teeth 

to  a  red-ended  poker. 

Give  me  a  shiver  the  latter  thing  did.    I  'ad  just  dropped  one  fare 

and  'ad  took  up  a  toiler. 
First  was  a  gloomyish  kind  of  a  cove  with  a  oystery  heye  and  cheeks 

sailer  and  oiler ; 
Second  as  smart  a  young  minx  as  you  'd  meet.    I  'ad  'ardly  whipped 

UD  when  I  'eard  such  a  squeaking, 
And  eharp  through  the  trap  shoved  a  scarlet-hued  summat.    It  give 

me  a  turn,  in  a  manner  o'  speaking. 

Parties  are  wonderful  partial  to  prodding  with  brolly  or  walking- 
stick,  ah  yes,  and  rifles. 

Fares  when  they  want  you  to  pull  up  'ave  got  little  thought  for  your 
eyes  and  they  don't  stick  at  trifles. 

But  this  was    a    rayther  unusual  prodder!     "'Old  'ard,   Miss," 

I  says.     "  Wot 's  this  'ere  little  caper  ?  " 

Oh,  Cabby !  "  she  squeals,  "  put  me  down !    It's-a  'orror— I  found 
in  the  corner  'ere — wropped  in  brown  paper  I  " 

Out  she  would  git ;  when,  a  puffin'  and  wheezin',  up  came  the  old 

buffer  who  'd  left  it  behind  'im. 
'  That 's  mine  !  "  'e  gulps,  and  'e  grabs  it  like  winking.     "  Ah,  my 

poor  JOEY  I    I  wish  I  could  find  'im 
One 'arf  as  easy.    The  clev* rest  clown,  Miss,  in  England;  and  this 

was  'is  favrit  hot  poker. 
All 'e 'as  left  to  remember  'im  by!  "—an"  'e  'ugged  it.    I  pitied 

the  sailer  old  joker. 

But  Miss,  she  turned  rusty,  and  cut  up 'er  didos.    "You  ought  to 

know  better,"  she  sniffed.    "  It 's  j  ust  ojus 
To  leave  'orrid  pbjecks  like  that  in  a  cab;  though  I  own  it 'swell 

fitted,  and  'ighly  commojns  ; 
But  lor',  'ou>  it  scared  me  I "  ''  Well,  lydy,"  I  says,  being  roughed  up 

a  bit  by  'er  stuckuppy  manner, 
"It  wouldn't  V  bit  you,  or  burnt  you,  if  you  'adn't  opened  it, 

I'll  bet  a  quid  to  a  tanner." 

Whereon  she  flounced  off  without  paying  no  fare.     "  Humph ! " 

snorts  the  old  gent,  and  forks  over  a  smiling. 
Talk  about  'onesty  1    Give  the  respectables  eharnce  of  a  safe  bite, 

and  ain't  they  just  willing  ? 
'Onetty  's  scarcer  than  millions,  I  reckon.    You  just  leave  a  purse  or 

a  pencil-case  'andy 
For  fares  to  lay  'old  on,  and  see  if  there 's  much  of  a  choice  'twixt 

poor  Cabby  and  polished-np  dandy. 

Bat  t'other  evening,  a  'igh-nosed  old  dowager  tipped  me  bare  fare, 

and  away  she  was  sailing 
When  I  twigged  a  smart  fed-skin  bag  in  'er  'and  as  I  knew  my  last 

fare — who  seemed  toddly  and  ailing — 
Had  carried  before,  and  it  chinked  as  she  shook.    "  Excuse  me,"  I 

says,  "  but  that  bag,  mum— I  '11  trouble  you  1 " 
Lord,  if  you  'd  seen  'er  flush  up  and  go  fluttery !    'Taint  only  snobs 

as  '11  dodge  you  and  double  you. 

Nobs  very  often  are  spry  on  the  nick.    Klepto-something  or  other 

they  call  it  in  their  case. 
Old  BFLLY  BOGEK  'as  told  me  that  once  'e  was  landing  a  'eavyibh 

trunk  up  a  staircase, 
And  'eard  the  young  lady  fare  whisper  'er  Ma,  "Oh,  see  wot  I've 

found  in  the  cab  ! "— "  '  Ush,  my  darling  1 " 
The  old  dutch  garsps  out     And  old  BILL  did'nt  get  it— the  bracelet 

— without  lots  o'  sniffing  and  snarling. 

Yah !    They  are  dreadfully  down  on  poor  Cabbies  who  don't  toe  the 

mark  in  the  matter  o'  pickings, 
But  what  with  the  Burlington  bilks,  and  the  toffs  as  you  can't  trust 

too  fur  when  there 's  prospeck  of  nickings, 
And  all  the  mean  fakes  that  a  cabby  is  fly  to,  in  fares  who  're  well-off 

and  did  ought  to  know  better, 
The  rank  dof  sn't  think  much  of  hupper-class  'onesty,  give  you  my 

word.    Now  I  'm  off  for  a  wetter ! 


GOOD  REASON  FOE  KOT  QCABBELLING  LAST  WEEK.—"  It  was  too 
h,t  for 'words' I" 
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TRUE    LIBERALITY. 

Old  Millionaire.  "  GEORGE,  I  'VB  JUST  BENT  A  GUINEA.  TO  THE  '  BALACLAVA  VETERANS' 

HOMIt.'  " 

His  only  Son  and  Heir.  "A  OuiasA,  FATHER?    WHY,  7'v«  SENT  MORI  THAN  THAT,  OUT 

OF   MY   MISERABLE   HAI  F-PAY  I" 

0,  M.  "As,  BUT  rotr'vE  GOT  GREAT  EXPECTATIONS,  GEORGE,     /'vs  oor  NONE  !" 


A  GRAND  OLD  GARDENER. 

[•'Through  the  dfath  of  Mr.  PKTER  GRIBTB  we 
have  loit  ooe  of  nur  best-known  laodwape  g*r- 
dtnen  alto  a  dutiniuiihed  hybridert  and  crow- 
breeder.''—^!^  Chronicle.] 

ROOD  gardeners  grieve  for  Mr.  I'KTKK  GRIEVE, 
Who    landscape-gardening    art    has  had  to 

leave, 

To  our  regret.    Hybridest  and  cross-breeder, 
He  in  the  Garden- World  wag  a  great  leader. 
"Suffolk  Sir  JOSEPH  PAXTON"  he  was  called 
From  many  an  English  garden,  snugly  walltd 
And  florally  embellished,  plaints  will  oome. 
He  many  a  zonal  pelargonium, 
Doable  petunia,  and  other  blossom. 
Has  left,  of  a  new  race,  to  deck  earth's  bosom. 
Better  than  selfish  climb  to  place  and  power 
It  is  to  bless  oar  world  with  a  new  flower. 
Better  than  many  Tsars,  depend  upon  it, 
This  Floral  King  deserves  an  ode  sr  sonnet. 
PKIKK  THE  GREAT  teat  great,  but  one  lived 

later 
Whom  eo'rowing  Punch  dare*  dub  "  PITER 

THE  GREATER  I" 


"THE  CULTIVATION  OP  BEES."— SIR,— I 
see  this  subject  taken  up  in  the  Standard, 
but  have  not  had  time  to  peruse  the  corre- 
spondence. I  doubt  whether  bem  can  be 
cultivated.  I  have  seen  a  Learned  Pig,  Clever 
Cats,  Industrious  Hoppers,  all  thoroughly 
trained;  but  never  have  I  oome  across  a 
Cultivated  Bee.  The  bee  is  tx>  busy  as  a 
worker  even  to  have  the  leisure  which  culti- 
vation requires.  I  have  heard  of  a  bee 
getting  to  far  in  his  education  as  to  become 
a  "  Spelling  Bee."  But  even  the  "  Spelling 
Bees''  seem  to  have  had  their  day  and  died 
out.  Yonrs. 

A  HUM   FROM  THE  HuMMUMS. 


LETTERS  TO  A  FIANCEE. 

Mr  DEAR  GLADYS,— I  think  your  ARTHUR  the  ideal  person  to  be 
engaged  to.  He's  serious,  you  say — he  dislikes  flippancy — he's 
inclined  to  be  li'eral. 

Well,  surely  that 's  better  than  being  a  clown,  a  buffoon,  a  mere 
jester,  a  Court  Fool  I  How  tired  you'd  get  of  the  cap  and  bells  I  of 
having  to  laugh,  all  through  life,  at  your  husband's  jokes  I  ARTHUR 
is  sensible ;  calm  in  his  affection.  Is  that  a  reproach  P  Should  you 
like  a  "  Oncs-on-board-the-lugger-and-the-girl-is-mine  "  sort  of 
villain  as  a  lover  ?  Or  a  "  ladies'  man" — a  warbler  of  love-songs— a 
universal  provider  of  compliments,  flowers,  pretty  speeches,— a  very 
WIIITELY  of  gallantry  ?  You  'd  be  bored  to  death  :  and  dreadfully 
jealous  as  well. 

As  to  your  tastes  not  being  identical,  that  doesn't  really  matter. 
Make  a  few  sacrifices  of  those  things  you  don't  care  about ;  bicycling, 
for  instance,  and  skirt-dancing,  and  then,  in  return  for  such  self- 
denial,  he'll  probably  waive  his  objections  to  afternoons,  private 
views,  or  even — in  moderation— clever  yoing  men. 

On  some  subjects,  I  know,  sympathy  seems  impossible ;  for 
instance,  ARTHUR  likes  music,  but  detests  concerts :  while  you,  on 
the  other  hand,  while  not  oaring  for  music  are  particularly  fond  of 
concerts.  A  little  mutual  indulgence  on  both  sides  will  soon  put 
matters  straight. 

After  a  slight  dispute  never  hold  out  an  instant  after  he  shows 
repentance.  Also,  never  avoid  showing  jealousy  when  you  see  he 
expects  it.  This  is  a  valuable  "tip."  False  pride  on  this  subject  is 
a  fruitful  source  of  discord. 

Do  not  disagree  with  his  general  principles.  On  the  contrary, 
second  them  ;  and  give  him  convincing  reasons  for  his  own  opinions. 
When  it  comes  to  a  particular  application  of  them,  that  you  really 
object  to.  you  are  sure  to  know  now  to  act.  Believe  everything  he 
says,  and  never  correct  him  about  details,  especially  not  if  you  know 
you  are  right.  I  don't  think  I  need  advise  you  not  to  bring  out 
authorities  to  show  he  is  wrong  in  the  etymokgy  of  a  word  or  any 
other  subject  of  discussion,  for  that  is  absolutely  suicidal,  and  you 
would  be  beyond  the  pale  of  reason  if  you  dreamt  of  such  a  thing. 

Since  your  cousin  FREDDY  has  been  staying  with  you,  I  can 
understand  yon  find  it  rather  awkward.  I  know  FREDDY  ;  with  his 
lova  of  prac'ioal  jokes  (for  which  yon,  too,  I  am  certain,  have  a 
secret  penchant  ,  aid  his  determined  ohatter  about  his  rowing,  his 
riding,  and  why  he  didn't  back  the  winner,  and  how  it  is  he  missed 


the  Diamond  Sculls,  and  so  on,  ad  lib.  I  can  quite  fancy  he  doesn't 
get  on  with  ARTHUR,  whom  he  must  despise  for  not  having  put  a 
hair-brush  in  hit  bed  the  very  first  evening. 

Yon  must  have  had  a  diffi  mlt  dav  that  Sunday  that  young  DE 
VRKNEY  and  his  sister  came  down.  DE  VERSEY,  rosy-cheeked  and 
babyish-looking,  hut  about  whom  a  morbid  interest  centres,  because 
he  collects  jewels,  and  was  said  at  one  time  to  take  morphia ;  and  Miss 
DE  VERNEY,  who  "  writes,"  and  is  ntterly  amazed  and  contemptuous 
when  she  finds  someone  who  has  never  heard  of  her.  If  it  were  not 
for  your  mother,  who  forgets  people's  characteristics,  and  explains 
them  to  each  other  a  little  wrong— which  often  saves  the  wtuition  — 
the  day  would  have  ended  in  utter  want  of  harmony.  DE  VERNEY 
left,  pitying  you,  and  his  sister  feeling  sorry  for  ARTHUR.  I  am 
glad  you  removed — though  only  just  in  time — an  absurd  booby-trap 
FREDDY  had  placed  in  ARTHUR'S  room,  because  ARTHUR  had  said  he 
"  romped  "  ;  and  when  you  and  your  future  husband  were  alone,  he 
said  he  hoped  your  companions  in  the  future  would  be  of  a  very 
different  calibre  to  your  present  friends. 

The  depressing  word  "  calibre,"  while  cheering  ARTHUR  left  yon  in 
lowest  spirit*,  but  of  course  you  agreed,  and  then  had  a  toboganm'ng 
match  with  FREDDY  the  next  morning  before  breakfast,  and  before 
ARTHUR  had  left  his  room.  Write  and  tell  me  how  you  are  going  on. 
Is  any  time  fixed  for  the  termination  of  the  engagement  ?  I  mean, 
of  course,  by  marriage.  Your  affectionate  friend,  HABJORIE. 


MAXIMUS  ORELLIUS.— Th«  author  of  John  Bui.  and  Hit  Island  has 
honoured  a  South  Walei  Daily  News  interviewer  with  many  interest- 
ing personal  details.  Mons.  BLOUET  has  a  rooted  aversion  to  chair- 
men, because  "  they  give  a  sort  of  fonnil  tone  to  proceedings  which  I 
don't  care  for."  Poor  chairmen !  After  all,  this  is  only  what  they 
are  intended  for.  Perhaps  another  MAX— jolept  NORDAN—  can  give 
some  explanation  for  this  distinctly  morbid  dislike.  _0ne  unlucky 
chairman  is  overwhelmed  with  ridicule  because,  in  an  intro- 
ductory speech,  he  actually  forgot  the  French  humorut's  name. 
"MAX  O'REli"  contemplates  changing  his  profession  to  that  of 
playwright,  and  has  already  written  a  play  which  he  airily  describes 
as  l'a  high-class  comedy,  dealing  with  the  British  aristocracy." 
However,  this  is  not  his  first  dramatic  venture,  for,  says  he,  "  in  1870 
I  had  a  comedy  produced  in  Paris,  hut  the  war  breaking  out  my  play 
came  to  what  I  think  was  an  untimely  »nd.  I  have  betn  repeatedly 
urged  to  write  for  the  stage,  but  have  hitherto  been  content  with  the 
success  I  have  attained  in  other  directions."  J'icat  modettia .' 
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"GOLDEN    GRAIN." 

Sir  M-ch-l  H-cks-B-ch,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  (Reaper).  "  FIRST-BATE  HARVEST,  EH?" 
Sir  W-ll-'n  H-rc-rt.  "  YES  ;  AND  HOW  YOU  PITCHED  INTO  its  WHEN  /  SOWED  IT  I " 
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THE    NEW    PATENT    SPRING-HEELED    "BIKE"    FOR   THE    HUNTING    FIELD. 


ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

IN  a  recent  number  of  The  Saturday  Review  1  read  a  review  of  a 
book  of  verse,  which  I  need  not  particularise  further,  as  I  am  not 
concerned  to  affirm  or  to  dispute  the  justice  of  the  critic's  estimate  of 
it.  _  I  only  refer  to  it  incidentally.  The  author,  according  to  this 
reviewer,  possessed  only  the  most  elementary  and  commonplace 
notion  with  regard  to  aptness  of  epithets  or  allusions.  Instances 
were  cited,  and  we  were  further  asked  to  believe  that  with  this  poet 
(I  quote  from  the  Saturday)  "  the  voluble  thrush  is  a  family  man, 
and  the  bibulous  bee  is  a  rover." 


THAT  sentence  absolutely  fascinated  me.  It  continued  to  rin(f  and 
ring  in  my  brain  for  hours  afterwards.  It  became  the  refrain  to 
everything  I  read  and  everything  I  thought  of.  There  was  only  one 
remedy.  I  promptly  applied  it,  made  a  copy  of  verses  to  roit  the 
pursuing  sentence,  and  was  cared  of  my  ailment. 

A  FAMILY  MAN  AND  A  ROVER. 

A  BOOK  and  an  oyster  agreed  to  dispute 

As  to  which  held  the  record  for  darting : 
The  rook  said  "  I  'm  off  like  a  punt  on  a  chute," 

Said  the  oyster  "  I  don't  think  I  'm  starling  : 
That  is,  since  I  know  I  'm  confoundedly  slow, 

If  the  rook  on  the  mark  remains  steady, 
I  doubt  if  I  '11  wait  till  the  starter  says  '  go,' 

I  "11  be  off  when  he  says  '  Are  you  ready  ?  ' ' 
Then  Ihe  languishing  leopard  oned  "  Run  while  you  can," 

And  the  cricket  remarked  "  Is  it  over  P  " 
But  the  voluble  thrush  was  a  family  man, 

And  the  bibulous  bee  was  a  rover. 

A  celibate  snipe  thought  they  'd  better  look  sharp, 

But  the  oybter  said  "  Who 's  lor  the  grotto  J1 " 
Thus  evoking  a  smile  from  a  casual  carp, 

Who  had     carpe  diem  "  for  his  motto. 
And  a  hairy  old,  hoary  old  onrang-outang 

Grunted  "  Harmony,  gents,  or  you  "11  bore  us  "  ; 
And  a  bandy-legged  beetle,  when  asked  if  he  sang, 

Said  he  only  obliged  in  a  chorus. 


Then,  to  make  matters  smooth  till  the  racing  began, 

A  dove,  who  had  landed  at  Dover, 
Cooed  "  Voluble  thrush,  you're  a  family  man, 

But,  oh  bibulous  bee,  you  're  a  rover." 

The  runners  themselves  were  on  tending  for  fan 
On  a  track  which  was  wooded  with  parquet : 

The  odds  at  the  start  were  a  million  to  one. 
Which  I  quote  as  the  tUte  of  the  market. 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  win  f  "  said  a  truculent  shark  ; 
But  the  whale  said,  "I  never  think  nulling." 

"  What  a  desperate  race ! "  was  the  puffin's  remark- 
He  was  palpably  pained  by  their  puffing ; 

Tet  it  cheered  the  whole  clan,  while  their  races  they  ran, 
To  know  someone  lived  calmly  in  clover ; 

For  the  voluble  thrash  was  a  family  man, 
Though  the  bibulous  bee  waa  a  rover. 

Round,  round  came  the  rook,  who  was  heartily  clapped 

He  was  winning,  wings  down,  in  a  canter ; 
The  succulent  bivalve  was  collared  and  lapped, 

In  spite  of  his  beard  and  his  banter. 
But  a  rifle  went  otf ,  and  a  dredger  drew  nigh  ; 

We  shall  never  know  which  was  the  winner, 
For  the  rook's  next  appearance  was  made  in  a  pie. 

And  they  served  up  the  oyster  at  dinner. 
Which  proves  very  plainly  that  life  is  a  span  ; 

We  are  cattle,  and  Death  is  our  drover. 
Fate  waits  for  the  thrush,  who '»  a  family  man, 

And  the  bibulous  bee,  who 's  a  rover. 

No  more  this  week.  I  am  Hying  from  a  country  where  September 
fails  to  provide  anything  but  sunshine.  Perhaps  in  Switzerland 
there  may  be  snow  and  a  sweet  foretaste  of  winter.  At  any  rate,  I 
am  off  to  find  oat  for  myself.  My  next  "Roundabout  Reading" 
will  be  done  in  the  country  of  Cantons.  I  shall  study  the  Referen- 
dum face  to  face I 


"  IN  HB  DIGOLK  r.  THB  PKOGRESSIVKS."— Mr.  DIOOLK  says,  as  long 
as  ratepayers  support  the  Progressives,  the  rates  will  increase.  Ergo, 
to  support  the  Progressives,  and  pay  for  it,  is  Re-diggle-ous !  Quite  so. 
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SKETCHES    FROM    SCOTLAND. 

ON  A  CA.LLANDER  CHAR-A-BANCS. 
SCENE— In  front  of  the  Trossachs  Hotel.    The  fete  passengers  hound 


Driver  (evasively}.  Pairrch  is  no  a  verra  beg  fesh. 
Chatty  P.  But  Digger  than  goldfish. 

Driver  (more  confidently}.  Ou  aye,  they  '11  be  begg er  than  goldf  esh. 
Chatty  P.  (persistently).  You  've  seen  goldfish — know  what 
they're  like,  eh? 


Driver  (placidly).  I  canna  say  I  do. 

[They  pass  a  shooting  party  with  betiters. 
Chatty  P.  (at  before).  What  are  they  going  to  shoot  ? 


for  Hollander  have  been  sitting  for  several  minutes  on  the  coach 
"  Fitz- James"  in  pelting  ram,  resignedly  wondering  when  the 
driver  will  consider  them  sufficiently  tvet  to  start. 

The  Head  Soots  (to  the  driver).  There's  another  to  came  yet;  j  Driver.  They'll"  jist'  be  going  up  to  Ihe  hells  for  a  bet  grouse 
he'll  no  be  lang  now.  (The  cause  of  the  delay  comes  down  the  hotel  drivin'. 

steps,  and  surreys  the  vehicle  and  its  occupants  with  a  surly  scowl.)       A  Lady  P.  I  wonder  why  they  carry  those  poles  with  the  red  and 
Up  with  ye,  Sir,  plenty  of  room  on  the  second  seats.  i  and  yellow  flags.    I  suppose  they  're  to  warn  tourists  to  keep  out  of 

The  Surly  Passenger.  And  have  all  the  umbrellas  behind  dripping  range  when  they  begin  tiring  at  the  butts.  I  know  they  have  butts 
on  my  hat  I  No,  thank  -you,  I'm  going  in  front.  (He  mounts,  and ,  up  on  the  moor,  because  I  '-ye  seen  them.  Just  look  at  those  birds 
takoi  up  the  apron.)  Here,  driver,  just  look  at  this  apron — it's  running  after  that  man  throwing  grain  for  them.  W«nU  t>,r,oo  v,« 


sopping  wet ! 

'L  he  Driver  (tranquilly).  Aye,  I  'm  thinking  it  wnll  ha'  got  a  bet 
domp. 

The  Surly  P.  Well,  I'm  not  going  to  have  this  over  me.  Haven't 
you  got  a   dry  one    some- 
where ? 

The  Driver.  There'll  be 
dry  ones  at  Collander. 

The    Surly   P.    (with 


mart).  AtCallander!  Much 
good  that  is  I  ( With  crush- 
ing sarcasm.)  If  I  'm  to 
keep  dry  on  this  concern,  it 
strikes  me  I'd  better  get 
inside  the  boot  at  once ! 

The  Driver  (with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  is  making  a 
concession).  Ou  aye,  ye  can 
get  inside  the  boot  if  ye  've 
a  mind  to  it. 

[The  coach  starts,  and  is 
presently  stopped  at  a 
corner  to  take  up  a  male 
and  female  passenger, 
who   occupy    the    seats 
immediately  behind  the 
Surly  Passenger. 
The  Female   P.   (enthu- 
siastically,    to     her     com- 
panion).   There's  dear  old 
Mrs.  MACFAKLANK,  come  ont 
to  see  the  last  of  us !    Look 
at  her  standing  oat  there  in 
the  garden,  all  in  the  rain. 
That's  what  I  always  say 
about  the  Scotch — they  are 
warm-hearted  1 

[She  waves  her  hand  in 
farewell  to  some  distant 
obfect.\ 

Htr  Companion.  That 
ain't  her ;  that  's  an  old 
apple-tree  in  the  garden 
you're  waving  to.  She's 
keeping  in-doors — and  shows 
her  sense  too. 

The  Female  P.  (disgusted). 


"  Ou  aye,  ye  can  get  inside  the  boot  if  ye  're  a  mind  to  it." 


Well,  1  do  think  after  our  being  at  the  farm  a  fortnight  and  all,  she 

might But  that's  Scotch  all  over,  that  is;  get  all  they  can 

out  of  you,  and  then,  for  anything  they  care ! 

The  Surly  P.  I  don't  know  whether  you  are  aware  of  it.  Ma'am, 
but  that  umbrella  of  yours  is  sending  a  constant  trickle  down  the 
back  of  my  neck,  which  is  most  unpleasant ! 

The  Female  P.  I  'm  sorry  to  hear  it,  Sir,  but  it 's  no  worse  for  you 
than  it  is  for  me.  I  've  got  somebody  else's  umbrella  dripping  down 
my  back,  and  /don't  complain. 

The  Surly  P.  I  do,  Ma'am,  for,  being  in  front,  I  haven't  even  the 
poor  consolation  of  feeling  that  my  umbrella  is  a  nuisance  to 
anybody. 

A  Sardonic  P.  (in  the  rear,  politely).  On  the  contrary,  Sir,  I  find 
it  a  most  pleasing  object  to  contemplate.  Far  more  picturesque,  I 
don't  doubt,  than  any  scenery  it  may  happen  to  conceal. 

A  Chatty  P.  (to  the  driver;  not  because  he  cares,  but  simply  for 
the  sake  of  conversation).  What  fish  do  you  catch  in  that  river 
there? 

The  Driver  (with  an  effort).  There  '11  be  troots,  an  .  maybe  a 
pairrch  or  two. 

The  Chatty  P.  Perch?  Ah,  that's  rather  like  a  goldfish  in 
shape,  th  ? 

Driver  (cautiously).  Aye,  it  would  be  that. 
Chatty  P.  Only  censideiably  bigger,  of  course. 


_  _  Would  those  be 

grouse  f 

Driver.  Ye '11  no  find  grouse  so  tame  as  that,  Mem;  they'll  jist 
be  phaysants.  »s» 

The  Lady  P.  Poor  dear  things  I  why/they  're  as  tame  as  chickens. 

It  does  seem  so  cruel  to  kill 
them! 

Her  Comp.  Well,  but 
they  kill  chickens,  occasion- 
ally. 

The  Lady  P.  Not  with  a 
horrid  gun ;  and,  besides, 
that's  such  a  totally  diffe- 
rent thing. 

The  Chatty  P.  What  do 
you  call  that  mountain, 
driver,  eh  ? 

Diii-er.  Yon  hell?  I  'm 
no  minding  its  name. 

The  Surly  P.  You  don't 
seem  very  ready  in  pointing 
out  the  objects  of  interests 
on  the  route,  I  must  say. 

Driver  (modestly).  There 
'11  be  them  on  the  oorch  that 
know  as  much  aboot  it  as 
myself.  (After  a  pause—  to 
vindicate  his  character  as  a 
cicerone.)  Did  ye  nottice  a 
bit  building  at  the  end  of  the 
lach  over  yonder  ? 

The  Surly  P.  No,  I  didn't. 

Driver.  Ye  might  ha'  seen 
it  had  ye  looked. 

[He  relapses  into  a  con- 
tented silence. 

Chatty  P.  Anything  re- 
markable about  the  build- 
ing? 

Driver.  It  was  no  the 
building  that  'sremairkable. 
(After  a  severe  struggle  with 
his  own  reticence.}  It  was 
jist  the  spoat.  'Twas  there 
Roderick  Dhu  fought  Fitz- 
James  alter  convoying  him 
that  far  on  his  way. 

[The   Surly  Passenger 


snorts  as  though  he  didn't  consider  this  information. 

The  Lady  P.  (who  doesn't  seem  to  be  up  in  her  "  Lady  of  the 
Lake").  Fitz-James  who  ? 

Her  Comp.  I  fancy  he 's  the  man  who  owns  this  line  of  coaches. 
There 's  his  name  on  the  side  of  this  one. 

The  Lady  P.  And  I  saw  Roderick  Dhu's  on  another  coach.  I 
thought  it  sounded  familiar,  somehow.  He  must  be  the  rival  pro- 
prietor, I  suppose.  I  wonder  if  they  've  made  it  up  yet. 

The  Driver  (to  the  Surly  Passenger,  with  another  outburst  of  com- 
municativeness). Yon  stoan  is  called  "  SAWMSON'S  Putting  Stoan." 
He  hurried  it  up  to  the  tope  of  the  hell,  whaur  it 's  bided  ever  fence. 
[The  Surly  Passenger  receives  this  information  with  an  incre- 
dulous grunt. 

The  Lady  P.  What  a  magnificent  old  ruin  that  is  across  the 
valley,  some  ancient  castle,  evidently ;  they  can't  build  like  that 
nowadays  I 

The  Driver.  That 's  the  Collander  Hydropawthec,  Mem  ;  burrnt 
doon  two  or  three  years  back. 

The  Lady  P.  (with  a  sense  of  the  irony  of  events).  Burnt  down  ! 
A  Hydropathic !  Fancy ! 

Male  P.  (as  they  enter  Callander  and  pass  a  trim  villa).  There, 
that  'a  Mr.  FIGGIS'S  place. 

His  Comp.  What—  thatfi  Why,  it's  quite  a  bee-yutiful  place, 
with  green  Venetians,  and  a  conservatory,  and  a  croaky  lawn,  and 
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everything  !     Fancy  all  that  belonging  to  Aim .'    It  'B  well  to  be  a 
grocer —  in  them  parts,  seemingly  I 

Male  P.  Ah,  we  ought  to  come  up  and  start  business  here ;  it  'ud 
be  better  than  being  in  the  Caledonian  Road  ! 

[_They  meditate  for  the  remainder  of  the  journey  upon  the 
caprices  of  Fortune  with  regard  to  grocery  profits  in  Cale- 
ilonia  and  the  Caledonian  Road  respectively. 


THE  WHEEL  OP  EATE. 

(A  Fragment,  of  an  Old  Romance,  slightly  Modernised.) 
CHAPTER  XXI. 

"  0  HA  MM  KKC  Y  !  "  quoth  the  Baron  u'AoiNCOURT,  as  he  rolled  off 
his  bicycle  into  a  potato- bed;  "  tis  a  full-mettled  steed  I  Methinks 
those  yarlets  have  fed  him  with  overmuch  oil  of  late,  so  restive  is  he 
become.  And,  lack-a-dayl  My  doublet  is  besmirched  with  mire! 
Thou  smilest,  I  see,  AOATHA.  There  is  but  scant  reason  for  merri- 

ment, shameless  girl  I '' 

"Nay," replied  the  beau- 
teous Lady  AOATHA,  as 
with  exquisite  tkill  the 
rode  her  dainty  steed  (a 
thorough-bred  Coventry) 
up  and  down  the  terrace, 
"  'twas  not  at  thy  mishap, 
dear  father!  Of  a  truth 
t  IK  i  \i  must  be  sorely  bruised. 
Was  not  that  thy  seventh 
fall  this  afternoon  P  If  I 
smile,  'tis  but  that  I  am 
happy." 

K Humph!"  said  the 
Baron,  as  be  hopped  pain- 
fully behind  his  machine, 
vainly  endeavouring  to 
mount  anew.  "Happy,  eh f 
And  wherefore  f  Whom 
hast  thou  seen  to  change 
thy  mood  so  greatly  since 
this  morning  '<  'Twas  bat 
a  few  hours  ago  that  thou 
wast  weeping  over  some 
trifle  of  a  spilt  oil-can. 

A  VhTve^ni''  said 
the  lovely  maiden,  with  blushing  cheeks;  "at  least,  save  only 
- "  She  hesitated,  doubtfully. 

"  Whom,  girl?"  insisted  her  father. 

"  Sir  ALGERNON  FITZCLAHENCJS." 

With  a  desperate  swerve,  the  Baron  rode  towards  her,  his  face 
purple  with  pastion. 

"What,  thou  hast  chosen  to  disobey  me  again?  Talking  with 
him  whom  I  had  forbidden  to  come  within  twenty  leagues  of  my 
castle !  Now,  by  St.  Humber,  both  thou  and  he  shall  rue  this  day ! 
I  say  that - " 

The  Baron's  skill  failed  him  once  more,  and  he  was  shot  off  into  the 
gooseberry-bushes. 

"  Nay,  hear  me,  dear  father - " 

"  Cease ! "  roared  the  angry  Baron.  "  What  ho,  there  1  Lead  the 
Lady  AOATHA,"  he  commanded,  as  twenty  men  rushed  forwards  in 
answer  to  his  summons,  "  into  the  upper  dungeon.  And,  varlets, 
bring  me  the  sticking-plaster." 

CffAPTER  XXII. 

'Twas  midnight.  Alone  in  the  dismal  cell  to  which  her  father's 
cruelty  had  consigned  her,  the  Lady  AOATHA  wept  unceasingly. 
Sleep  came  not  t  >  her  weary  eyes,  she  paced  restlessly  up  and  down, 
or  gazed  through  the  narrow  bar*  of  the  window  over  the  moonlit 
landscape. 

Suddenly  she  started  I  Was  it  fancy  ?  Nay,  'twas  a  human 
voice,  manly,  resonant,  and  strong,  that  sang  beneath  her  window. 
She  could  catch  some  of  the  words : 

"  0  sweetest  blossom  of  the  lea, 

0  daintiest  tlower  of  the  field! 
I-'or  love,  for  hopeless  love  of  thee 

My  reason  must  her  kingdom  yield  "... 

Good  heavens  !     It  was  ALGERNON  FIT/CLA HENCE  ! 

"  Acroaa  the  land,  across  the  main, 
A  single  steed  shall  bear  us  twain." 

He  was  ascending  by  a  ladder !     His  face  appeared  at  the  window ! 

"Ah,  darling  AGATHA,"  he  said,  "news  was  brought  me  of  thy 
parlous  state !  But  dry  thy  tears,  my  sweet !  See  — he  snapped 
the  massive  bars  with  the  little  linger  of  his  left  hand— "the  cage 


is  broken.    Two  of  the  swiftest  Singers  are  saddled  for  us  at  the 
castle  gate.     Let  us  fly  together !  " 

•  *•••• 

Noiselessly  the  gallant  steeds  flitted  along  the  road. 

"Were't  not  best  to  light  our  lamps 'r "  whispered  AOATHA. 
"  Methinks  that  the  sage  councillors  of  the  parish •'' 

"  Nay,  I  fear  them  not,"  said  the  intrepid  FIT/CLARENCE.  "  Enough 
for  me  is  the  light  of  thine  eyes." 

Suddenly  their  steeds  slackened  pace  simultaneously,  and  a  faint 
hissing  sound  was  heard.  They  looked  at  one  another,  and  groaned. 

"We  are  punctured!"  cried  Agatha,  It  was  too  true.  At  the 
foot  of  a  steep  hill  they  dismounted,  their  tyres  flabby,  shapeless, 
useless.  FITCLAHENCK  passed  his  hand  over  the  ground. 

"As  I  thought  1"  he  said  bitterly,  "'tis  thy  father  that  hath 
contrived  this !  He  hath  scattered  tin-tacks  broadcast  over  the  road 
to  foil  our  attempt  to  escape  !  But  we  will  baffle  him  yet." 

Fur  some  minutes  he  worked  his  air-pump  in  silence.  Suddenly 
a  sound  was  heard  at  which  AOATHA  grew  deathly  pale.  It  was  the 
clear  resonant  note  of  a  bicycle  bell  I 

"  We  are  pursued!  "  she  cried.    "  Let  us  fly,  ALOKHNON." 

"We  cannot,"  said  her  practical  lover;  "the  tyres  are  almost 
empty.  We  can  but  meet  our  doom  bravely  I  " 

Louder  and  louder  came  the  noise  of  whirring  wheels.  Then—  a 
whirr,  and  the  Baron,  breathless,  pale  with  terror,  went  by  them  like 
a  flash  of  lightning  !  FIT/CLARENCE  understood  in  a  moment  what 
had  happened.  The  Baron  was  but  an  unskilful  rider,  and  had 
allowed  his  machine  to  run  away  with  him  down  the  hill ! 

To  stop  him  was  impossible.  He  went  along  the  highway  for 
thirty-two  and  a  half  miles,  and  then,  with  a  last  despairing  yell, 
he  vanished  over  the  cliff,  still  seated  on  his  steed,  and  was  buried 
beneath  the  waves  of  the  English  Channel.  So  FITZCLAHKKCK  and 
AOATHA  returned  to  the  castle,  and  lived  happily  ever  after. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

IN  the  Nineteenth  Century  the  Baron  skimmed  an  article  on  "  The 
Gold- mining  Madness  in  the  City,"  by  8.  F.  VAN  Oss.  There's  a 
deal  of  method  in  this  madness.  Isn't  it  rather  presumptuous  in  a 
' '  Van  Oss ' '  to  advise  Bulls  and  Bears  not  to  make  asses  of  themselves ': 

Amtuing  article  in  Macmittan  for  this  month  on  "  Moll  Cut- 
purse."  Even  OLIVER,  the  Protector,  couldn't  protect  himself  from 
this  nimble-handed,  light-fingered  lady,  who  entertained  very  prac- 
tical notions  on  the  Common-wealth. 

Capital  chatty  book,  published  by  ARROWSMITH  (but  evidently 
ought  to  have  been  published  by  "CHATTY  AND  WINDUS"),  is 
Platform,  Press,  Politics  and  Play,  by  our  worthy  gossip,  T.  H.  8. 
ESCOTT.  "  Just  the  sort  of  book  for  a  quiet  half  hour  in  these  chill 
October  evenings,"  quoth  the  Busr  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 

PASTEXTB. 

[M .  PASTEUR,  the  great  French  bacteriologist,  died  at  St.  ( 'loud  on 
Saturday,  September  28.] 

AT  the  great  PASTEUR'S  passing  we  must  grieve 

D«  tout  notre  creur  ; 
May  the  Good  Shepherd's  pastures  fair  receive 

Notre  Son  PAsr 


A  Cruel  Jest. 

Householder  (to  unfamiliar  Has  Collector).  I  don't  seem  jto  know 
your  face.  Where 's  the  usual  man — JONES  If 

Collector.  Laid  up  in  bed. 

Householder  (bitterly).  Of  course,  with  the  old  complaint— gas- 
trick  fever — eh  ?  [Exit  New  Collector,  hurriedly. 

"Ows  OP  THE  'UPPER  TEN.'"— "Rev.  HERBERT  BROOM,"  we 
read  in  the  Daily  News,  has  been  "  appointed  to  the  chaplaincy  of 
Les  A  van  1 9,  above  Montreaux,  Switzerland."  Above  Montreaoz! 
In  such  a  position  the  reverend  gentleman  will  be  a  very  high 
churchman.  Likewise  ought  he  to  be  a  very  learned  one,  seeing 
that  he  is  to  be  chaplain  to  Les  Savant*. 

THE  Member  for  SARK  writes  from  the  remote  Highlands  of 
Scotland,  where  he  has  been  driving  past  an  interminable  series  of 
lochs,  to  inquire  where  the  keys  are  kept  ?  He  had  better  apply  to 
the  local  authorities  in  the  Isle  of  Man.  They  have  a  whole  House  of 
Keys.  Possibly  those  the  hon.  Member  is  concerned  about  may  be 
found  among  them.  

TAKEN  FOR  GRANTED.— Although  members  of  the  London  County 
Council,  whose  business  it  is  to  attend  to  the  "nice  conduct"  of 
theatres  and  music-halls,  may  be  said  to  have  "  given  up  all  their 
wild  proceedings  "  of  a  year  ago,  their  actions  of  late  have,  never- 
theless, i  tea  characterised  by  '•  unbridled  license."  n . 
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FELINE    AMENITIES. 

Female  Friend  (to  fair  Author  of  "  The  Woman  who  Diirstn't").  "Now  YOU 'VR  HAD  SUCH  A  SUCCESS,  I  SUPPOSE  YOUR 
PUBLISHERS  WILL  TAKE  ANY  RUBBISH  YOU  CHOOSE  TO  WHITE  I " 


MICHAELMAS  TERM  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

ACCOBDING  to  orders  issued  September  29,  Feast  of  St.  GroDse,  the 
Yioe-Chaiicellor  has  given  notice  that  during  Michaelmas  Term  there 
will  be  Congregations,  when  will  be  performed  by  the  A.  C.  C.  C. 
(Amateur  Cambridge  Concert  Club)  the  well-known  Choral,  "  Goosey 
Qoosey  Gander"  (Music  by  GOOSENS.)  The  Volunteers  will  practice 
the  Goose  Step  from  two  to  four  every  afternoon  till  further  order*. 

After  exams,  the  ceremony  of  ' '  Plucking ' '  will  take  place  in  public. 

Lectures  on  "How  to  get  your  Goose  Cooked,"  with  receipts  for 
Making  the  sauce  for  the  gander,  by  M.  C.  A.  (Master  of  Culinary  Art). 

Lecture  on  the  tight  explanation  of  the  treatise  "  De  Goose- 
tibus."  [N.B. —  The  undergraduate  who  comes  out  first  in  examina- 
tion on  this  subject  will  be  entitled  to  wear  a  feather  in  his  cop.] 

Special  Greek  Kalendary  Lecture  on  the  history  of  "  Xerxes  and 
the  Gandara." 

The  subject  of  the  Lecture  on  Horticulture  will  be  "  The  Growth 
of  the  Great  Gooseberry,  and  its  Gradual  Extinction." 

Commercial  History.  Subject :  "  On  Banking,  and  the  Eise  of 
the  House  of  Gosling." 

Lectures  on  the  Stage  by  Lord  ACTON,  with  inquiry  concerning  the 
Hisstrionio  occasion  when  "  The  Gjose"  was  first  heard  in  a  theatre. 
His  Lordship  has  been  specially  engaged  by  the  A.  D.  C.  to  bring  out 
a  new  edition  of  Plays,  under  the  heading  of  "  The  Acton  Drama." 

COUBT  ON  AGAIN.— Mr.  GODFREY'S  Vanity  Fair  (a  misleading  title ; 
and  the  story  is  more  nearly  related  to  Pendennit  than  to  Vanity  Fair) 
is  still  "on"  atthe  Court  Theatre.  Let  Play- Inspector  advise  those  who 
have  not  seen  Mr.  ABTHUK  CECIL  as  the  imperturbable  Lord  Nugent, 
and  who  have  yet  to  witness  the  excellent  acting  of  Mr.  SUGDEN,  won- 
derfully made  up  as  The  Duke  of  Berkshire,  who  have  still  to  see 
Mr.  WILLIAM  WYES  as  Brabaxon  Tegg,  and  Mrs.  JOHN  WOOD  as  the 
eccentric  Mrs.  Brabaznn  Tegg  (once  a  music-hall  artiste),  to  go  to  the 
Court  Theatre,  and  enjoy  a  thoroughly  good  all-round  performance. 

NOTE  AT  THE  RECENT  MEDICAL  SESSION. — Among  the  names  of 
the  distinguished  lecturers   during  last  week's    Medical   Session 
occurred  the  remarkable  one  of  "Dr.  GEOEGE  DE   ATH."    It  is  a 
pleasant  way  of  putting  it.    These  two  syllables  cannot  say  of 
themselves,  "  In  Death  we  are  not  divided." 


TO  A  FRIEND  OF  MINE. 

AH,  cherubic  little  curate,  in  your  surplice  spick  and  span, 
Who  has  struck  that  happy  medium  'twixt  an  angel  and  a  man, 
Would  it  bore  you  much  to  tell  me  how  you  managed  to  attain 
To  that  turret  of  perfection  which  in  time  I  hope  to  gain  ? 
For  I  see  you  in  the  pulpit,  and  I  dote  upon,  your  word, 
And  I  listen  to  such  eloquence  as  rarely  I  have  heard  ; 
But  at  times  there  comes  a  whisper,  like  the  flutter  on  the  wind, 
Were  you  always,  little  curate,  such  a  pattern  of  your  kind '( 

When  a  schoolboy,  young  and  noisy,  did  you  never  tell  a  fib, 
Or  use  a  KELLY'S  literal  "  key  "  (ah,  call  it  not  a  crib  !)  f 
Did  you  never,  at  a  season  when  your  age  was  hardly  ripe, 
Encircle  with  your  rosy  lips  a  surreptitious  pipe  ? 
And  when  you  went  to  Cambridge  was  your  'Varsity  career 
As  spotless  as  your  surplice,  and  as  uniformly  clear 
From  a  vestige  of  a  blemish  ?    Oh,  you  properest  of  men, 
Were  you  never,  never  prootored— were  yon  always  in  at  ten  P 

THE  NEW  LOBD  MAYOB  ELECT.— A  congratulatory  chorus  to  the 
New  Lord  Mayor  elect,  Sir  WALTEK  WILKIN,  should  be  at  once 
written,  composed,  and  rehearsed  in  order  to  be  sung  on  November  9, 
to  the  accompaniment  of  the  "  trained  bands."  The  words  may  be 
selected  from  SHABSPEABE  and  MILTON;  the  solos,  consisting  of  a 
verse  apiece,  may 

"Amaze  the  Wilkin  with  their  broken  staves." 

While  some  military  poet  could  be  fitly  employed  to  celebrate  the 
glorious  deed<  of  the  New  Lord  Mayor,  Sir  WALTER  WILKIN, 
Wietorious  Wolunteer,  telling  how 

"  With  feats  of  arms 
From  either  end  of  London  the  Wilkin  burns !  "  j 


Pardonable  Error  in  Orthography. 

DEAB  SIB  CBCESTJS,— Mamma  begs  me  to  tell  you  that  EMILY  is  to 
be  married  on  the  20th  at  Hanover  Square,  and  hopes  she  may  count 
on  your  presents.  Yours  truly,  JEMIMA  SMITH. 

To  Sir  CBCESUS  DIVES,  Bart.,  Goldacre,  Mintshire. 
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Coaler  (to  acquaintance,  who  luu  be^n  away  fur  some  months).   "  WOT  AM  Y«R  liltf  BOIN'  ALL 

THIS  TIME  ?" 

Bill  Bobbins  (who  Kas  been  "doing  lime").  "On    I 'v«  BIN  WHWSUN'  A  BIT,  OLE  MAM- 
WHBELIN'  A  BIT  I" 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

HAPPY  LOTS  FOB  HAPPI  SCOTS.  —  The 
Qlatgow  Herald  has  been  making  fun  of 
the  Scotch — no,  we  mean  the  Scottish — no, 
we  don't,  we  mean  the  Scots — Professor. 
Here  is  its  description  of  him : — 

He,  and  he  alone,  can  lead  »  perfectly  groomed 
Kfe  He  has  an  income  of  between  £600  and 
£2,000  a  year.  At  the  outside  his  work,  after  he 
has  fairly  got  settled  down  to  it,  means  four  hours 
a  day  for  five  days  a  week  during  eix  months  of  the 
year.  .  .  .  The  modern  Scotch  professor  in  fact  is, 
or  ought  to  be,  that  "  model  man  of  the  world,"  of 
whom  all  of  us  poor  slaves  of  business  and  con- 
vention stand  secretly  in  awe. 

On  the  St.  Andrews  golf  links  he  is  to  be 
seen  on  great  occasions  "  living  up  to  his 
moustaches  and  knickerbockers."  He  has  his 
London  club,  mingles  in  the  highest  literary 
coterits,  and  is  always  talking  about  "char- 
ming girls."  Evidently  the  professorial  chair 
in  a  Nprbritish  University  is  a  very  comfort- 
able kind  of  arm-ohair,  and  our  "  Arts  Pro- 
fessor" a  professor— and  praotiser,  too — of 
various  useful  arts. 


WAIL  FBOM  THE  WEST.— They  are  trying 

;  at  Bristol  to  move  the  6.  W.  R.  to  give 
better  train  facilities  between  Bristol,  Salis- 
bury, Southampton,  and  Portsmouth ;  and 
the  Chamber  of  Commerce  has  sent  in  a 
memorial  asking  for  a  "  complete  remodelling 

j  of  the  service  between  such  important  centres 
of  commercial  activity,"  and  complaining  of 
the  "  unsatisfactory  service  of  trains  on  other 

|  parts  of  your  system,"  particularly  on  the 
Devizes,  Marlborough,  and  Reading  branch. 

I  Why,  suggests  the  Chamber,  not  run  three 
fast  trains  a  day  up  and  down  via  the  new 
Holt  Junction,  ''instead  of  all  trains  going 
into  Trowbridge,  and  waiting  nearly  an 
hour."  Why,  indeed?  West-of-Englanders 
seem  to  think  that  "your  system  needs 
strengthening,  and  so  they  are  supplying  a 
little  bark  as  a  tonic,  for  "local  application" 
only. 

To  this  Chamber  of  Commerce  the  fault  of  the  Co. 
Is  running  too  seldom,  and  moving  too  slow. 


EVIDENT,    AS    APPROPRIATE    SlTE. — "  Eely 

Place  "  f or  a  Conjw-regational  Chapel. 


THE  LAST  TURNPIKE. 

["  The  lut  of  the  old  turnpike  trust*  i«  to  ter- 
minate on  the  1st  of  November." — Daily  tfitct.] 

REMEMBER,  remember thenrst  of  November!— 

The  old  turnpike  system  grew  old,   ripe, 

and  rotten ;  [ember. 

But  man  loves  to  dream  by  the  Past's  waning 

And  tnrnpikes,  though  troublesome,  won't 

be  forgotten. 
Like  old  inns  and  highwaymen,  stocks  and 

stage-coaches, 
The    white    turnpike    bars     have    their 

memories  fragrant ; 
But  on  quaint  antiquities  Progress  encroaches. 
The  knight  of  the  road,  and  the  pictu- 
resque vagrant, 

The  "Highflyer"  coach  and  the  postchaise 

have  vanished ;  [follow. 

And  now  the  old  turnpike  is  destined  to 

When  from  his  snug  box  the  last  toll-taker 's 

banished, 
One  feels  the  Romance  of  the  Road  will 

sound  hollow. 
The   toll  was   a  nuisance,    the   toll-keeper 

grumpy, 

He  turned  out  to  pocket  his  coppers  and 

tanners  [jumpy ; 

With  curt  elocution  which  made  one  feel 

There  wasn't  much  charm  in  his  dress  or 

his  manners. 
His  "stand  and  deliver"  made  timid  folk 

quiver, 
And  when  not  despotic  he  mostly  looked 

drowsy; 

He  'd  keep  you  a-waiting  till  all  of  a  shiver, 
Then  yawn  on  you,  looking  forbidding  and 

frowsy. 
And  yet  his  snug  box  and  white  bars  had 

attractions. 
The  gleam  from  his  fire,  the  red  rose  o'er 

his  portal, 

Would  make  yon  forgive  his  rough  ways  and 

exactions,  [immortal. 

And  TUKI'IN  and  Wetter  have  made  him 

His  locks,  bolts,  and  bars  were  extremely 

obstructive. 
But  then  his  white  apron  and  mannerless 

greeting  — 

In  retrospect — take  on  a  something  seductive. 
Sure  oft  on  our  highways  his  spook,  slowly 

fleeting, 

With    glimmering    thirt-sleeves    and    coin- 
chinking  pocket, 

Will  haunt  the  lone  traveller;  make  him 

remember  ["Eocket," 

The   jolly   old    days   of    the    last-rattling 

And   heave  one  sad   sigh   for  this  fatal 

November. 


"ArPKOBATIOH  FBOM  SlB  HUBERT  STA1TLKT 

is  PRAISE  iflDKED  1 " — Sir  ARTHUR  was  highly 
pleased  with  the  Leeds  Festival  ohorus-iolk. 
"  I  praise  you,"  he  said  to  them,  "from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart."  Praise  from  "the  top 
of  a  heart"  wnnld  be  nothing,  but  to  pump  it 
up,  from  the  depths,  expresses  the  profundity 
of  admiration.  Then  added  Sir  A  in  urn", 
"The  greatest  privilege  of  my  life  is"— now 
just  pause ;  think  what  could  possibly  be  "the 
greatest  privilege"  of  Sir  ARTHTRSTJUJVAS'S 
life 't  The  privilege  of  mutical  genius  f  No. 
Give  it  up?  Yes.  Then  read  on.  "The 
greatest  privilege  of  my  life  is  that  His  Royal 
Highness  will,  at  my  request,  tell  yon 
what  he  thinks  of  the  chorus."  0  immortal 
Jabberwock  ! 

"  0  frabjous  day !    Callooh !     Callay  ! 
He  chortled  in  his  joy." 

Whereupon  H.  R.  H.  observed,  most  dis- 
creetly, "  It  is  not  for  me  to^roake  criticisms  : 
that  1  leave  to  your  amiable  conductor." 
Bee-ew-tif ul I !  This  chorus  will  "get  a 
bit  above  itself."  Dangerous  precedent,  0 
amiable  conductor ! 
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SMORLTORKIANA. 

["  Count  Smorltork — the  famous  foreigner — 
gathering  materials  for  bin  great  work  on  England! 
.  .  .  .  'Have  you  been  long  in  Kngland?'  asked 
Mr.  Pickwick.  'Long-ver  long  time— fortnight 
— more.'  '  Do  you  stay  here  long  ?  '  *  One 
week.'  '  You  will  hare  enough  to  do,'  >aid  Mr. 
Pickwick, '  to  gather  all  the  material*  you  want  in 
that  time.'  '  Eh,  they  are  gathered,'  said  the 
Count."— Pickwick.} 

THE  Smnrltork  race  have  multiplied 

Since  DICKENS  wrote  about  them. 
They  prate  and  rate  on  every  side ; 

Fools  read,  and  wise  men  doubt  them. 
To  every  land/rom  every  land, 

Post-haste,  the  prattlers  travel. 
They  take  a  week  to  understand, 

A  fortnight  to  unravel, 
A  month,  at  moat,  to  write  a  book 

That  sums  up  all  creation  ; 
They  fathom  England  in  a  look. 

And  France  in  a  sensation. 
But  most  of  all  they  seem  to  love 

To  cross  the  wide  Atlantic. 
Then  Jove  and  all  the  gods  above 

Must  roar  at  Smorltork  antic. 
SMOBLTOBK— a  Briton  or  a  Frank, 

A  fcrihe  or  a  fanatic — 
The  Yankee  race  will  gauge,  grade,  rank, 

In  summary  emphatic. 
He,  like  a  cockney  sparrow,  cooks 

His  eye  at  all  around  him, 
As  Pharisee  his  sense  it  shocks, 

As  Philistine,  confounds  him. 
In  seven  hours  he  sums  a  State, 

In  seven  days  the  lot  of  them  : 
Anl  bis  next  business  is— to  "  slate" 

And  talk  prodigious  rot  of  them. 
At  a  huge,  motley  continent 

He  gives  a  glance  quite  cursory, 
And  vows  it  seethes  with  disc  intent, 

And  is  corruption's  nursery. 
He  finds  New  York  a  Tammany  den, 

Chicago  j  list  a  Hades ; 
The  Yankees  not  quite  gentlemen, 

The  Yankee  girls  soiree  ladies. 
Slave  to  the  sex,  the  male,  he  vows, 

Is  but  the  female's  poodle ; 
And  when  not  worshipping  his  spouse, 

He  bows  the  knee  to  "  Boodle. 
The  labouring  East,  the  lawless  West, 

He  scans  in  a  "  split  second," 
And  in  "  two  jiffs  "  of  scampering  quest 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  are  "  reckoned." 
They  "re  "  gathered"  in  his  shallow  brain, 

Like  pea-nuts  in  a  pmnikin. 
Bah  1    SMORLTORK  is  a  vapid,  vain, 

Vituperative  mannikin. 
"  Potry,  poltio,  science,  art, 

All  tings  " — from  pigs  to  pictures — 
He  bans  in  criticisms  "  smart," 

And  sciolist  ic  strictures. 
Of  courtesy  the  open  s*iame, 

Of  feelings  coarse  affronter, 
He '»  only  fit  to  play  the  gama 

Of  Mrs.  LEO  HUNTEB. 
For  when  to  other  lands  he  strays, 

Ihe  fool  insults  their  banners, 
Because  he  doesn't  like  their  ways, 

Nor  understand  their  manners. 
Peripatetic  Podsnap,  he 

Makes  Punch's  nerves  feel  tinglish, 
Who  naught  of  good  abroad  can  see 

Because  it  is  not  "  English." 
Ah.  Brother  JONATHAN,  old  friend, 

The  Smorltork  ohitter-chatter 
Some  day,  like  Tammany,  will  end, 

Meanwhile  it  doesn't  matter. 
The  SMORLTORKS  are  a  shallow  set, 

Cantankerous  and  cranky ;  [bet," 

But  Punch  takes  not  from  them,  "  you 

His  notions  of  things  Yankee  I 


MOTTO  OF  STALKEBS.— "Going  for  deer  life!" 


Curate.  "So  SORRY  TO  HEAR  TOUR  HUSBAND'S  MET  WITH  AN  ACCIDENT,  MBS.  SHAPE." 
Ms.  Snape.  "  Yis,  SIB,  '«  's  VKBT  BAD,  PORK  MAN  I     'K  WTJB  WOBKIN'  ON  THK  RAIL- 
WAT  LINK  TH'  OTHER  DAT  AN'  A  ENGINE  COMB  ALONG  AN'  BUN  CLEAN  OVF.R  'IN  ?OBB  LEO  ; 
AN'  NOW  'K  'IL  B«  LAID  rp  ABED  you   WZEKS.    IT  's  WHAT  I  B'LIEVB  TBK  DOCTOBS  CALLS 

LoCOHOTIfB  ATTACK*   YS!" 


NRT  PROFITS.— Mr.  CUMMINO  MACDONA, 
M  P.'s  rec-iit  Utter  to  the  Time*  about  the 
hundred  French  boats  that  he  saw  starting 
from  Dieppe  for  a  three  mouths'  fishing  cruise 
off  the  west  coast  of  Ireland,  has  led  to  a 
demand  by  Irish  papers  for  Government  help 
to  Irish  fisheries.  Why,  they  ask,  should 
money  be  given  to  farmers  and  not  to  fishers  f 
The  Cork  Conttitution,  however,  goes  to  the 
root  of  things  by  saying  that  "  want  of  enter- 
prise and  thrift,"  not  want  of  pence,  leads  to 
Irish  fish  T>eiDg  caught  by  the  anglers  of 
Dieppe.  The  State  has  already  constructed 
improved  harbours  and  light  railways.  It  is 
for  the  fisher-folk  to  respond  by  getting  boats 
and  nets,  and  using  them ;  until  which  time 
the  early  Gaul  will  get  the  best  haul. 


SIMS  BEEVES  AT  THE  EMPIRE. 

M  v  pretty  JAITK  !    Mjr  pretty  JAW«  ! 

The  contract  did  I  sign  ! 
So  meet  me,  meet  me  at  the  Empire  1 

I  sing  at  half-past  nine. 
It  may  be  earlier,  or  later,  JANE. 

For  time  your  SIMS  sims  to  defy, 
But  read  the  posters  of  the  Empire — 

The  boom  will  catch  your  eye '. 

MUSICAL  NOTE. —A  "Matt  in   S"  has 
been  composed  by  MASS-KN-ET. 

A   SHAKSPEABIAN   LIKE.—  The   one   that 
takes  you  to  Stratford-on-Avon. 
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CABBY ;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack") 
["Gentlemen,  the  way  to  see  London  is  from  the  top  of  a  'bus— from  the 
top  of  a  'bus,  gentlemen'!  "—Mr.  Gladstone  to  American  Fuitort.] 

No.  VII.— 'BUSSES,  BILKS,  AND  BOOSYS. 
TOP  of  a  'bus!    Well,  I've  nothing  to  say  against  knifeboards  or 

garden-seats,  quite  the  eontrairy. 

Looked  at  as  look-outs  on  London  itself,  as  a  city,  they  're  easy,  com- 
manding, and  airy. 
G.  0.  M.  hit  it  in  once  to  those  Yankees.    But  still,  if  you'd  view 

London  life,  as  a  wholer, 
Not  mere  bricks  and  mortar  and  lamp-posts,  I'll  back  what  cute 

BENJAHIN  D.  called  the  London  Gondoler. 
7've  drove  the  Grand  Old  One,  though  'e  's  such  a  walker  'e  don't 

(rive  the  wheels  so  much  work  as  did  DI//Y. 
But  I  'd  like  to  stick  'im  some  hours  on  my  perch  with  my  'ed  at  'is 

elber.    Ah,  then  we  'd  be  busy. 
The  'bus  'as  the  pull  of  us  one  way,  you  see;  our  fares  can't  git 

mounting  the  roof  ;  they  're  insiders ! 
But  Cabby  looks  inside  and  out,  and  that  way  gits  the  bulge  on  the 

rest  of  the  drivers  and  riders. 
Morefomeover  the  'busses  and  trams  keep  the  main,   whilst   we 

'Ansoms  can  take  all  the  short-cuts  and  bye-ways ; 
And  when  you  know  sububs  and  slums,  you  're  aware  London  life 

don't  all  run  in  the  big  stream  of  'ighways. 
Its  creeks  and  its  backwaters,  ditches  and  dykes,  they  teem,  fairly 

teem,  though  their  dwellers— poor  cusses  I — 
Can  only  just  ketch  the  tram-bells  in  the  distance,  and  ain't  never 

bossed  from  the  knife  bonds  of  'busses. 

That's  just  where  swell  ink-slingers  miss  the  true  London.    That 

wasn't  the  way  though  with  good  CHARLEY  DICKENS. 
Pickwick  is  one  of  the  books  in  our  Shelter,  and  Pickwick,  I  'old, 

gives  the  reader  rare  pickins. 
When  drying  my  If  gs  over  corfee  and  heggs  I  git  a  larf  out  o'  that 

patter  o  Sammy. 
It  ain't  quite  our  up-to-date  kibosh,  o'  course,  but  the  way  as  that 

Sam  chewed  the  rag  was  just  jammy. 

Knowed  some  queer  things  about  London,  '«  did,  'is  London,  of 

course,  cabrioleys  and  such-like. 
My  survey's  "extensive,"  and  likeways  "  peoeoliar,"  in  that  me 

aud  Sammy  seem  much  of  a  much  like. 
A  whip,  like  old  ff'eller,  I  do  not,  like  'im,  do  the  same  bit  o'  road, 

oome-day-iro-day  together. 
I  know,  in  my  line,  every  inch  of  the  town,  at  all  times  o'  day,  and 

in  all  sorts  o'  weather. 

I  'd  just  like  a  turn  "  Round  the  Town  "  with  young  Sam,  or  a  talk 

over  w>s"ige  and  mashed  in  our  Shelter ; 
Comparing  of  notes,  with  the  Growler  for  chorus,  I  'aven't  no  doult 

we  should  come  out  a  pelter. 
"  Cabby,"  they  sing,  "  knows  'is  fare."    I  should  think  so,  or  eke 

'e  must  be  a  blind  mug  or  a  babby, 
And  who,  from  a  dock  to  a  chorister  minx,  "asn't,  one  time  or  other, 

been  "  fare  "  1o  a  Cabby  P 

I ' ve  driven  the  dook  and  the  damsel  together,  as  fur  as  that  g  >es. 

And  the  dook  was  that  squiff  v 
'E  wanted  to  go  me  "  docks  up"  for  the  fare.    But  that  would  'avd 

brought  down  the  slops  in  a  jiffy. 
You  mustn't  'ave  much  flesh  and  blood,  as  a  Cabby,  I  ttll  ytu.    At 

scrapping  we  're  most  of  us  'and y  ; 
But  knockin'  put  nobs,  as  a  rule,  doesn't  pay,  when  said  nobs  'ave 

been  mixing  champagne  and  neat  brandy. 

The  boosys  and  bilks  try  our  tempers,  I  tell  you.    But  tempers  are 

luxuries,  like  sparrtr  grass  is. 
If  you  've  seen  a  helderly,  hamorous  gent,  on  the  tiddley,  you  know 

what  a  worriting;  ass  is. 
Argue  for  hours  about  sixpence,  'e  will,  then  'unt  all  'is  pockets,  and 

find  'e  aint  got  one. 
Collapse  in  a  corner,  and  fall  fast  asleep,  with  a  boiled  baby  smile 

on  'is  chump.    'E  'a  a  'ot  one. 

Hit  'im  ?    Oh  no  I    'E  may  waste  you  a  hour,  and  then  offer  a  drink, 

which  'e  'asn't  the  price  of ; 
And  maunder  and  mumble  till  you  are  arf  mad ;  but  if  an  old  stager 

you  'Jl  take  the  advice  of, 
You  tcon't  knock  'is  'ead  off !    It's  tempting,  I  know,  and  sometimes 

you  would  give  twice  the  fare  for  the  pleasure ; 
But  squiffy  old  gents  are  the  magistrates'  pets,  they  've  got  money— 

at  'ome — and,  what's  more,  lots  of  leisure ! 

"TREACLE"  now,  can't  'old  'is  torgue  with  old  Tiddleys.  Poor 
"  TREACLE"  was  once  a  «mart  gentleman  farmer, 

And  k?p  'is  own  dog-cart.  'E 's  got  one  fair  diughter,  who,  even  in 
chocolate  cotton's  a  charmer. 


Ah !  sweet  as  f refh  'ay,  in  a  manner  o'  speaking,  is  young  BKSSIE 

FINCH,  though  she 's  bat  a  machiner. 
Its  curious  'pw  sulky  old  "  TREACLE  "  lights  up  when  'is  gal  BESSIE 

brings  'im  'is  poor  bit  o'  dinner. 

'E  was  just  taking;  up  an  old  Tiddley  one  time  when  Miss  BESSIE 

turned  up.  and  the  bosky  old  geeser 
Made  eyes  at  the  maid,  and  said  just  aif  a  word,  when  poor  TREACLE'S 

fut  caught  'im  a  slap  on  'is  sneezer 
As  made  'im  see  stars.    'Twas  a  trine  too  previous,  p'r'aps,  for  a 

sulky  old  chip  of  a  Cabby ; 
A  "erp  don't  look  like  a  'ero  somehow  when  'is  phiz  is  wind-blue  and 

'is  billycock  shabby. 

Old  Tiddley  was  quite  a  respectable  gent,  a  benevolent  buffer,  who 

lived  out  at  Clapham ; 
And  when  subub  saints  'ave  been  dining  a  mossel,  it  won't  do  for 

grumpy  old  Growlers  to  slap  'em. 
So  "  TREACLE,"  as  usual,  got  toko,  you  see,  likeways  missed  a  good 

fare,  'long  o'  hem'  too  'asty ; 
Which  shows  as  a  Cabby  'is  temper  must  check,  and  in  trinea  must 

not  be  too  ticklish  or  tasty. 

OUR  FAMILY  EXCHANGE  COLUMN. 

[The  Review  of  Reriewt  has  started  n  Baby  and  Matrimonial  Exchange.] 

WANTED  IMMEDIATELY,  a  Complete  Set  of  Ancestors,  by  Adver- 
tiser, who  is  riving  up  Business  and  going  in  for  High  Finance. 
Crusaders  or  Tlantagenets  Preferred,  or  County  Family  of  not  less 
than  Three  Hnnlrpd  Years  Star  ding,  on  Approval.  Guaranteed 
Pedizree  Required.  Will  offer  in  Exchange 
100,000  £1  Consolidated  Gold  Mine  Shares. 
.  —Address,  "  South  Africa,"  507,  Boom  St. 
VVW  I  WILL  GIVE  UP  All  Rights  in  my  Mother- 
in-Law  in  return  for  Second-hand  Safety 
1)  Bicycle,  or  10«.  Cash.— ED.,  Angelina  Villas. 
A  BOON  TO  TESTATORS  !— What  Offers? 
A  Poor  Relation  is  Willing  to  Adopt 
Wealthy  Old  Lady  (without  encumbrance), 
hiving  recently  had  a  difference  with  his 
Relatives.  Will  Gladly  exchange  Views 
on  the  subject  with  any  Benevolent  and 
Elderly  Gentlewoman.  —  "  Legatee,"  c/o 
SMITHERS,  Tobacconist,  Old  Kent  Road. 

CHANCE  FOR  PHILANTHROPISTS !— Abso- 
lutely Given  Away  1 !  Aitf r-seison  Clear- 
ance. Professional  Man  with»s  to  part  with 
the  last  of  a  large  assnrtmtnt  of  Indigent 
Relatives.  Excellent  Opening  for  Capi- 
talist. Warranted  a  Steady  and  Reliable 
Applicant  for  As>istance.  Xo  Chari  able 
Old  Maid  should  miss  this  Opportunity. — 
Address  "  Ratepayer,"  care  of  SMITHERS,  Tobacconist.  0.  K.  Road. 

TWINS  !—TWIKS  ! !— TWIBS!  ! !— Do  yeu  Want  a  Pair  of  Twins, 
quite  new,  with  good  strong  voices  and  hearty  appetites  ?  They  would 
appeal  to  any  Mother's  Heart.  Must  reduce  establishment.  Would 
iand  over  to  any  young  Married  Couple  with  a  Vacuity.  Will  take 
Fox-terrier  or  Prize  Bantam.— "Pater,"  Letter  Box  8  W. 

WILL  ANYONE  oblige  me  with  a  Third  Cousin-Twice-  Removed,  as 
my  collection  of  specimens  is  incomplete?  Have  Half-ttep- sister- 
in-law  (very  rare  variety,  and  very  little  worn)  to  spare. — "G.," 
"  Family  Tree  "  Inn,  Hanwell. 

GEORGE  has  a  Smart  and  Good-looking  Sister,  whom,  he  would  be 
elad  to  swap  for  some  Other  Fellow's  Sister,  of  similar  appearance. 
Bf  st  Man  also  wanted. — Address,  Bray  House,  Strand. 

To  SELL  OR  EXCHANGE,  a  Job  Lot  of  Uncles,  mostly  Wrong  'Uns. 
Would  do  for  Sandwich-Men  or  Supers.  No  cash  offer  refused. 
— "  A  Dntiful  Nephew,"  1,  Queer  Street. 


SOMETHING  ATTRACTIVE  IN  A  NAMK..— Among  the  directors  on 
the  Board  of  the  Mount  Torrens  Gold  Mining  Co.,  Limited,  occurs  a 
delightful  name  which  we  have  not  seen  in  real  life  since  it  first 
appeared  in  Slmpmore  many  years  airo.  It  is  "  ALF  PINTO"  ;  the 
surname  is  "LFITE,''  and  he  is  "Director  of  the  Mirer's  Dream 
Gold  Mines,  Limited,"— why  limit  a  "dreim"?  Is  it  not  delightfully 
attractive?  We  trust  "ALF  PINTO"  will  find  plenty  of  Whole 
Quartz  O !  and  that  the  success  of  the  "M.  T.  G  M.'1  may  be  the 
exact  opposite  of  its  two  first  initials,  i.e.,  not  "31.  T."  but  quit* 
full,  up  to  the  brim.  

CANADIAN  COPYRIGHT.  —  The  Author  says  "  the  much-vexed 
question  of  Canadian  copyright  ha?  at  length  made  some  steps 
towards  a  settlement."  Mr.  CAINE,  who  has  sailed  for  Canada, 
as  one  of  the  "settlers,"  is  fqual  to  "two  single  gentleman  rolled 
into  one,"  being  Certainly  CAIXE  and,  most  decidedly,  Able. 


OCTOBER  19,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


181 
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THE  THIRTY-ONE-AND-SIXPENNY 
DREADFUL. 

(By  Mr.  Punch's  Own  High-Class  Police 
News  Reporter. ) 

AT  the  Grosvenor  Square  Criminal  Court 
the  case  of  Lady  D'EDBBOKE  came  on  for 
hearing  at  the  head  of  the  list.  Interest  in 
this  alleged  crime  in  high  life  drew  together 
a  vast  galaxy  of  Society  women,  and  His 
Worship  wag  with  difficulty  accommodated 
with  a  seat  on  the  bench.  Opera-glasses  ruled 
from  one-and-sixpence-in-the-slot.  The 
first  charge  brought  again tt  her  ladyship  was 
that  of  refusing  alimony  to  her  husband.  A 
8ec>ind  dealt  with  the  desertion  of  her  children. 

The  prosecution  undertook  to  prove  that  Sir 
BENEDICK  had  been  found  at  night  on  the 
doorstep  of  the  d'Edbroke  Mansion  without  a 
latchkey  or  other  visible  means  of  subsist- 
ence. Lady  D'EDBBOKE  (nee  SWAG)  was  de- 
scribed as  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy 
Birmingham  manufacturer  of  antiques.  By 
her  marriage  into  the  ancient  and  honourable 
house  of  the  D'EDBBOKES  she  had  relieved  the 
fortunes  of  the  three-  and- twentieth  baronet, 
whose  assets  at  the  moment  had  been  nil. 
Two  children  had  been  born  of  the  marriage, 
and  these  had  recently  been  discovered  in  a 
state  of  emaciation  in  a  Park  Lane  creche. 


Counsel  would  call  her  ladyship's  maid  to 
give  evidence  of  the  kind  of  literature  to 
which  her  mistress  had  been  addicted.  That 
domestic  would  admit  that  she  (the  domestic), 
being  bored  by  the  feeble  and  fatuous 
character  of  the  Fenny  Dreadful  as  a  guide 
to  immorality,  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
utilizing  her  mistress's  left-oif  thirty-one- 
iind-sixpenny  and  other  expensive  shockers. 
He  hoped  to  show  that  this  class  of  work, 
though  not  above  the  level  of  the  Penny 
Dreadful  in  point  of  literary  qualities,  was  of 
a  mere  seductive  piquancy.  At  the  time  of 
the  prisoner's  arrest  her  drawing-room  and 
boudoir  were  littered  with  printed  matter, 
from  the  titles  of  which  he  would  select  four 
specimens :  A  Melodrama  of  Spasms,  The 
Superfluous  Male,  A  Neo-Platonic  Passion, 
An  Edenless  Adam.  From  the  last  of  these 
ha  ventured  to  read  an  extract  or  two,  in  the 
selection  of  which  he  had  been  assisted  by 
the  pencil  marks  and  marginal  comments  of 
the  prisoner.  The  book,  he  might  add,  was 
from  a  lending  library. 

"A  veritable  Dian,  flame-red  with  the 
shame  of  maternity,  the  young  mother  of 
twins  faced  her  cowed  and  miserable  husband. 
Mentally  she  threw  up  the  sponge  ready  for 
the  next  round,  for  she  had  still  a  shot  in  her 
locker  with  which  to  run  a  mucker." 

Council  here  explained  that  the  writer,  a 


simple  woman,  was  still  feeling  her  way  in 
the  use  of  sporting  language. 

' '  JAMES, '_  she  said.  '  I  was  an  ignorant  girl 
when  I  married  you  for  your  wealth,  you  me 
for  my  beauty  of  souL  There  I  thought  that 
the  bargain  had  ended.  How  was  I  to  know 
that  women  have  a  tendency  to  bear  children '( 
No  one  ever  pointed  out  to  me  any  precedent 
for  this.  In  my  innocence  it  had  never 
occurred  to  me  that  I  might  myself  have  been 
originally  born.' " 

Here  a  Juror  intervened  to  request  that 
he  might,  as  a  family  man,  be  allowed  to 
retire.  Leave  being  refused,  he  then  asked 
if  ladies  ought  to  listen  to  such  extracts. 
His  Worship  thereupon  ordered  all  decent 
women  to  leave  the  court.  No  one  moved, 
and  the  extract  was  resumed. 

"  '  And  now,  in  the  full  pride  of  my  sexless- 
nets,  I  have  had  a  painful  fall.  I  am  branded 
with  the  mark  of  servitude.  The  laughing- 
stock of  my  emancipated  sisters,  I  shall  go 
down  to  posterity  as  a  mother  ! ' 

"  Lord  JAMES  winced.  The  mother  of  twins 
continued. 

' '  Had  mine  been  the  wealth  and  yours  tke 
beauty  of  soul — and  of  this  you  can  never 
kave  even  been  suspected—  my  course  would 
be  plain.  I  should,  by  the  right  of  the 
Married  Women's  Impropriety  Act,  banish 
you  from  this  house.  Never  should  you 
darken  these  doors  again,  though  you  might 
linger  on  the  doorstep,  an  Edenless  ADA  it,  a 
worm,  a  periwinkle  at  the  gale  of  Paradise ! 
As  it  is,  being  compelled  from  lack  of  filthy 
lucre^to  tolerate  existence  under  your  roof. 
I  insist  that  these  signs  of  my  degradation ' 
— here  she  pointed  defiantly  at  the  twins, 
who  howled — 'be  kept  for  ever  from  my  eye* 
under  the  tutelage  of  hired  menials,  in  a 
nursery  with  padded  walls  to  be  built  out 
over  the  billiard-room.  Otherwise  I  propose 
to  leave  you  and  become  a  Tableau  Vicanl ! ' ' 

At  this  point  the  usher  rebuked  applause  in 
the  galleries. 

A  second  extract  ran  as  follows :— "  A  year 
later,  in  the  height  of  the  season  at  Battersea 
Park,  a  remarkable  tandem  was  the  object  of 
universal  comment.  It  consisted  of  Lord  and 
Lady  JAKES,  or,  more  strictly,  Lady  and  Lord 
JAKES,  for  Lady  JAKES  steered  from  the 
front,  clad  in  high  collar,  starched  shirt, 
breeches  and  gaiters,  while  Lord  JAMES  fol- 
lowed in  a  blouse  and  divided  skirt,  doing 
all  the  work.  A  symbol  this  of  the  conditions 
under  which  he  was  now  admitted  to  the  pri- 
vilege of  communion  with  her.  That  the 
man  should  be  compelled  to  do  the  work,  itself 
a  mark  of  serfdom,  was  but  one  of  many  con- 
ditions laid  down  by  the  predominant  partner. 
Another  was  that  he  should  not  offend  decency 
by  appearing  in  the  recognised  costume  of  a 
woman.  Hence  the  blouse  and  divided  skirt, 
lately  relegated  to  male  use." 

Here  His  Worship  observed  that  this  extract 
failed  to  bear  upon  the  issue,  and  it  was  then 
shown  that  the  pencil-mark,  with  the  comment 
"  Good  again  1 "  was  the  work  of  another  sub- 
scriber to  MCDIK'S.  A  third  extract,  taken 
from  a  new  book  of  the  Six-Shilling-Shocker 
series — A  Melodrama  of  Spatms — began: 
"  I  am  glad  that  these  fins  of  your  magenta 
breeding  are  no  irony  of  fate."  The  foreman 
of  the  jury  demanded  an  elucidation,  which 
Counsel  was  unable  to  produce.  Court  still 
working  at  enigma  when  report  left. 

A  HTDE-OUS  DANGER. —  "  Hyde  Park' 
should  be  our  Show  Park.  At  present  it  is 
the  Hiding  Park  for  all  the  scum  of  the  town. 
Mr.  P.  summons  First  Commissioner  of 
Works,  Commissioner  of  Police,  and  "  GEORGE 
RAHGEB,"  who,  he  believes,  has  not  yet  re- 
tired from  this  office,  to  step  out  at  once  and 
do  their  duty. 


VOL.  err. 
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Brother  Jonathan.    '  SAY,  JOHN  I  YOU  'D  BETTER  GO  INTO  TRAINING  AGAIN  I 
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EASILY    EXPLAINED. 

Huntsman  (having  jmt  drawn  large  covert  blank).    "  WELL,  MR.  LKOGINS,  w*  CAN'T  KIND  THAT  LITTER  you  VE  BEEN  BRAGGING 
UTI"  Keeper  (who  objects  to  being  styled  "  Leggi ra  ").  "  You  SURPRISE  ME,  MR,  TOOTLE  I    MOST  EXTRAORDINARY  I '' 

Huntsman,  "OH,  NOT  AT  ALL  I    You  SKB  THKRE  is  SUCH  A  SHOW  OF  PHEASANTS  AND  HARES — I  EXPECT  THEY  MUST  HAVE  KATKN 

THE  POOR  LITTLE  BEGGARS   BETWEEN  THEM  I  " 


THE  COMMAND  OF  THE  ARMY. 

NEW  STYLE— IN  THE  FUTURE.     SCENE— Interior  of  the  Council  Chamber 
at  the  War  Office.    Committee  of  National  Defence  in  Consultation, 

First  Member.  Well,  really,  I  think  the  troops  should  advance. 

Second  Member.  Certainly,  hut  how  about  their  uniforms  f 

Third  Member.  Oh,  I  am  responsible  for  that  department. 
Everything  fairly  well.  At  least,  I  think  so. 

lit  M.  Oh,  if  you  only  "  think  so,"  we  had  better  break  off  forawhile. 
[The  Committee  "  break  off  for  a  while,"  and  then  reassemble. 

3rd  M.  Now  everything  's  right.  I  thought  there  was  some 
trouble  about  the  new  forage  caps.  Well,  the  difficulty  has  been 
surmounted,  and  all  is  as  correct  as  can  be. 

lit  M.  Pleased  to  hear  it.    Ammunition  up  to  the  mark  ? 

4th  M.  That's  my  special  department.    It  may  be,  but 

3rd  M.  Oh  I    Don't  you  think  we  had  better  ad'iourn  a  bit  ? 

1st  M.  Why,  certainly.     [They  "  adjourn  a  bit,"  then  reassemble. 

•Ith  M.  Glad  I  had  an  opportunity  of  looking  into  the  affair. 
Fact  is,  although  we  had  a  lot  of  cordite,  there  was  certainly 

lit  M.  Yes,  I  know.    But  is  it  all  right  now  ? 

4«A  M.  Right !    Of  course  I    It  never  was  wrong,  but 

1st  M.  Quite  BO.  Don't  let's  waste  time.  How  about  the  transport  f 

?>th  M.  1  am  responsible  for  that.  If  you  really  want  to  move 
the  troops  any  distance,  perhaps  I  had  better— — 

lit  M.  It 's  very  annoying !  but  as  you  say  "  you  had  better"  do 
something  or  other,  let 's  scatter  for  a  time. 

[They  "  scatter  for  a  time,"  and  reassemble. 

?>th  M.  Lucky  I  overhauled  my  department.  If  I  hadn't  yon 
wouldn't  have  been  able  to  move  the  troops  a  dozen  yards. 

1  tt  M.  But  is  it  all  right  now  ?  Equipment,  ammunition,  transport  ? 
Are  you  all  right  ?  Chorus.  Yes,  Sir. 

1  st  M.  (through  telephone).  Quick,  march !     [  The  troops  are  moved, 

Oii>  STYLE— IN  THE  PAST.     SOKNE— Anywhere  in  front  of  an  Army, 
_Commander-in- Chief.  I  vouch  for  everything!    I  have  only  to 
give  the  word  of  command.    Quick,  march!    [The  troops  are  moved. 


THE  JOLLY  YOUNG  WATERMAN. 

(Up  to  Date.) 

AND  did  you  not  hear  of  the  East  London  Watermen, 

Who  our  requirements  failed  to  supply, 
If  the  weather  was  hot  or  was  cold  in  severity 

Their  pipes  and  their  cisterns  were  equally  dry. 
In  cold  or  in  heat  they  charged  as  steadily, 
But  water  to  drink  we  couldn't  get  readily ; 

Yet  water  or  none,  with  an  impudent  air, 

They  charged  all  the  same,  and  it  didn't  stem  fair. 

What  tights  of  distress  there  were  seen  in  the  district, 
Its  drains  were  unflushed,  and  were  tainted  withal, 

(There  was  always  a  cause— some  "  Progressive  "  obstxncth  n,) 
But  the  party  supporting  them  grew  very  small ; 

And  often  would  there  be  both  swearing  and  sneering, 

But  'twas  all  one  to  them  the  complaining  and  jeering ; 
For  cursing  and  praying  they  little  did  eare^- 
But  charged  us  for  water— it  didn't  seem  fair. 

But,  only  to  fancy  how  strangely  things  happen, 
While  rates  were  collected  for  nothing  at  all, 

The  Government  Board  held  a  special  inquiry, 
Which  sat  fcr  a  while  in  the  Hackney  Town  Hall. 

And  should  this  report  (to  the  Company's  sorrow) 

Be  iisued  to-day,  next  month,  or  to-morrow, 
The  East  London  Company  d  better  take  care — 
As  charging  for  nothing  is  scarcely  quite  fair. 


No  JOK-K.— A  Tory  "of  the  o!d  school"  has  adapted  the  well- 
known  Virgilian  hexameter  thus:  —  CR-MB-RL-H rtr  miterte  nimium 
vicina  Carltontr.' 

WRECKS  AND  CASUALTIES. — The  barque  Metropolitan  Improve- 
ments stranded  on  the  County  Council  Sands. 
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SKETCHES  FROM  SCOTLAND. 

AT  THE  DRUMQUHIDDER  HIGHLAND  GATHERING. 
ScElfE— A  meadow  near  Drumquhidder,  South  Perthshire,  where 
the  annual  Highland  Games  are  being  held.  The  programme 
being  a  long  one,  there  are  generally  three  events  being  contested 
in  various  parts  of  the  ground  at  the  same  time.  On  the 
benches  immediately  below  the  Grand  Stand  are  seated  two 
Drumquhidder  tcorthies,  Mr.  PAHRITCH  and  Mr.  HAVKRS,  with 
Mrs.  McTAVlSH  and  her  niece,  two  acquaintances  from  Glasgow, 
to  whom  they  are  endeavouring — not  altogether  successfully — to 
make  themselves  agreeable. 

Mr.  Savers  (in  allusion  to  the  dozen  or  so  of  drags,  landaus,  and 
waggonettes  on  the  ground}.  There's  a  number  o'  machines  hier  the 
day,  Messis  McTAitviSH,  an'  a  wonderfu'  crood ;  there'll  be  a  bit 
scarceness  ower  on  yon  side,  but  a  gey  many  a'thegither.  I  con- 
seeder  we  're  jest  awfu'  forrtunate  in  the  day  an'  a'. 

[Mrs.  McTAVlSH  assents,  but  without  enthusiasm. 
Mr.  Parritch.  Pve  jist  ben  keekin'  into  the  Refraishmen'  Tent. 
It's  an  awfu'  piety  they're 
no  painneetin'  ony  intoaxi- 
eans-— naethin'  but  non-aloo- 
hoalic  liquors  an'  sic  like,  an' 
the  h  a  w  m  -  sawndwieb.es  no 
verra  tender.  (With  gallan- 
try.) What  do  ye  say.  noo, 
Messis  McTABViSH — will  ye 
no  come  an'  tak'  a  bite  wi" 
meP 

Mrs,  McTavish  (distantly). 
Ah'm  no  feelin'  able  for't  iist 
the  noo,  Mester  PATRRITCH. 

Mr.  Parr.  Ye '11  hae  a 
boatle  o'  leemonade  at  my  ex- 
pense? Ye '11  no?  Then  ye 
wull,  Mess  RAWSE.  (With 
relief,  as  Miss  ROSE  declines 
also.)  Aweel,  I  jist  thocht 
I'd  pit  the  quaistion.  (To  a 
friend  of  his,  who  joins  them.) 
An'  hoo's  a'  wi'  ye,  Mester 
McKfcRROW?  Ye 're  a  mem- 
ber o'  the  Cawraittee,  I  ob- 
sairve,  sae  I  '11  hae  to  keck  up 
a  bet  row  wi'  ye. 

Mr.  McKerrow  (uncon- 
cernedly). Then  ye '11  jist  to 
hae  to  keck  it  doon  again. 
What 's  wrang  the  noo  ? 

Mr.  Parr.  I'd  like  to  ask 
ye  if  ye  conseeder  it  fair  or 
jest  to  change  us  tippenee 
every  time  we'd  go  aft  the 
groon  ?  Man,  it 's  jist  an  ex- 
toartion. 

Mr.  McKerr.  I  'm  no  re- 
sponsible for  't;  but,  if  J'd 
ben  there,  I  'd  ha'  chairged  ye 

f  Wft    aViallJTla  •     BflO  TTO  M    Vlflfffll'    c 


"  That  'a  jist  the  game,  I  'm  telling  ye ;  ye  know  naething  at  a'  aboot  it ! ' 


Miss  Rose  (with  maidenly  displeasure).  'Deed,  an  I  'm  no  unner- 
standini?  why  ye  should  thenk  ony  sic  a  thing ! 

Mr.  Havers  (abashed).  1  beg  your  pairrdon.  I  don't  know  hoo  it 
was  I  gethered  SMETII  was  your  ain  neem.  (Miss  ROSE  shakes  her 
head.)  No?  Then  maybe  ye '11  be  acquaint  with  a  Mester  ALEX- 
AWNDER  SMETH  fro'  Paisley  ?  (Miss  HOSE  is  not,  nor  apparently 
desires  to  be,  and  Mr.  HAVERS  returns  to  the  foot-race.)  The  bald- 

heid's  leadin'  them  a',  I  tellt  ye  he'd Na,  he's  gien  up  !  it'll 

be  <he  little  block  fellow,  he 's  peckin'  up  tairible  1 

Mr.  Parr.  'Twull  no  be  him.  Yon  lang  chap  has  an  easy  jobe 
o't.  Ye '11  see  he  '11  jist  putt  a  spairrt  on  at  yon  faur  poast— he's 
comin'  on  noo — he 's.  .  ,  .  Losh !  he 's  only  thirrd  after  a' ;  he 
didna  putt  the  spairrt  on  sune  eneugh  ;  that  was  the  gran'  fau't  he 
made! 

Mr.  Havers.  They'll  be  begenning  the  wrustling  oot  yon  in  the 

centre.  .  .  .    (As  the  competitors  grip.)    Losh  !  that's  no  the  way  to 

wrnstle ;  they  shouldna  left  the  ither  up ;  they  're  no  allowed  to  threp ! 

Mr.  McKerr.  That's  jist  the  game,  I'm  telling  ye;  ye  know 

naet.hing  at  a'  aboot  it ! 

Mr.  Havers.    I  'd  sthruggle  baiter  'n  that  mysel',  it 's  no  great 

wrustling  at  a', merely  bairrns' 
plavl 

Mr.  McKerr.  (as  a  corpu- 
lentelderlygentlemanappears, 
in  very  pink  tights').  Ye  11  see 
some  science  noo,  for  hier's 
McBANNOCK  o'  Balwhuskie, 
the  chawmpion. 

Mr.  Havers  (disenchanted). 
Wull  yon  be  him  in  the  penk 
breeks.  Man,  but  he's  awfu' 
stoot  for  sic  wark  ! 

Mr.  McKerr.  The  wecht  of 
him 's  no  easy  put  doon.  The 
res';  are  boys  to  him. 

Mr.  Parr.  I  doot  the  little 
dairk  fellow  '11  hae  him  .  .  . 
it '«  a  gev  sthrnggle. 

Mr.  McKerr.  He's  not 
doon  yet.  Wull  ye  bait  sex- 
pence  against  McBANNOCK, 
Mester  PAIRHTTCH  ? 

Mr.  Parr,  (promptlu).  Aye, 
wull  I— na,  he 's  got  the  dairk 
mon  doon.  I  was  jist  mindin 
the  sword-daunce,  sae  the 
bait '  s  aff .  ( Three  men  in  full 
Highland  costume  step  upon 
the  platform  and  stand,  proud 
and  impassive,  fronting  the 
grand  stand,  u'hile  the  fudges 
walk  round  them,  making 
careful  notes  of  their  respec- 
tive points.)  What  wull  they 
be  aboot  ? 

Mr.  McKerr.  It  '11  be  the 
prize  for  the  mon  who 's  the 
best  dressed  Hielander  at  his 
ain  expense.  I  'm  thenkin' 


twa  shellins ;  sae  ye  'd  better  say  nae  mair  aboot  the  maitter.  |  they  '11  find  it  no  verra  easy  to  come  to  a  deceesion. 

[Mr.  PABRITCH  does  not  pursue  the  subject.  \     Mr.  Parr.  Deed,  it 's  no  sae  deeticult ;  'twill  be  the  mon  in  the 

Mr.  Havers  (as  a  detachment  of  the  Black  Watch  Highlanders   centre,  sure  as  deith  I 

conclude  an  exhibition  of  musical  drill).  Ye '11  be  the  baiter  o' haeing       Mr.  Havers.  Ye  say  that  because  he  has  a'  them  gowd  maidles 
the  Block  Wetch  hier  the  day.    Man,  they  gie  us  a  colour!    It's   ' 
verra  pretty_  hoo  nicely  they  can  pairforrm  the  drill.  .  .  .    An'  noo 
them  sojers  is  gaun  to  rin  a  bet  race  amang  theirsels.    This  '11  be  an 
extry  cawmpeteetion,  I  doot.     (As  the  race  is  being  run.)    It's  no 
a  verra  suitable  dress  for  rinnin' — the  spleughan— or  "  sporran,"  is 
it  ? — hairrts  them  tairible. 

Mr.  McKerr.  (contradictiously).  The  sporran  does  na  hairrt  them 

a'. 

Mr.  Havers.  Man,  it's  knockin'  against  them  at  every  stride  they 
tak'.  (His  attention  wanders  to  a  Highland  Fling,  which  three 
small  boys  are  dancing  on  a  platform  opposite.)  He 's  an  awfu' 
bonnie  danncer  that  wee  laddie  i*  the  meddle ! 

Mr.  McKerr.  Na  sae  awfu'  bonnie,  he  luiks  tae  much  at  his 
taes.  Yon  on  the  richt  is  the  laddie  o'  the  lote !  he  disna 


at  a 


his  boady  at  a' This '11  be  the  Half  Mile  Handicap  they're 

stairting  for  down  yonder.  It  '11  gae  to  JOCK  AIJSTEH— him  in  the 
blue  breeks. 

Mr.  Parr.  Yon  grup-luikin'  tyke  ?    I  canna  thenk  it. 

Mr.  Havers.  Na,  it'll  be  yon  bald-heided  man  in  broon.  He's 
yerra  enthusiastic.  He's  ben  rinnin'  in  a'  the  races,  I  obsairve. 

OMETH"  did  ye  say  his  neem  was?  (To  Miss  ROSE,  " pawkily.  ) 
LL  hae  an  aft aictionate  regaird  for  thet  neem,  I  'm  thenking,  Mess 

-KAW8E  r 


Mr.  Parr,  (loftily).  I  pay  no  attention  to  the  maidles  at  a'.  I  m 
sayin'  that  DOUGAL  MACRAE  is  the  best  dressed  Hielander  o'  the  three. 

Mr.  Havers.  It'll  no  be  MACRAE  at  a'.  JOCK  McEwAN,  that  s 
furrthest  west,  11  be  the  mon. 

Mr.  Parr,  (dogmatically).  It  '11  be  MACRAE,  I  'm  tellin'  ye.  He 
has  the  nicest  kelt  on  him  that  iver  I  sa' ! 

Mr.  Havers.  It 's  no  the  kelt  that  diz  it,  'tis  jist  the  way  they 
pit  it  on.  An'  MACRAE  '11  hae  his  tae  faur  doon,  a  guid  twa  enches 
too  low,  it  is. 

Mr.  Parr.  Ye  're  a'  wrang,  the  kelt  is  on  richt  eneugh ! 

Mr.  Havers.  I  know  fine  hoo  a  kelt  should  be  pit  an,  though  I'm 
no  Hielander  mysel',  and  I'll  ask  ye,  Mess  RAWSE,  if  DOTTGAI. 
MACRAE'S  kelt  isn't  too  lang  ;  it 's  jist  losin  his  knees  a'  thegither, 
like  a  lassie  he  looks  in  it ! 

[Miss  ROSE  declines,  with  some  stiffness,  to  express  an  opinion  on 
so  delicate  a  point. 

Mr.  Parr,  (recklessly).  I'll  pit  a  sexpence  on  MACRAE  wi'  ye, 
come  noo ! 

Mr.  Havers.  Na,  na,  pit  cawmpetent  j  edges  on  to  deceede,  and 
they  '11  be  o'  my  opeenion ;  but  I  'fl  no  bait  wi'  ye. 

Mr.  Parr,  (his  blood  up).  Then  I '11  hae  a  sexpence  on 't  wi  you, 
Mester  MCKERROW 
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Mr.  McKerr.  Nay,  I  'm  for  MACRAK  mysel'.  .  .  An'  we  're  baith 
in  the  rioht  o't  too,  for  they  've  jist  gien  him  the  bit  red  flag— that 
means  he 's  got  firsst  prize. 

Mr.  Parr,  (to  Mr.  HAVKRS,  with  reproach).  Man,  if  ye  'd  hed  the 
speerit  o'  your  opeenions,  I  'd  ha  won  sexpence  atf  ye  by  noo ! 

Mr.  Havers  (obstinately).  I  canna  thenk  b\it  that  MACRAK'S  kelt 
was  too  lang— prize  or  no  prize.  I  '11  be  telling  him  when  I  see  him 
that  he  looked  like  a  laseie  in  it. 

Mr.  Parr,  (icith  concern).  I  wouldna  jiat  advise  ye  to  sav  ony  sic 
a  thing  to  him.  These  Hit-landers  are  awfu'  prood ;  and  ne  mioht 
tak'  it  gey  ill  fro'  ye ! 

Mr.  Hin-ers.  I  see  nae  hairrm  mysel'  in  jist  tellin'  him,  in  a 
pleesant,  daffin-like  way,  that  he  looked  like  a  lassie  in  his  kelt. 
But  there's  nae  telliir  hoo  ye  may  oifend  some  fowk;  an'  I'm 
thenking  it 's  no  eae  verra  prawbable  that  1  '11  hae  the  oaportunity  o' 
saying  onything  aboot  the  maitter  to  him. 


MR.  BRIEFLESS  IS  INTERVIEWED. 

"  A  GENTLEMAN  to  see  you,  Sir,"  said  my  admirable  and  excellent 
clerk  POBTINGTON,  a  few  days  since,  as  I  was  looking  through  the 
circulars  that  had  accumulated  on  my  table  in  Chambers  during  the 
earlier  portion  of  the  long  vacation. 
"A  client?"  I  queried. 

"  No,  Sir,  I  think  not,"  was  the  reply,  supplemented  with  a  card 
placed  on  my  desk.  "  At  least,  I  do  not 
remember  the  name  in  your  fee-book." 

"  You  do  not  believe  he  has  called  on 
any  errand  of  an  unpleasant  character  ?" 
Oh  no,  Sir ! — the  rates  have  been  in 
for  a  fortnight.  If  I  might  hazard  a  sug- 
gestion, I  should  say  he  was  a  literary 
gentleman." 

I  smiled,  but  was  a  little  uncertain  as  to 
the  better  course  of  action.  No  doubt  the 
man  of  letters  was  seeking  an  interview 
with  a  view  to  its  subsequent  reproduction. 
I  am  not  altogether  in  favour  of  these 
public  betrayals  of  private  affairs,  but  con- 
sidered that  there  could  be  no  harm  in  this 
instance  if  I  consented  to  see  the  jour- 
nalistic intruder.  To  tell  the  truth,  of 
late — much  to  my  annoyance — reports  have 
been  in  circulation  rather  prejudicial  to  my 
pecuniary  credit.  I  am  not  a  rich  man. 
In  these  hard  times  who  is  ?  But  for  all  that  I  am  able  to  keep  the 
wolf  from  the  door,  and  maintain  a  position  not  derogatory  to  the 
status  of  barrister-at-law.  It  occurred  to  me,  as  I  requested  PORT- 
INGTON  to  admit  the  visitor,  that  perhaps  the  meeting  might  lead  to 
satisfactory  results.  If  the  caller  happened  to  be  an  interviewer,  I 
might  "inspire"  him. 

"Mr.  A.  BRIBFLKSS,  Jun.,  I  think,"  said  the  new  comer,  as  he  seated 
himself  in  a  chair  and  referred  to  a  pocket-book.  I  bowed.  "  This 
is  not  your  private  address — these  are  your  chambers  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  I  returned  ;  "  but  perhaps,  before  we  go  further,  you 
will  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  what  you  want  ?  " 

"Well,  briefly,  a  statement  of  your  affairs  for  the  last  three 
years.  I  will  not  trouble  you  for  anything  of  an  earlier  date." 

I  again  inclined  my  head.  I  was  not  altogether  pleased  with  my 
visitor's  manner.  He  was  certainly  abrupt,  and  he  adopted  a  tone  of 
authority  that  jarred  upon  my  nerves.  Possibly  he  wished  to  give  the 
account  of  our  interview  to  our  cousins  across  the  Atlantic.  If  this 
were  so,  I  need  not  be  over-scrupulous  in  my  statements.  Ameri- 
cans are  accustomed  to  the  rouge  of  exaggeration  on  the  cheek  of 
fact.  So  I  would  convey  a  false  impression  if  I  omitted,  so  to 
speak,  the  magnifying  cosmetic. 

"  You  do  not  propose  to  make  public  anything  in  this  country  r 
"  Assuredly  not/'  he  replied.    "  All  you  say  will  be  treated  con- 
fidentially, save  with  the  necessary  exceptions. 

I  was  satisfied.    Of  course  the  exceptions  would  be  the  people  in  the 
Republic  of  the  West.    I  told  him  that  my  practice  was  a  large  one. 

II  Indeed  ?  "    As  it  struck  me  that  the  exclamation  savoured  of 
surprise,  I  thought  it  advisable  to  repeat  the  statement  with  emphasis. 

Yes,"  I  continued,  "there  are  many  of  my  brethren  at  the  Bar, 
better  known  to  the  world  than  I  am,  who  would  be  pleased  to  change 
places  with  me.  Because  my  name  does  not  appear  verv  frequently 
in  the  newspapers  you  must  not  imagine  that  J  am  idle.  On  the 
contrary,  my  chamber  practice  is  immense — distinctly  immense." 

"  Really,  he  murmured,  and  then  mentioned  the  names  of 
two  or  three  of  my  learned  friends  whose  incomes  were  decidedly 
considerable,  and  asked  me  if  I  deemed  my  practice  equal  to  theirs. 

"You  put  me  in  rather  a  delicate  position,"  I  returned  with  a 
smile.  Of  course,  I  do  not  know  the  exact  amount  of  the  takings 
of  the  gentlemen  to  whom  you  have  referred,  but  personally,  I  should 
consider  my  own  practice  more  lucrative  than  theirs." 


"  Well,  I  do  know  their  receipts,"  said  my  interviewer,  "  to  I  can 
estimate  yours.  Thank  yon  very  much.  And  now  is  there  any 
other  source  of  income  omitted  Y  Have  you  houses  or  shops,  or  any- 
thing of  that  sort  ?" 

"  As  a  barrister,  I  am  prevented  from  trading,"  I  replied,  again 
with  hauteur.  And  then  I  continued  :  "  I  am  afraid  y<m  take 
too  deep  an  interest  in  the  commercial  side  of  my  career.  What  you 
should  wish  to  learn,  as  my  introducer  to  the  American  public,  is  my 
opinion  on  matters  of  the  day.  Now,  for  instance,  I  believe  -  " 

'Pardon  me,"  interrupted  my  visitor,  rather  brusquely.  "But 
you  have  told  me  all  I  desire  to  know." 

I  bowed,  and  then  I  asked  in  what  publication  I  might  expect  to 
see  the  interview. 

"  See  the  interview  I  "  exclaimed  the  caller.    "  What  interview  ?  " 

"  Why,"  I  explained,  rather  angrily,  "  the  interview  between  you 
and  mo.  You  are  a  Journalist,  are  you  not  '(  " 

"  A  journalist  I    Certainly  not  I    What  made  you  think  that  ?  " 

"  Then,  Sir,"  I  cried,  indignantly,  "  what  right  had  you  to  force 
yourself  into  my  presence,  and  waste  my  time  in  asking  a  number  of 
useless,  and,  I  may  add,  impertinent  questions  ?  " 

"  I  had  the  right,  and  the  questions  were  neither  useless  nor 
impertinent." 

"  Kxplain  yourself.  Sir." 

"  With  pleasure  ;  "  and  then",  he  added,  with  a  smile  that  did  not 
provoke  its  fellow  on  my  own  countenance,  "  you  must  know  that  I 
am  an  assessor  of  income  tax  !  " 

Comment  would  be  superfluous  !      (Signed)    A,  BBIKKLKSS,  Jcx. 

Pump-handle  Court,  October  10,  1895. 

OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MESSES.  BLACKWOOD  have  got  as  far  as  Felix  Holt  in  the  re-publi- 
cation in  popular  form  of  the  works  of  GEOBOE  ELIOT.  It  would  be 
interesting  to  know  how  theilventure  has  fared  with"  the*popnlar 
fancy  for  which  it  was  designed.  It 
is  said  young  men  and  maidens  of  the 
present  date  cannot  read  the  CHARLES 
DICKERS  whose  books  enthralled  their 
fathers  and  mothers.  How  does 
GEORGE  ELIOT,  who  in  her  day  held 
ition  with  the  novel-reading 


public  second  only  to  CHARLES  DICK- 
ENS, withstand  the  ehanges  of  fancy 
and  fashion  Y  My  Baronite  has  been 
trying  the  experiment  on  himself  by 
reading  again,  after  the  lapse  of 
many  years,  The  Mill  on  the  Floss. 
He  reports  that  he  finds  the  first  . 
volume  flag  a  little,  by  reason  of  the  ^ 
minute  record  of  childhood's  troubles 
and  schoolday  tasks.  But  in  the  second  volume,  where  the  tragedy 
of  love  is  worked  out  with  surpassing  power  and  infinite  skill,  the 
old  spell  is  woven  again.  The  Mill  on  the  Floti  is  certainly  one 
of  the  best  of  GEOBOE  ELIOT'S  novels,  being  completed  before  the 
malign  influence  of  schoolmaster  GEORUE  HEHRT  LEWES  made  itself 
felt.  To  this  extent,  it  is  not  a  fair  test  of  the  problem  suggested. 
But  the  collection  as  a  whole  is  rich  in  value.  In  the  Standard 
edition"  Messrs.  BLACKWOOD  present  it  in  daintiest  form,  and  at  a 
marvellously  cheap  price. 

The  Shoulder  of  Shaita  is  not  a  new  joint  from  an  entirely  new 
animal,  as  those  who  are  tired  of  "  the  Shoulder  of  Mutton  may  be 
sorry  to  hear ;  but,  it  is  a  charming  romance,  in  one  volume,  written 
by  BEAM  STOKER  at  his  best.  The  heroine's  name  is  "£s*e";  and  the 

"£$te  or  non  Etie  " 
Mr. 

.      -who 

is  a  kind  of  Buffalo  Bill'amonf  the  Indians.  There  is  a  Mitt  Gimp, 
a  governess,  whose  peculiarities  certainly  do  recall  those  of  Mrs. 
Ntckleby.  Mr.  BRAM  STOKER'S  plot  is  a  boite  d  surprue.  and  yet  a 
most  simple  and  natural  story.  Go  to  your  butcher  s  and  order  L he 


I 


. 

whole  interest  of  the  story  lies  in  the  question,  "£sie  or  non  Ett 
—  "to  be  or  not  to  be  "the  wife  of  "Mr.  Dick."    Forthereisa' 
Dick"—  not  in  any  way  related  to  DICKEHS'S  "  Mr.  Dick,  —w 


yo 

^'          STOKE*.      N.B.—  tor 


most  simple  and  natural  story, 
Shoulder  of  Shasta,  to  be  served  np^'a  la  STOKE 
"butcher's'1  read  "bookseller's";  'tis  published  by     A  Constable 
who  "knows  what  subjects  to  take  up,'r  says  the  thoughtful 

BABOK  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 

Cursory  Rhyme. 
(£y  an  EUtrly  Victim  of  Cyclomania.) 
RUSH-A-BY.  rnsh-a-by,  biking  man  I 
Kick  up  a  shindy  as  loud  as  you  can. 
Frighten  me,  floor  me,  then  chortle  with  glee, 
Ana  fly  away  fast  from  the  gutter  and  me. 


RACWG  NOTE.— "  Florizel  II."  seems  to  be  an  unfortunate  name 
for  a  horse  expected  and  intended  to  be  "\F lorizel  the  Ftr$t. 
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UNLUCKY    SPEECHES. 

"WHAT  A  LOT  OF  PEOPLE  THERE  WERE  AT  THE  WORTLEBO-RYS  LAST  WEEK —AND  YET 
HOW  BTJLL  IT  WAS  I"        "YES,  DEAR.    BlTT  IT  WAS  MUCH  BRIGHTER  AFTER  YOU  LEFT." 


FOUND  WANTING. 
APPOINT  a  Poet  Laureate,  some  prate, 

But  that's i  impossible,  and  wise  men  knowit, 
Because,  'midst  many  a  would-be  Laureate, 

We  cannot  find  a— Poet  I  [Tory  hate : 

Well,  there  is  one  ;  but  him  both  Whig  and 
Whence  he,  although  a  Poet,  is  not  Laureate  I 
And,  after  all,  JOHN  BULL  is  little  loth 
To  wait,  until  he  finds  one  who  is  both. 
For,  af  ler  TENNYSON,  the  choice,  we  see, 
Doth  lie  'twixt  -  Tweedledum  andTweedledee ! 
Because  they  are  not  good  enough  who  crave  it, 
Whilst  one  or  two  more  worthy  will  not  have  it. 


ADDITION  TO  MAGISTRATE'S  DECISION.— 
Professor  to  be  henceforth  entitled  "//  Re 
Galantuomo."  Who?  RAT!  Hooray! 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS.  —  A  SPIRIT 
LICENCE. — At  the  Limerick  Quarter  S< 
sions,  a  landlord  at  Loughgur  sought  a  new 
licence  for  his  inn. 

The  applicant  stated  that  he  intended  to  keep  a 
boat  there  for  the  convenience  of  tourists. 

Mii  Honour— What  are  the  features  of  antiquity 
there  ? 

The  Applicant— There  are  old  castles  and  ruins. 

Mr.  Lowndu— And  the  White  Knight  of  Des- 
mond crosses  the  lake  once  every  five  or  ten  years. 

Hit  Honour — And  he  is  only  seen  by  your 
patrols.  (Laughter.)  If  this  licence  were  granted, 
I  suppose  the  White  Knight  would  cross  the  lake 
every  night !  (Laughter.) 

Of  course  he  would  I  A  phantom  in  a  boat, 
if  properly  advertised,  would  probably ' '  draw  " 
the  Saxon  tourist  in  his  hundreds.  Here  is 
a  chance  for  the  Psychical  Research  Society. 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  NOJ  THAT  TREE ! 

(Song  of  the  Suburban  tree-slaughtering  savage, 
whose  axe  and  saw  and  cord  are  rapidly 
making  umbrageous  neighbourhoods  hideous.) 

WOODMAN,  spare  not  that  tree ! 

Leave  not  a  single. bough  1 
In  youth  it  sheltered  me, 

So  I  '11  destroy  it  now. 
Tall  trees  infest  the  land, 

Rurality  is  rot ! 
Nought  but  a  stump  shall 'stand 

On  this  once  shady  spot. 

An  old  umbrageous  tree 

Makes  suburb  less  like  town  ; 
It  spreads  too  far  for  me, 

Up,  axe,  and  hew  it  down  I 
Woodman,  ply  stroke  on  stroke, 

Till  prone  on  earth  it  lies  ; 
(Oh!  isn't  it  a  joke  n 

Once  towering  to  the  skies  I 

Woodman,  and  woodman's  boy. 

Bring  axe,  and  saw,  and  spade, 
Hack,  lop  and  top,  with  joy ; 

Destruction  is  your  trade  I 
It  grew  for  many  a  year ; 

It's  growth,  fools  say,  is  giand. 
Eh  P    Spare  its  charms  ?    No  fear  I 

No  bough  of  it  t  hall  stand  I 

When  comes  again  the  spring 

No  leafage  forth  'twill  send ; 
No  bird  thereon  shall  sing, 

No  breeze  its  branches  oend. 
Old  tree,  no  more  thou  'It  wave 

O'er  this  suburban  spot ! 
If  Jmy  will  might  have, 

The  axe  should  f  ell  the  lot ! 


"Hoi  ADELPHOI"  (the  Messrs.  GATTI),  the 
Adelphians,  or,  as  friend  WAGG  would  neces- 
sarily call  them,  the  "  Fill-adelphi-nns," 
have  a  stirring  Life-boat  Scene  in  Messrs. 
SCOTT  and  THOMAS'S  drama  The  Swordsman's 
Daughter.  Where  there  are  so  many  rapiers 
Hashing— not  one  of  them  pointless — the  piece 
might  have  suffered  from  cutting.  _  As  it  is, 
the  display  of  fence  is  most  exciting.  Mr. 
TERBISS  the  swordsman,  Miss  MILLWAHD  his 
daughter,  are  excellent ;  and  this  is  true  of 
the  entire  performance.  As  for  Mr.  ABINGDON, 
he  is  becoming  a  greater  villain  in  every  play 
of  his  life.  He  'U  end  by  being  hung  in  the 
Royal  Academy.  Of  course,  first  of  all,  he 
will  have  to  be  "taken  from  life"  by  the 
hand  of  some  distinguished  painter, 

PoT-LtCK.— A  sportsman  named  Mr.  ALLAW 
GILMOTJH,  junior,  has  been  credited  with  re- 
cently shooting  "the  first  specimen  of  the 
solitary  snipe"  that  had  been  seen  in  England. 
Writing  to  a  Scotch  paper,  he  says,  "As 
snipe-shooting  has  been  my  favourite  sport 
for  the  last  twenty-eight  years,  during  which 
time  I  have  killed  over  4,000  snipe  without 
ever  getting  a  shot  at  a  '  solitary,'  I  am 
naturally  very  pleased." 

FOB  years  he  'd  hunted  all  in  vain, 

But  when  the  time  was  ripe, 
His  fortune  changed— he  really  bagged 
A  solitary  snipe. 

-.    There  are  who  find  their  chief est  joy 

A  friend,  a  feast,  a  pipe  ; 
But  Mr.  GILMOUB'S  heaven  is  here— 
A  solitary  snipe. 

0  PETES  MAGNUS  *  GILMOUR,  we 

Must  tears  of  envy  wipe 
That  you  can  count  it  bliss  to  pot 

A  solitary  snipe  1 

*  " '  It  is  calculated  to  cause  them  the  highest 
gratification,'  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  rather  enjoying- 
the  ease  with  which  Mr.  Peter  Magnus's  friend* 
were  amused." 
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WANTED,    A    REPARTEE. 


"PLEASE,  SIR,  OIVB  ME  A  PJCNNY!" 

"You  SHOULDN'T  BEO,  MY  BOT.    WHY  SHOULD  I  GIVE  YOU  MY 

MONRY  ANY  MORE  THAN  YOU  SHOULD  OIVB   ME  YOURS?" 

"I  AIN'T  GOT  NO  MONEY,  AND  YOTT  'AVB  I" 

"AH,    EOT  SUPPOSE  YOU  'D  GOT  A  PENNY  AND   I   HADN'T  I " 

"THEN  I  'D  OIVB  MINE  TO  YOU!" 


CABBY  •  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "  Hansom  Jack") 

No.  VIII.— MOKE  HARMONY  — BUSTER'S  LATEST— "HI  I 
FOUR- WHEELER  I  "—A  CAB'S  A  CAB  FOR  ALL  THAT. 

"  HARMONY  Hall,"  or  the  "  Hullaboo  Brothers,"  as  ohippers  will 

call  ns  when  chaffy  or  teasy, 
Was  0.  K.  last  night.    Missis  CHUFFING  'ad  given  a  tittivate-np  to 

our  own  Free-and-Easy. 
CHUFFING  's  the  Bong,  and  'is  wife  is  a  wonder;  a  sort  of  a  woman  as 

straight  as  they  make  'em, 
Yet  jolly  as  Jnne.     They  're  the  helpmeets  for  men ;  and  my  tip  is 

whenever  you  find  'em  you  take  'em! 

Bless  "er  hlne  ribbings  I    She  beams  like  a  sunflower  in  a  back  yard 

to  a  chap  lyin'  seedy, 
Women  like  'er  it  the  sunshine  of  life,  and  make  up  for  the  swarms 

as  are  grubby  and  greedy. 
Touched  up  our  room  for  Benevolence  Night  till  the  sandy-floored 

back  parlour  warmed  our  old  noses. 
Wonderful  wot  female  fingers  can  do  with  a  green  branch  or  two  and 

a  few  paper  roses. 
"  BASNET  THE  BABD  "  'ad  been  "  Wooing  the  Moosej "  agen— so  'e 

put  it — and  faked  up  some  patter 
For  our  "  Extry-Speshul,"  and,  set  to  a  tune  free  and  fetohin',  it 

went  with  a  good  clitter-olatter. 
/  'ad  to  pipe  it  this  time,  and  I  tell  you  I  'd  stood  lots  o'  chipping 

from  chums,  and  lost  fares,  too, 
Whilst   mugging  the  words  on  my  box  at  odd  moments,  to  be 

"  letter-puffeck  "  as  all  our  chaps  cares  to. 

"You  do  break  down,"   says  B.  B.,  "and  I'll  bash  you!"    The 
smart  "  little  mush,"  five  foot  nix  in  'is  'igh-lows, 


Emagines  'isself  quite  a  small  pocket-Samson,  and  swears  'e  'as  got 

knotty  muicles,  "like  MILO'H." 
"  MILO  ? ''  sez  I ;  ll  no,  nor  yet  a  arf-MiLO  !  "    "  Oh,  cheese  it,"  sez 

BUSTER.     "  Don't  show  you've  nn  knowledge." 
BUSTER'S  a  bit  of  a  scholard,  no  doubt,  and  'e  swears — when  well 

on — that  'e  once  went  to  College. 

Anyhow, '« 's  a  good  sort,  and  can  patter.    'E  gave  the  poor  Growler 

a  look-in  this  journey, 
Seein'  as  how  our  whip-round  was  for  one,  and  B.  B.  is  as  wide-oh  as 

WICKS,  our  attorney. 
Old  Buwop,  oar  ob.uir.man,  called  on  me.    I  rose,  and  got  tuch  a 

reception,  a  regular  squealer. 
And  soon  as  the  loud  siaserary  was  over,  I  tipped  'em,  knn  bryo,  the 

BUSTER'S  "  Four-tcheeler  !  " 

HI!   FOUR-WHEELER ! ! 

"  Hansom  up  ! ''  may  be  the  cry  when  the  day  it  fine  and  dry, 

But  wait  till  it  comes  night,  and  a  fair  drrnchcr. 
Then  they  lead  me  a  rare  dance,  and  don't  give  me  arf  a  chance, 

Of  a  <los»,  a  peck,  a  pipe,  or  modest  quencher. 
Then  through  dark,  and  frost,  and  wet,  there 's  another  cry,  you  bet, 

From  the  mouth  of  shirerin'  swell,  or  >houtin'  Peeler. 
Toffy  dame*  drag  cloak  and  skirt  round  damp  hankies  from  the  dirt, 
As  they  shrink  from  the  chill  wind,  and  the  shower's  sputtcry  (quirt, 

And  the  cry  ia  then  —Four-wheeler  !    Hi ! .'    f'our-tfhaler  !  ' .' 

Ah,  it 's  all  pertikler  well  for  smart  beauty  and  'er  swell, 

When  a-toolin'  to  the  concert  or  theayter, 
Up  the  Forder's  step  to  trip,  and  into  the  'Ansom  skip, 

Like  a  fawn  or  other  nimble,  slim-shank'd  craytur. 
But  retumin'  through  thick  fog.  or  a  roadway  like  a  bog, 

When  the  'Ansonu  turn  deaf  hears  to  the  swell  squealah  ; 
When  a  friend  or  two  turns  hup,  and  they  arsk  'em  'ome  to  sup, 
Then  a  very  'umble  phiz  wears  the  supersillyass  pup 

As  'e  betters  hout-Fvur-wheelah .'    Hi!    Four-wheelah  !  !  I 

Tu» !    I  'm  only  "  Grumpy  GAPES,"  with  my  arf-a-dozen  capes, 

And  my  sticking-plarster  'at  and  mulberry  boko 
(That 's  pine-happle  rum,  they  blether,  'lowing  no  think  for  the  weather), 

And  I  'are  to  give  my  poor  old  crock  hot  toko. 
Just  to  myke  'er  break  'er  trot,  when  the  toff*  put  on  the  pot 

(Then  they  bully  me  and  say  they'll  call  the  Peeler). 
But  so  'elp  me  JIMUY  JONES,  tho'  I  'm  stiff  in  my  old  hones, 
There  are  times  when  swells  appeal  to  me  in  most  perthetick  tones, 

And  bleat  out  a  sad— Four-wheeler  !    Hi  !  !    Fottr-wheeler  HI 
Then  there 's  'orty  Mistress  BROWNE,  when  she's  goin*  out  o*  town, 

With  fire  kiddies,  and  a  arf-a-ton  o'  boxes ; 
Wot 's  tho  use,  I  arsk  you,  Sir,  of  a  "  Shrewsbury  "  to  '«• .' 

These  yer  middle-clans  mammas  are  sly  as  foxes. 
Know  the  distance  to  a  hinch,  and  will  'aggie,  bate,  and  pinch, 

With  the  sharpness  of  a  'Ebrew  ole  clo-dealer. 

They  are  wuss  than  mean  old  codgers,  some  old  female  Artful  Dodgers, 
And  I  'd  sooner  'ear  the  ghost  of  Missis  JACKBBMKTTY  I'HO DORRS 

Callin'  hout  to  me— Four-wheeler  !    Hi  !  !    Faur-wheeltr  !  !  ! 
Then  a  little  lot  of  gents,  wot  'as  met  with  "hac-ci-dents" 

(In  the  matter  of  a  trifle  too  much  "  tiddley  "), 
Who  tune  up  like  hanything,  though  whene'er  they  try  to  sing 

They  will  mix  up  "  Tarblow  Vivwa ''  with  "  Bob  Sidliy." 
Hah !    "  There 's  a  picture  for  yer  f "    'Ow  they  waste  yer  time  and 

Then  mix  theirselres  up,  reglar  'ead-and-'eeler !  [bore  yer, 

'Ansom  cab  for  them?    Oh,  no!     They  want  room  to  iprawl,  and  so, 
Though,  when  sober,  they  'd  cock  snook  at  me  as  fusty  and  too  slow, 

When  bosky,  'tis  -Four-wheeler!    Hi!!    Four-w  kteler  !  !  ! 
Yah !    Though  every  cad  and  'owler  sniffs  at  me  and  call*  me  Growler, 

I  *m  the  old  original,  useful  'ackney  carriage. 
I  'm  a  "  Clarence.  '    That 's  my  style,  though  the  ignerant  my  smilr, 

And  at  outing,  sick  case,  funeral  or  marriage, 
I  lick  the  'Ansom  wholly,  and  knock  out  the  cabrioley. 

Tus !  I  feel  the  touch  of  Time,  that  pleasure-stealer. 
But  old  Grumpy  GAPES,  jou  bet,  brarea  the  frost,  and  log,  and  wet, 
And  whilst  luggage  and  bad  weather  lasts,  for  many  a  long  day  yet, 

London's  cry  will  be— Four-whetler  !    Hi  !  !    four-wheeler  !  !  ! 

"Four-wheeler!"  went  down  well  as  " Hanitnn   Up.'"    Yearir! 

When  Harmony 's  on  and  Benevolence  guides  it, 
A  Growler's  a  cab,  just  the  same   as  a  Forder,   and  'e  aint  no 

"  Cabby,"  true  grit,  as  derides  it 
Cape  Clubs  and  Rug  Clubs  is  all  very  proper,  and  so  is  your  Swk 

Fund  and  Friendly  Society, 
But  a  friendly  whip-round,  with  a  sing-song  worked  in,  and  no 

swagger  or  fuss,  is  my  favrit  variety. 


"  A  Bio,  Bio  '  D.'  "—The  Time*  of  last  Thursday  reports  that  a 
scheme  was  submitted  to  the  Chester  Town  Council  "/or  damming 
the  river  Dee"  The  scheme  was  approved  of,  and  the  Council  cried, 
as  in  chorus,  "  Dee-cidedly  I  Dam  the  Dee !  "  Minute.— That  the 
Dee  be  damm'd  accordingly. 

DR.  PASSER'S  RESPECTFUL  FEW  WOKDS  TO  ras  POP*.— "  Parktr 
Verba." 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

I  AM  at  Davos.    Be  careful  about  the  pro- 
nunciation:  put  the  accent  broadly  on  the 
second  syllable,  and  you  have  it.     With  me, 
if  I  may  say  BO,  it  is  a  case  of  Davot  non 
vobis,  for  I  nave  come  here  not  foi  my  own 
health,  but  to  act  as  travelling- companion  to 
one  of  the  best  fellows  in  the^world,  who 
seeks  health  and  strength  in  this  quiet  and 
beautiful  valley.     God   be  with    him,  and 
with  all  his  fellow- sufferers  here.    Here  are 
some  notes  taken  on  the  way. 

Hall  of  the  Groirenor  Hotel,  10.30  A.tf.— 
A  mixed  crowd  of  anxious  French  and 
English  people:  a  sprinkling  of  Americans. 
Desperate  inquiries  from  an  elderly  French 
lady  f9r  her  DOX.  A  moment  ago  the  box 
was  visible,  a  monumental  box  peacefully 
reposing  near  the  door.  Now  it  has  vanished. 
Is  the  box  to  be  added  to  the  questions  pend- 
ing between  France  and  England  ?  No  ;  it 
is  found— on  a  truck.  The  French  Ambas- 
sador may  rest  in  peace.  On  a  sofa  reclines 
a  magnificent  Arao,  tall,  stately,  bronzed, 
aquiline,  robed  in  a  waving  burnous  and  a 
turban  of  dazzling  white.  How  he  casts  our 
puny,  ditto-suited,  cloth-capped  civilisation 
into  the  shade.  An  almost  irresistible  im- 
pulse comes  over  me  to  change  my  ticket, 
break  every  tie  and  make  a  dash  with  him 
for  his  native  desert,  to  live  a  free  and  un- 
trammelled life,  to  head  a  successful  insur- 
rection against  the  French  oppressor,  to  be 
laid  after  death  in  a  splendid  tomb  with  a 
cupola  amicM  the  lamentations  of  thousands 
of  lithe  and  dusky  warriors. 

II  A.X.— We  are  off ;  handshakings,  wav- 
ings  of  handkerchiefs.     Still  dreaming  of 
Algeria,  I  am  recalled  to  actuality  by  a  stop- 
page at  Herne  Hill. 

Calais.— The  home  of  the  demi-poulet,  not 
forgetting  the  flageolet.  Perpetual  entrances 
of  imperturbable  officials  with  chorus  "  Lei 
voyageurs  pour  .  .  .  ."  Consequent  series  of 
shocks  inimical  to  quiet  eating.  At  last  our 
turn  comes.  Each  of  us  has  bagged  a  demi- 
poulet  in  record  time.  Why  all  this  hurry  't 
At  any  rate  we  are  off. 

Loon,  7  P.M. — Dinner.  English  traveller 
wants  whisky.  "  Arez  vous  doo  viskyf" 
Lady  of  restaurant  shakes  her  head.  "  Vitky 
Ecostaii.  Eau  de  vie  Ecossais."  A  brilliant 
inspiration,  but  the  landlady,  protesting  she 
can  supply  eau  de  vie,  denies  all  knowledge 
of  the  Scotch  variety.  "  Perhaps,"  says  a 
helpful  old  lady,  an  English  fellow-traveller, 
looking  at  the  tariff-board  on  which  the  word 
"  rhum "  figures,  "  perhaps  they  call  it 
'  room.'  "  Suggestion  received  with  enthu- 
siasm: "  Avez  vous  doo  room  7  "  Enter 
guard  :  "  Let  voyageurs  pour  Sale."  Only 
just  time  to  pay.  Off  we  go  again. 

Bale,  5.30  A. if. — Train  stops:  consultation 
of  watches.  Can't  be  Bale :  not  due  till  6.30. 
Another  hour  for  sleep;  turn  over,  when 
door  opens  suddenly  and  an  alarmed  Swiss 
porter  ejaculates  Mais  deshendez  done. 
Monsieur,  le  drain  fa  bartir."  Out  we  go : 
the  sky  becomes  dark  with  hats,  sticks, 
wraps,  handbags.  Have  we  got  everything  \ 
Yes — no — where  is  my  waistcoat?  Quite 
forgot  1  had  discarded  it  at  night :  it  contains 
watch,  money,  everything.  Approach  of 
beaming  porter  carrying  waistcoat  like  a 
banner.  Transference  of  silver  from  self  to 
porter.  He  beams  more  and  more.  Unduly 
early  arrival  explained  by  fact  that  wo  are  now 
under  Central  European  time.  Breakfast. 

AT  Bale  I  purchase  the  Paris  Tempt  of 
to-day's  date.  An  article  on  the  Swiss  Refe- 
rendum. At  last  I  am  at  close  quarters  with 
the  Referendum.  Question  for  decision  was, 
is  the  sale  of  matches  to  be  a  State  monopoly  '• 
The  Swiss  voter  has  said  no  by  an  overwhelm- 


Middlc-aged  Novice.  "I  'M  JPST  or*  FOR  A  Tora  iw  TH«  COUHTRT—  'BIKING*  ALL  THE 
WAT.     IT  "LL  us  FOUR  WEEKS  BRFOBX  I  'M  BACK  IN  MY  FLAT  AOAIN." 

Candid  Friend.  "An  I    B«T  ir  WON'T  BS  FOOE  HOUBB  BEFOBK  YOU 'BJt  FLAT  ON 
BACK  AGAIN  I " 


ing  majority.  The  Tempt,  analysing  results, 
sees  in  this  "a  victory  of  the  individualist 
spirit,  and  of  French  tradition  over  the  Ger- 
man spirit  instilled  in  the  universities  of 
Zurich,  Berne,  and  Bale,  or  brought  home 
by  S  wigs  writers  and  politicians  who  have 
studied  in  Germany  itself."  Sedan  is  avenged. 
It  appears,  too,  that  the  Swiss  voter  is  getting 
bored  with  Referendums.  He  has  had  too 
many  of  them,  and  on  this  occasion  barely 
half  of  him  recorded  his  vote.  Merry  Swiss 
voter,  awaking  on  a  Sunday  morning,  in- 
quires of  his  merry  Swiss  wife,  "  Any  voting 
to-day,  my  dear  P "  "  Only  those  silly 
matches,"  replies  M.  S.  W.  '^Oh,  drat  they 
matches,"  says  merry  Swiss  voter  (or  words 
to  that  effect).  "  I  "m  not  going  to  trouble 
about  that,"  and  turns  over  to  sleep  again. 


Anyhow,  matches  are  not  to  be  a  State 
monopoly.  Long  live  the  Referendum  I 

On  the  icay  tu  Landquart.  —Sudden  alarm 
of  my  companion.  He  clutches  my  arm,  and 
points  to  the  roof  of  railway  carriage,  saying, 
in  an  awe-struck  voice,  "  What  does  that 
mean  ;  why  do  they  put  that  word  there  ?  " 
Following  with  my  eyes  the  direction  of  hi* 
finger,  I  notice  white  dial,  with  mpveable 
hand,  let  into  roof.  Plainly  painted  in  bold 
letters  on  one  side  of  the  dial  is  the  word 
"  hell."  On  the  other  side,  however,  I  see 
the  German  word  "  dunkel"  which,  of 
course,  makes  things  clear.  Quite  natural, 
though,  that  apparatus  for  turning  light  up 
and  down  should,  at  first  sight,  be  mistaken 
for  a  Salvation  Army  warning. 

Landquart,  1.16  P.M.— Lunch.  Here  the  toy 
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railway  to  Davos  begins.  We  have  still  more  than  3000  feet  to  climb 
before  reaching:  our  destination.  Obtain  beautifully-coloured  littl 
pamphlet  with  map.  Learn  that  we  are  about  to  travel  on  "  highes 
adhesion  railway  in  Europe."  Prepare  ourselves  to  be  as  adhesive  as 
possible  by  taking  in  immense  amount  of  ballast  in  the  shape  of  lunch 
On  consulting  map,  presumably  drawn  to  scale,  find  that  Davos  is  ai 
least  five  times  the  size  of  London,  which  figures  minutely  in  uppei 
left-hand  corner.  This  is  delightful.  Delight,  however,  dashec 
by  observing  that  the  distance  from  Landquart  to  Davos  is  nearly 
three  times  as  great  as  from  London  to  Bale.  Still,  after  the  shocl 
of  finding  ourselves  under  Central  European  time,  we  are  prepared 
for  nv'st  things.  At  last  the  little  toy  engine  puffs  violently, 
metaphorically  takes  off  its  coat,  and,  like  Mr.  Snodgrass, 
announces  in  a  very  loud  tone  that  it  is  going  to  begin.  We  start ! 
Hurrah,  we  adhere  I !  

UP,  up,  and  still  up  we  climb,  hanging  on  here  and  there  by  our 
eyebrows  to  mountain  precipices,  and  peering  down  into  chasms  on 
the  other  side.  Still  we  adhere  and  the  gallant  little  engine  puffs 
away  like  mad.  Amiable  Swiss  guard  takes  a  paternal  pride  in  it, 
in  the  train,  in  the  scenery,  and  (after  usual  transference  of  silver] 
in  us.  Have  we  ever  been  at  Davos  before  ?  No  ?  In  that  case,  it 
appears,  we  must  prepare  for  pleasures  before  which  the  overrated 
amusements  of  Pans  and  Vienna  pale  and  dwindle.  Davos  at  last. 


Davos.— Wonderfully  hearty  reception  at  the  Hotel  d'Angleterre. 
Mr.  DKHMEK  smiles,  Mrs.  DEMMEB  smiles,  the  boots,  the  waitress, 
the  housemaid  all  smile.  We  smile,  too,  and  find  ever}  thing  pre- 
pared in  rooms  of  the  most  brilliant  cleanness :  dinner,  and  so  to  b< 

Conversation  in  Davos  is  of  great  simplicity.  We  are  all  either  in- 
valids or  the  friends  of  invalids.  At  first  hearing  it  would  appear  as 
if  a  gigantic  ball,  at  which  nobody  danced,  was  perpetually  taking 
place.  "  Have  you  been  sitting  out  much  to-day '(  "  "  Yes,  I  pat 
out  nine  hours."  "Ah,  1  only  managed  to  get  in  seven,"  &c.,  &c. 
For  the  pure  and  perfect  air  is  the  main  element  of  the  cure  at  Davos, 
and  in  nearly  all  weathers  the  invalids  are  on  the  verandahs  drawing 
in  these  draughts  of  new  life  and  vigour. 

On  the  following  morning  I  stroll.  Remember  that,  curiously 
enough,  I  haven't  seen  a  single  soldier  since  I  arrived  in  Switzerland. 
Here,  however,  is  a  photographic  group  of  non-commissioned  officers 
of  the  Davos  section  of  some  infantry  regiment.  All  their  iu  ple- 
ments  of  warfare  are  drawn,  a  martial  defiance  gleams  from  every 
eye.  In  the  centre  of  the  group  two  of  the  most  warlike  cross  their 
protecting  swords  in  front  of  a  tall  lady,  allegoricalljr  attired  in 
cloak  and  scale-armour  to  represent  Helvetia.  I  immediately 
abandon  contemplated  invasion  and  annexation  of  Switzerland. 

A  band  is  playing  under  an  arcade  of  glass  in  front  of  the 
Kurhaus.  They  play  really  admirably— as  good  a  band,  as  I  have 
heard  for  a  long  time.  But  they  are  all,  to  a  flute,  dressed  in  black 
frock-coats,  tightly  buttoned,  and  black  top-hats,  for  all  the  world 
like  a  provincial  British  municipality  out  for  a  holiday.  Every- 
thing, save  for  the  hand,  is  wonderfully  peaceful .  A  few  cows  browse 
in  the  valley,  their  pleasant  bells  drowsily  tinkling.  The  surround- 
ing mountains  have  donned  their  white  crowns  m  our  honour :  the 
snowy,  silent  peaks  glitter  in  the  brilliant  sun.  In  front  of  our 
hotel  a  retriever  puppy,  with  an  imperfect  control  over  his  paws, 
engages  in  a  romp  with  a  little  white  dog.  He  bowls  over  the 
little  white  dog,  and,  before  he  has  quite  recovered  from  the  shock, 
bowls  him  over  again.  This  is  too  much  for  the  white  dog's  dignity : 
he  bites  the  retriever  violently  in  a  tender  part  of  the  back.  Woe, 
woe,  the  game  is  over,  and  the  puppy  flies  homeward.  In  the  after- 
noon the  colony  sits  out  again ;  it  sits  out  finally  after  dinner.  And 
so  the  quiet  days  proceed,  for  the  time  of  toboggans  and  skates  is  not 
yet.  It  is  a  peaceful,  a  delightful  spot,  and  on  every  hand  are  to  be 
met  hale  and  hearty  folk  who  drifted  hither,  derelict  wrecks,  to  be 
towed  into  haven  and  made  sound  for  many  a  voyage.  The  tales  of 
complete  cures  vary  the  conversational  record  of  hours  of  sitting  out. 
St.  Luke,  the  good  physician,  is  the  patron  saint  of  the  little  English 
Church  here,  and  might  well  be  the  patron  saint  of  Davos  itself. 


A  COUNCIL  OF  WAR.— The  pugnacity  which  tradition  tells  us  was 
the  chief  characteristic  of  the  Kilkenny  Cat  Conferences  finds  a 
parallel  iu  a  recent  meeting  of  Aberdare  District  Councillors,  at 
which,  among  other  compliments,  such  as  members  bluntly  accusing 
each  other  of  falsehood,  the  chairman  advised  a  counsellor  to  go  to 

the gentleman  whose  name  is  usually  omitted  in  polite  converse. 

The  seconder  of  a  motion  proposed  by  a  Justice  of  the  Peace,  had  the 
following  remarkable  and  withering  invective  hurled  at  him  from 
the  chair:  "You  know  nothing  about  it,  Mr.  GEOKOE  knows  but 
little,  and  you  know  less"  while  another  counsellor  observed,  "I 
should  show  at  least  that  I  had  a  little  brains."  This  gentleman  is 
to  be  congratulated  upon  his  consciousness  of  superior  cerebral 
strength,  and  if  the  council  possesses  but  "little  brains"  this  de- 
ficiency is  amply  supplied  by  a  corresponding  wealth  of  choler  and  a 
copious  flow  of  wrathful  language. 


"BONNIE    DUNDEE." 

J  .THERE  was  something  exceedingly  pretty  in  the  doings  at  Dundee 
the  other  day  when  the  burghers  assembled  to  do  honour  to  their 
old  Member  Mr.  ARMITSTEAD.  In  the  Parliament  of  1880-5  Mr. 
AKMITSTEAD'S  commanding  presence  was  a  familiar  and  welcome 
feature.  Since  then,  having  piloted  Mr.  GLADSTONE  in  successive 

journeys  about  the  conti- 
nent, his  personality  has 
obtained  a  wider  field  oi 
recognition.  When,  a1 
Biarritz  and  elsewhere,  the 
population,  tracking  Mr. 
GLADSTONE,  came  upon  this 
tall,  straight  figure,  with 
flowing  beard  and  kindly 
honest  eyes,  they  though) 
he  must  be  the  Grand  Old 
Man  of  whom  they  had  heard 
so  much.  They,  it  is  said, 

cheered     him    accordingly, 
Bonnie  Dun-dee !  leavil)g  Mf   GLADSTONE  |r^ 

from  embarrassing  attention.  That  is  probably  a  fable.  Certainly, 
in  Dundee,  where  Mr.  ABMITSTEAD  lived  and  worked  for  forty  years, 
there  is  no  chance  of  his  being  mistaken  for  any  other  G.  0.  M. 
Having  retired  from  public  life,  Dundee  wanted  to  have  a  portrait  of 
its  most  honoured  citizen.  That  was  very  nice,  but  as  acceptance  of 
the  suggestion  would  have  involved  his  presence  at  the  installation 
of  the  portrait,  and  the  making  of  a  speech  in  response  to  all  the 
kind  things  said,  Mr.  ABMITSTEAD  modestly  shrank  from  the  ordeal. 
But  he  managed,  after  all,  to  gratify  Dundee.  He  sat  for  his 
portrait  at  his  own  expense,  gave  it  to  the  city,  and.  represented  to 
the  life  on  canvas,  felt  at  liberty  to  absent  himself  from  the  public 
meeting  at  which  the  Lord  Provost  accepted  the  picture  on  behalf  of 
Dundee.  Thus  beyond  the  timorous  Tweed  do  Merit  and  Modesty 
dwell  together.  

QUITE   CORRECT. 
DEAB  Ma.  PUNCH, — In  your  number  of  Oct.  5,  "  AN  INCONSTANT 
TRAVELLER"  quotes  Mrs.   Malaprop  as   sayin?  "Caparisons  are 
dorous."    Perhaps  it  may  interest  him  to  know  that  the  quotation 
correctly  reads  thus : — 

"  Mrs.  Malaprop.  No  caparisons,  Miss,  if  you  please.     Caparisons  don't 
>ecome  a  young  woman." — The  Eivals,  Act  IV.,  Sc.  2. 

"Comparisons  are  odorous,"  occurs  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 
Act  III.,  So.  5.  Yours,  HETTIE  SETTEBEB. 

P.S.  Enclosed  advertisement  is  from  the  Wtilesden  Chronicle:— 
"V"OUNG  person,  23,  short,  dark,  strict  disciplinarian,  wishes  to  correspond 
JL     with  gentleman  between  40  and  50,  with,  view  to  matrimony. 

What  a  "  strict  disciplinarian  "  to  begin  in  this  way.    And  after  1 


A  BACHELOB  " BOWL'D."— What  with  many  a  "maiden  over" 
md  the  taking  of  three  hundred  wickets  in  first-class  matches,  TOM 
Ucu  AKDSON  is  facile  princeps  in  the  bowling  averages  of  the  past 
cricket  season.    Now  he  has  "made  a  match"  en  the  Matrimonial 
3 round,   and  among  the   numerous   presents   received   upon    the 
auspicious  occasion  that  which,  perhaps,  is  of  most  interest  to  the 
''fastest  trundler "  takes  the  shape  of  a  magnificent  piano,  the  gift 
>f  a  "  syndic  ite"  of  admiring  friends.     His  favounte  tune  on  a 
winter  evening  will,  of  course,  be  "  Tom  Bowling"  ;  and  what  more 
ippropriate,  after  some  stirring  anecdote  relating  to  the  "hat-trick," 
,han  a  spirited  "  Bolero  "  ?    Then,  too,  music  descriptive  of  a  "  leg- 
>ye  "  may  surely  be  found  among  PAD-EBEWSKI'S  compositions.    By 
:he  way,  the  Christian  name  of  THOMAS,  as  thared  by  LOATES,  RICH- 
iBDSON,  and  MORBIS,  stands  high  in  the  annals  of  contemporary  sport. 
One  strides  the  racing  saddle  and  excels  upon  the  flat, 
Another  proves  his  power,  with  the  leather,  o*er  the  bat, 
A  third  is  lion  of  the  links— the  Golfer's  ecstacy 
Thus  "  TOMMY"  trebly  triumphs  in  serene  supremacy 

"ATHELSTANE  THE  UNBEADT." — NotefromDr.  Brewer's  Header's 
fandbook :  "'Unready'  does  not  mean  'unprepared,'  but  '  in- 
udiciout.'  "  Almost  everybody  is  angry  with  him.  Bull-baiting  is 
nothing  to  the  new  game  of  Riling  RILEY,  the  Injudicious  One  1  So 
ihorus,  gentlemen  of  the  School  Board,  if  you  please,  and  take  the  air 
rom  the  composer  of  "  Ballyhooly" — 


Is  that  Mr.  RILEY  ? 
Our  ATHELSTAN  RILEY  ? 
s  that  Mr.  RILEY  who  rings  the 

Church  bell?  

COVENT  WINTEB  GABDEN. — Opera  Wagnerensia  in  full  bloom, 
Consule  Druriolano,  Magistro  Lorinerio,  Equite.  Sir  DBUBIOLANUS 
must  introduce  a  dance  of  Love-lorn  Loriners. 


It  ^s  Mr.  RILEY  1 
He  does  nothing  slily, 
And  yet  doesn't  do  it  remarkably 
well. 
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WINTER  COVENT  GARDEN  OPERATIC  NOTES. 

SIR  AUGUSTUS  AK^IO-OPFRATICUS  hai  done  well  at,  CoventGwden 
end  *ill  probably  go  une  better.  To  Miss  ALICE  Esrv.  a»  Elsa,  ii 
LoKengrin,  we  say  "  F.sty  perpetua."  All  are  good  :  and  the  hou»e 
have  been  apparently  as  good  as  the  company 
A  season  of  German-Frenoh-Italian  Opera  in 
Ensrlish  is  a  risky  venture  for  a  winter  season 
still,  if  successful,  and  at  popular  prices,  ther 
is  in  it  good  promise  far  the  future.  The  oon 
duetors  are  Messrs.  FRLD,  HENSCHEL.  GLOVER 
and  Mr.  ('.  HEDMOHDT,  which  sounds  like  ai 
English  rendering  of  Tele  Monte.  A  Tel 
Montr  can  carry  many  a  project  througl 
triumphantly  where  a  Tfte  mains  Monti 
woula  fail. 

Tuesday.  —  Excellent  Faust.    Mr.  PHILIP 
BHOZKL,  first  time  in  English,  decidedly  good 
Sir    DRURIOLANUS    thought   the    old    opera 
"wanted  a  fillip,"  and  so  gave  us  PHILIP 
BROZEL.  KATE  LEE  a  capital  nurse,  and  FANNY 
MOODY  a  delightful  Marguerite.    OLITZCA  a 
pleasing  Siebel,  and  conductor  GLOVER,  as  his 
name  implies,  keeping  all  hands  well  employed 
and  ready  to  give  fits  to  any  hand  that  might  be  "difficult."    Th< 
remainder  of  the  week  "  going  strong." 

In  th*  interests  of  English  opera,  or  rather  of  opera  in  English^ 
we  wi>h  DRUHIOLANUS  COVENT  GAKDKNSIS  OPEBATICUS,  will 
Messieurs  Tele  Monte  et  Cie.,  every  possible  success. 


THE  AMNESIA  BACILLUS. 

IT  was  an  alarming  state  of  affairs.  The  first  indications  of  the 
new  epidemic  were  notic-d  in  the  autumn  of  1895.  A  lady  who 
mislaid  hf  r  idtn'ity  at  Brighton,  and  failed  to  recover  it  for  a  whole 
week,  had  the  doubtful  distinction  of  being  the  initial  case.  Hei 
example  was  very  shortly  after  followed  by  a  servant- girl  who  "losl 
her  memory"  at  Three  Bridges  Railway  Station.  Not  being 
properly  labelled,  there  was  naturally  same  delay  before  she  was 
returmd  to  her  supperlef*  and  sorrowing  mistress.  Then  the  plague 
spread. 

Among  the  first  to  suffer  were  the  numerous  class  of  persons  who 
bad  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  borrow  money.  The  simple  operation 
of  tiansf erring  a  half-crown  or  a  fiver  seemed  to  carry  contagion 
with  it.  From  the  instant  ihat  the  fatal  coin  was  in  the  palm  of  the 
innocent  and  unsuspecting  borrower,  all  recollection  of  his  previous 
personality  varished.  The  unhappy  victim  had  no  resource  but  to 
start  life  afreth  as  he  best  could,  with  new  struggles  to  face,  new 
lenders  thus  to  victimise  him-and  new  capital  (a  paltry  equiva- 
lent!) wherewith  to  mourn  his  hopeless  loss  of  memory.  It  was 
observed  that  these  sufferers  were  subject  to  recurrent  attacks  of  the 
amnesia  bacillus.  Sjme  scientific  alienists  wtnt  so  far  as  to  main- 
tain that  the  complaint  was  no  new  one,  but  had  been  prevalent,  in 
a  more  or  less  virulent  form,  ever  since  the  first  leather  coinage  was 
invented. 

The  Woman  with  a  Past  was  the  next  to  succumb.  She  was  not 
quite  so  much  en  evidence  as  in  the  two  or  three  previous  years ; 
still,  a  considerable  number  of  her  carried  on  a  contented,  if  obscure 
and  occasionallv  chequered,  existence.  She  only  rarely  imitated  the 
S*f°nd  Mrs.  Tanqueray  in  putting  a  violent  end  to  her  career. 
Then  all  at  once  she,  too,  caught  the  disease.  All  the  romance  fled 
put  of  her  life,  all  the  deep  insight  into  masculine  character,  all  the 
love-souvenirs,  so  interesting  to  herself— and  to  her  female  acquaint- 
ances. ( They  did  not  forget  any  of  these  entertaining  details,  how- 
ever.) But  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  her  Past  completely 
vanished,  and,  poor  thing,  like  the  half-crown  borrower,  she  had  to 
beein  all  over  again.  It  was  weary  work,  converting  her  future  into 
a  Pnht,  or  series  of  Pasts,  and  if  she  frequently  failed  in  her  tatk,  we 
must  put  it  down  to  the  deadly  and  character-destroying  bacillus. 

Then  the  New  Women  took  it  severely,  and  quite  forgot  them- 
selves. However,  they  have  been  so  completely  advertised  and 
satirised  of  late,  that  there  is  no  necessity  to  describe  the  symptoms 
)f  this  class  of  patient  any  further.  We  might  add.  though,  that 
fl  some  cases  the  sequela  of  the  complaint  aged  the  subject  by  ten  or 
iwenty  years. 

It  was  distressing  to  note  that  even  the  respected  occupants  of  the 
Jenr-h  did  not  invariably  e-oipe;  but  they  received  the  infection  in 
a  mild  form.  They  fairly  well  managed  to  retain  their  dignity  and 
>ereonality,  but  they  could  not  remember  the  names  of  such  common 
ibjects  as  an  "oof-bird,"  or  the  meaning  of  so  familiar  a  term  as 
'  going  tommv-dodd."  This  wa*  inconvenient,  as  it  necessitated  the 
mployment  of  (ockney  interpreters. 

It  was  a  oaie  of  "dunno 'oo  they  are"  with  a  gjod  many  other 
cdividuals  and  sections  of  the  community. 


One  reverend  gentleman  had  it  bally,  and  turned  litigant  on  the 
spot.  Quits  oblivious  of  his  sacerdotal  functions  and  character,  hi 
imagined  that  he  would  be  a  public  benefactor  if  he  went  abon. 
suing  unoffending  'busses  for  obstructing  a  minute  portion  of  their 
window- lights  with  advertisement*  and  notice-brands.  This  amuse* 
the  public  at  first,  but  after  a  while  he  was  voted  a  nuisance  and  i 
bore.  Then  the  Salvationists  caught  the  bacillus  en  bloc.  One  an< 
all  they  thought  they  were  musicians,  and,  as  such,  entitled  to  make 
Sunday  a  Day  of  Ki.it. 

Amongst  other  unfortunate  specimens  of  humanity  were  the  shop- 
lifters,  who  fancied    thev  were  shop-walkers;  the  burglars,   who 
habitually  mistook  their  home  address ;  the  quarterly  tenants,  who 
on  the  other  hand,  forgot  to  remain  at  home  at  periodical  intervals 
and  our  old  friend  ' A UKV.  who  forgot  his  manners  and  his  h's. 

The  list  of  victims  might  be  indefinitely  extended.  Once  it  wa» 
thought  that  they  were  responsible  for  their  actions:  but  now, 
thanks  to  the  progress  of  medical  science,  the  amnesia  bacillus  ha1 
been  identified.  It  only  remains  for  a  new  PASTEUB  to  invent  some 
counteracting  microbe. 

CRAZY  TALES. 

THE  Duchess  of  POMVOSET  was  writhing,  poor  thing,  on  the  horns 
of  a  dilemma.  Painful  position,  very.  She  was  the  greatest  oi 
great  ladies,  full  <  f  fire  and  fashion,  and  with  a  purple  blush  (the 
was  born  that  colour)  flung  bangly  arms  round  the  neck  of  her 
lord  and  master.  The  unfortunate  man  was  a  shocking  s-jfferer, 
having  a  bad  unearned  increment,  and  en-luring 
constant  pain  on  account  of  his  back  being  broader 
than  his  view*. 

"POMP08ET,"  the  eried,  resolutely.  "Dnky 
darling!" 

(When  first  married  the  had  ventured  to  apos- 
trophise him  as  "ducky,"  but  Hin  Grace  thought 
it  infra  dig.,  and  they  oompromited  by  omitting 
the  vulgar  "  o.") 

"  Duky,"  she  said,  raising  pale  distinguished 
eyes  to  a  Chippendale  mirror,  I  have  made  np 
my  mind." 

"Don't,"   expostulated    the    trembling   peer. 
You  are  so  rash  I  " 

'  What  is  more,  I  have  made  up  yours." 
"  To  make  up  the  mind  of  an  English  duke," 
tie  remarked,  with  dignity.  "  requires  no  ordinary 
intellect ;  yet  I  believe  with  your  feminine  hy- 
draulics you  are  capable  of  anything,  JANE." 

(That  this  aristocratic  rib  ox  His  rib  should  have  been  named  plain 
JANE  was  a  chronic  sorrow.) 

"Don't  keep  me  in  suspense."  he  continued  ;  "  in  fact,  to  descend 
io  a  colloquialism,  I  insist  on  Your  Grace  letting  the  cat  out  of  the 
}ag  with  the  least  possible  delay." 

'  As  you  will,"  she  replied.  Your  blood  be  on  yonr  own  coronet. 
Prepare  for  a  shock— a  revelation.  I  have  fallen  !  Not  once— but 
many  times." 

Wretched  woman!— I  beg  pardon !— wretched  Grande  Dame! 
call  upon  DEBRETI  to  cover  you !  " 

'  I  am  madly  in  love  with " 

1  By  my  taffeta  and  ermine,  I  swear " 

"  Peace,  peace! "  said  JANE.  "  Compose  yourself,  ducky — that  is 
'LINTAGENET.  Forgive  the  slip.  I  am  agitated.  My  mind  runs 
n  slips." 

The  Duke  groaned. 
"Horrid,  awful  slips!" 

With  a  countenance  of  alabaster  he  tore  at  bis  sandy  top-knot. 
"  I  have  deceived  yon.    I  admit  it.    Stooped  to  folly." 
A  supercilious  cry  rent  the  air  u  the  Duke  staggered  on  his 
tatrician  limbs. 

With  womanly  impulse — flinging  caste  to  the  winds—  JANE  caught 
he  majestic  form  to  her  palpitating  alpaca,  and,  watering  his  beloved 
natures  with  Duchess  v  drops,  cried  in  passionate  accent*,  "  My 
ung!  My  Sensitive  Plant!  Heavens!  It's  his  unlucky  back! 
Je  calm,  PLANTAGENET.  I  have — been— learning — to — bike.'  There ! 
On  the  sly !  " 

The  Duke  flapped  a  reviving  toe,  and  squeezed  the  august  fingers. 
"I  am  madly  enamoured  of— my  machine." 
The  peer  smoothed  a  ruffled  top- knot  with  ineffable  grace. 
"  Likewise  am  determined  you  shall  take  lessons.  Now  it  is  no  uie, 
uky.     I  mean  to  be  tender  but  firm  with  yon." 
The  Potentate  gave  a  stertorous  chortle,  and,  stretching  out  bis 
.rms,  fell  in  a  strawberry-leaf  swoon  on  the  parquet  floor,  nis  ducal 
lead  on  the  lap  of  his  adored  JAKE. 


"HAPPY  THOUGHT."— Mem.  (from  note-bonk  of  careUtt  man), 
Vhen  nothing  else  to  do,  wkd  up  my  watch.    It  saves  time. 
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TRAFALGAR'S    TEACHING. 

0-Jober  21,  ninetieth  anniversary  of  Sctttle  of  Trafalgar) 

AND   IX>Tg  OF  MSN  TO  FIGHT  THEM  I  " 


TO-DAY   IS   TO 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 


MOUNT  THE  BmTEB-TUB  !  — 
Irish  butter  is  on  its  trial,  it 
seems.  It  has  managed  to  get 
a  bad  name,  because  some  of 
'he  makers  or  dealers  become 
BO  attached  to  it  they  won't 
part  with  it  for  a  month  or  to 
after  it  i»  churned—  and  when 
they  dn  part  with  it  they  pre- 
tend it's  new.  80  the  trust*  es 
of  the  Cork  butter  market 
suggest  a  "date-  brand"  as  a 
means  of  restoring  t  hedamaged 
reputation  of  the  Hibernian 
pow.  It  is  quite  obvious  that 
if  butter  is  to  keep,  it  mustn't 
be  kept  —  which  sounds  like  a 
bull,  out  it  's  true.  Now  is 
the  time  for  Iri.-h  patriots  to 
come  to  the  rescue  of  their 
firkins  —  to  form  a  "  Brand 
League  "  if  necessary  —  and 
prevent  the  produce  of  Iriuh 
dairies  being  evicted  from  the 
markets  of  England. 


WHY  SHOULD  GLASGOW 
WAIT  P  —  The  average  time 
taken  by  a  telegram  to  get 
from  Glasgow  to  London,  or 
vice  vertil,  is  twenty-nine 
minutes,  and  the  cry  of  the 
Glasgow  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce, in  consequence,  is 
' '  More  wires  I ' '  The  Chamber 
doe»  not  mind  if  they  are  over- 
head wires;  all  it  objects  to  is, 
overdue  wires.  There  has  been 
a  railway  race  to  the  north ; 
bat  a  telegraph  race  seems 
still  more  wanted  just  now. 
And  the  worst  "f  it  is  that  the 
lordly  Stock -Exchange  folk 
are  specially  provided  with  a 
wire  that  sends  their  telegrams 


JUMPING    POWDER. 

(Mr.  Twentystun  having  a  Nip  on  his  way  to  Covert.) 
Small  Boy.  "On  MT,  BILLY,  'ERB 's  A  HMOHTY-TON  OUN  A  CRAROIN' 

OP  'ISSKLF  AFORK  OOIN*   INTO  HACTION  I  " 


in  live  minute*.  Punch' t  ad- 
vice to  the  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce i»— "  wire  in  I  " 


AHD  BRTKTLM. 
— A  strike  of  barbers  has  oc- 
curred at  the  Cork  workhonpe; 
no  inmate  cares  to  undertake 
the  duty  at  the  pay  of  one 
chilling  a  week ;  and  the 
guardians  are  thinking  if 
getting  in  outdoor  relief  for 
th«  chins  of  their  paupers. 
Whv  not  an  "  IrUh  Melody," 
to  ihis  effect  P— 

The  barbers  have  itruck,  farewell 

to  the  share. 
And  the  rate-supplied  toap  on  th» 

cheek  of  the  brave. 


A  MAGNIFICENT  OPPOR- 
TUNITY.— The  enormous  hotel, 
the  neighbour  and,  it  may  be, 
the  friendly  rival  of  the  Sivoy 
Hotel  a  la  Carte,— for  friend- 
ship in  opposition  is  possible 
though  improbable,—  U  al- 
most completed  ;  but  appa- 
rently it  is  still  "  a  deed  with- 
out a  name."  What  is  it  to 
be  called  P  The  board,  not  of 
directors,  but  of  advertisement 
outside,  says,  "  Thit  Magnifi- 
ctnt  Hotel,"  &c.,  &o.  Well, 
gentlemen  proprietors,  why 
not  take  this  description  as 
the  title  P  It  does  n«t  look  bad 
in  French,  "  L'llo'el  Mag- 
nifiqi.e  "  And  in  plain  Eug- 
li»h  "  The  Magniflrent "  i«  a 
striking  title,  which  oan  be- 
come popular  a«  "  The  Hag." 
Mr.  Punch,  as  General  Hotel 
Inspector  and  Universal  Board 
Adviser,  offer*  the  above  sug- 
gestion. 


"FINIS." 

(By  an  Old-fashiontd  Novel-reader.) 

OH  !  when  we  finished  a  tile  of  old, 
The  thing  was  through,  and  the  story  to'd. 
But  when  we  shnt  up  a  tale  that's     New," 
There's  little   told,    and    there's   nothing 

"  through." 

With  neither  beginning,  middle,  nor  end, 
We  do  not  part  with  the  book  as  a  friend. 
Pint* !    The  word  seems  ironical  sport, 
It  is  not  finished,  but  snapt  off  short. 
Like  the  poor  maid's  nose  by  the  blackbird's 

beak 
In  the  "  Song  of  Sixpence."     That  tale  was 

weak. 

Ending  in  nought,  like  an  alley  blind. 
But  our  story- spinner*  appear  to  find 
Their  moral  there.    Their  tales  don't  close. 
But  break  off  short -like  the  poor  maid's 

nose  I 

Ah  me !  for  a  few  of  the  fine  old  chaps 
Whi)  gave  us  meal?,  not  mere  dishes  of  scraps ! 


"  POST  OBIT. "-The  Sheffi-ld  Daily  Tele- 
graph announces  that  the  tiri-t  piexv-  of  patron- 
age in  the  district  wl  ioh  ha*  fallen  to  the 
new  Poitma>'ter-General  is  now  beine  com- 
peted for.  It  is  that  of  medical  officer  to 
the  local  pott-office.  Oar  contemporary  an- 
nounces that  the  application",  which  are  said 
to  be  very  numerous,  have  all  gone  in.  It  is 
generally  understood  that  the  gentleman 
ultimately  felfeted  to  undertake  the  duties 
of  the  post  will  not  necessarily  be  connected 
with  the  Dead  Letter  Department. 


A  CLERICAL  MISTAKE. 

(Fragment  of  a  Romance  found  shortly  after  the 
holding  of  the  recent  Clerical  Meetings.) 

"  Yoo  are  most  kind,"  said  the  guest,  get- 
ting down  from  the  dogcart  and  assirting  the 
retainer  to  carry  bis  portmanteau  into  the 
house. 

"  Not  at  all,"  was  the  reply.  "  If  yon  are 
so  good  as  to  wait  a  moment,  I  will  take  the 
vehicle  round  to  the  stables  and  then  chow 
you  your  room." 

The  guest  bowed  his  head  gratefully,  and 
yet  with  some  embarrassment.  Who  was  this 
retainer  P  He  seemed  to  be  a  man  of  educa- 
tion, and  yet He  had  no  time  for  furl  he  r 

thought,  as  the  subject  of  his  meditations 
re  tumid  to  him. 

"  I  was  as  speedy  as  pisfiMe,"  sa'd  he;  "as 
I  knew  you  would  like  to  dress.  The  rector 
dine*  rather  eirly,  and  is  sure  to  be  punctual 
to-night.  This  way." 

And  then  the  two  young  men  marchfd  up 
the  staircase,  and  enttrtd  together  the  spue 
room. 

'  There  I  "  exclaimed  the  retainer,  as  he 
finished  laying  out  the  contents  of  the  guest's 
portmanteau.  ''  Now  all  you  have  to  do  is 
to  look  sharp  and  get  dnwn  into  the  drawing- 
room,  before  the  arrival  of  the  bishop.  I  shall 
try  and  snatch  a  lew  moments'  dnze,  as  1 
have  been  busy  from  the  early  morning." 

"  I  really  cannot  sufficiently  thank  yon," 
said  the  guest,  hunting  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket  for  a  shilling.  'But  if  yon  will 
allow  me " 

"  Oh,  no  thank  you,"  interrupted  the  re- 


tainer, with  a  slight  blush.    "  I  really  do  not 
require  a  tip." 

But   mrely,    from    your  multitudinous 
duties,  you  must  be  the  butler  P" 

Then  came  the  solution  to  the  mystery. 

"  Oh  dear  no !    I  am  not  the  butler !    I  am 
only  the  curate  1 " 

A  NEW  SWAN  SONG. 
[Mias  ANNIE  SWAN  saya — "  What  appean  to  be 
required  is,  that  the  wife  ahould  have  something 
of  her  own,  given  to  her  freely  by  h«r  husband  for 
her  own  use  and  benefit,  absolutely  apart  from 
other  moneyi,  that  ahe  should  spend  it  aa  the 
choo«ea."J 

OH  !  give  me  something  of  my  own, 

In  which  Man  has  no  part  • 
Which  I  may  hoard,  or  tpend,  or  loan, 

And  it  tha'l  ease  my  heart. 
And  if  you  ask  me  whenoe  'twill  come, 

And  what  will  be  iuy  plan, 
I  answer  that  that  private  sum 

Should  come -of  conr-e    from  Man! 
I  '11  grab  it  quick,  I  11  hold  it  tight, 

That  welcome  L.  8.  I  >., 
Conor  run*  which  Man's  only  right 

la — fait  to  fire  it  Me ! 


PBOBABLK. — New  edition  of  "  Cornelius 
A'*pi>i,"  with  notes  by  Lord  HALSBUBY,  a»- 
r-i-ted  by  Mr.  HARDI.NOK  FRANK  UIFFAHD, 
See.  Comm.  Lun. 

PROVERBIAL  CoxsEHrATiYg  PHILOSOPHY.— 
Sow  Local  Government  in  Ireland  and  it  will 
come  up  Home  Rule. 
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[  Upon  thit  the  Young  Man  recognises  that  hi>  conjuring  failt  to 

COLLAR   WORK";   OR,  THE   UNAPPRECIATED   ENTERTAINER.  charm,  and  retires  to  the  funnel  in  apparent  discomfiture. 

....  ..        Excursionist*  (to  one  another).  Card-tricks  are  all  very  well  in 

SCENE— The  after-deck  of  an  excursion-steamer,  which  it  on  its  their  proper  place ;  but,  when  you  come  out  for  a  blow  like  this, 
return  to  Scarborough  from  Bridlington,  where  the  excursionists      .     _  _  _     Tf  Jt  had  been  a  j^jg  music,  now,  or  a  song,  or  soomat 

have  employed  a  shining  hour  in  laying  in  copious  luncheons  at  „' tnat  soart,  it  would  ha' been  nahce  enoof .  .  .  (Withdismay.)  Why, 

various  restaurants  and  eating-houses.     Owing  to  the  tide,  they  d        d  if  he  ;m>t  going  to  give  U9  another  turn  of  it ! 
have  had  to  land  and  re-embark  in  small  boats  through  a  rather  ^Thg  young  Man  reappears,  carrying  two  dismal  old  dummies 

choppy  bit  of  sea,  the  consequence  being  that  the  ma/only  of  the  wM    battered    papier-mache   heads,   and   preternaturally 

party— though  not  indisposed- are  inclined  to  prefer  meditation  mobile  jiws 

to  moving  about,  probably  on  the  principle  of  "  letting  sleeping       Thg  y  M  (after  planting  these  effigies  in  such  a  position  as  to 

dogs  lie*    After  Flamborough  Head  has  been  rounded,  a  young  d        ,„  a>  m        as  £osM£  i  now  'ave  the  pleasure  of  introducing 

man  in  a  frock  coat  and'  a  cloth  cap,  who  has  hitherto  been  to  yonr  notice  two  yery  Oid  friends  of  mine,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  JEEEMCAH 

regarded  as  perfectly  inoffensive  suddenly  brings  out  a  pair  oj  Jol(I)LEgi     (The  audience,   not    having  energy   enough   to   escape, 

plush-covered  tables  from  behind  the  funnel,  and  reveals  him-  fubmit    -n    tnmbre    resignation    to   these  fresh  tormentors,   which 

telf  in  the  unwelcome  character  of  a  professional  conjuror.  goggU  af  (hem    wM    cheerful  imbecility.)   Well,   Mrs.   JOBDLES, 

The  Young  Man  (clearing  his  throat  and  pointedly  addressing  a  Ma  am,  and  how  do  you  find  yourself  this  afternoon  ?    I  'ope  you're 

group  <'f  torpid  tourists  on  the  centre  seats).  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  enjoying  this  most  delightful  trip, 
with  your  very  kind  permission,  I 
will  now  endeavour  to  amuse  you  by 
simple   feafs   of 


exhibiting   a  few 

ledger  de  mang  to  which  I  invite 
your  closest  attention  (the  persons 
addressed  instantly  assume  an  air 
of  uneasy  abstraction),  as  I  find  that 
the  more  carefully  my  audience 
watches  my  proceedings  the  less  able 
they  are  to  detect  the  manner  in 
which  the  trick  is  performed.  ...  I 
'ave  'ere,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  a 
gingerbeer  bottle,  just  a  plain  stone 

§in(terbeer  bottle  of  a  pattern  no 
oubt  familiar  to  you  alL  (He  pro- 
duces it,  and  it  appears  to  be  gene- 
rally unpopular,  as  if  it  called  up 
reminiscences  of  revelry  which  some 
would  willingly  forget.)  I  will  now 
pass  it  around  in  order  that  you  may 
satisfy  yourselves  that  it  is  what  it 
appears  to  he.  (To  a  Somnolent  Ex- 
cursionist in  a  corner.)  Will  you 
oblige  me,  Sir,  by  kindly  taking  it 
in  your  'and  P 

The  Somnolent  Excursionist  (who 
seems  to  be  under  the  impression  that 
he  is  being  offered  refreshment). 
Eh  P  gingerbeer  ?  No,  thanky,  never 
take  it.  [He  closes  his  eyes  again. 

The  Y.  M.  (to  a  Grumpy  Excur- 
sionist on  a  campstool).  Perhaps, 
Sir,  you  will  oblige  me  by  examining 
this  bottle. 

The  Grumpy  Excursionist  (wrath- 


The  Y.  M.  (cast  down,  but  unde- 
terred). Well,  you  are  all  satisfied 
that  it  is  an  ordinary  earthenware 
bottle.  Now  I  take  this  tin  cage— 
made,  as  you  perceive,  in  two  parts 
to  tit  closely  round  the  bottle.  I  will 
just  give  you  an  opportunity  of  'and- 


'•  I  feel  compelled  to  ask  you  kindly  to  excuse  me." 


ling  the  case  so  that  you  may  convince  yourselves  of  its  being  per- 
fectly empty.  (He  proffers  it  for  inspection,  but  everybody  seems 
willing  to  take  it  on  trust.)  I  enclose  the  bottle  in  the  case — so — I  make 
one  or  two  passes— hey,  presto— and,  on  opening  the  case,  the  bottle 
will  be  found  to  have  vanished.  (It  has— but  nobody  appears  to  regret 
its  disappearance.)  I  close  the  case,  which  you  all  saw  to  be  empty, 
once  more,  and  what  do  I  find  it  contain  !  (Be  pulls  out  yard  after 
yard  of  coloured  ribbon,  which  falls  absolutely  flat,  but  if  the  tin 
case  had  emitted  a  column  of  smoke  and  a  genuine  Arabian  djinn,  it 
would  probably  fail  just  now  to  produce  any  deep  impression.)  I 
shall  next  produce  a  pack  of  ordinary  playing  cards,  from  which  I 
will  ask  you,  Sir,  to  be  good  enough  to  select  a  card,  without  letting 
me  see  it  or  mentioning  which  it  is  (to  the  Grumpy  Excursionist,  who 
brushes  him  away  irritably  as  he  would  a  bluebottle).  Madam,  will 

you  kindly ?  (to  the  Stout  Lady,  who  turns  a  shawled  shoulder  and 

feebly  requests  him  "Not  to  come  bothering  her").    Perhaps  you,  Sir 

'( (too  Cadaverous  Tourist,  who  intimates  that  he  "never  encourages 

cardplaying  under  any  form").  Thank  you  very  much  (to  a  Rubi- 
cund Tourist,  who  accepts  a  card  out  of  sheer  good-nature).  Now  I 
shnffla  the  cards  again,  cut  thun,  and  (erhibiting  a  court-card  with 
mild  triumph)  unlens  I  am  mistaken,  Sir,  this  was  the  caid  you  chose! 
The  liubicmid  Tourist.  Was  iff  1  dessay,  I  dessay.  I  didn't 
notice  particularly  mj  self. 


DLES,  Sir,  that  '11  do. 


[He  bends  his  head  deferentially  for 
the  answer,  U'ith  a  sympathetic 
movement  of  his  own  lips. 

The  Female  Figure  (with  a  wag- 
gling jaw,  and  in  an  impossible 
falsetto).  No,  I  ain't  enj'ym'  this 
most  delightful  trip,  so  there.  I 
believe  I'm  going  to  be  ill  in  a 
minute.  I  feel  that  queer,  I  do. 

The    Male    Figure    (in    a    voice 
scarcely  distinguishable  from  his  in- 
troducer's own).     Queer  ?    And  no 
wonder,  after  taking  all  them  pickled 
wornuts  with  yer  sooet  pudden ! 
[The  Stout  Lady's  ample  cheeks  are 
contorted  by  a  transitory  spasm, 
and    the     Cadaverous    Tourist 
passes     his     hand    across    his 
mouth,  which  the   Ventriloquist 
construes  as  reluctant  tributes  to 
his  facetious  powers. 

Female  F.  Well,  you  needn't  talk, 
after  all  them  jam  puffs  and  the 
prawns  you  swollered,  'eds  and  all ! 

Male  F.  Ah,  I  'ad  a  appetite. 
And  I  'ate  waste,  I  do.  But  lor, 
when  I  see  her  a  swallerin'  down  that 
sorcer  o'  cockles  just  after  clearing 
out  the  'okypoky  barrer,  I  knew 
she  'd  live  to  be  sorry  for  it ! 

The  Stout  Lady  (to  the  Cadaverous 
Man).  They  didn't  ought  to  be  allowed 
to  go  on  like  this.  Downright  vul- 
garity /  call  it ! 

The  Cadaverous  Man.  You  are 
right,  Mum  It's  quite  enough  to 
upset  anybody.  If  he  's  going  to 
make  either  of  them  images  purtend 
to  be  unwell,  I  shall  call  the  Captin 
and  put  a  stop  to  it. 

The  Y.  M.  (with  a  tardy  percep- 
tion that  he  might  have  chosen  a 
more  generally  agreeable  topic,  and 
meanly  throwing  the  blame  upon  the 
innocent  dummies).  There,  Mr.  JOB- 
We  don't  care  to  hear  what  you  and  your 


good  lady  took  by  way  of  a  relhh ;  tell  us  about  something  e 

Male  F.  All  right.  There  was  a  quart  o'  winkles,  as  wasn't 
over 

The  Y.  M.  (shaking  Mr.  JORDLES  up,  and  stopping  his  mouth). 
'Ush,  Sir,  'ush !  Beyave,  now,  and  see  if  you  can  set  quiet  while 
Mrs.  JORDLXS  sings  us  a  little  song. 

Male  F.  What?  'Er  sing!  'Ere,  chuck  me  overboard,  will 
yer  ?  I  've  'eard  her. 

The  Grumpy  Exc.  (in  a  savage  undertone).   For  heaven  s  sake 


chunk  'em  both  overboard,  and  follow  them ! 


I'm   all   of  a  flutter   like. 
(Quavering.)    "Where  are 


Female    F.   Oh,    dear,    me    sing  ? 
Well,  what  shall  I  sing  ?    Oh.  I  know. 
the  friends  of  Child' ood  now  f  " 
Male  F.  Why,  in  gaol,  doing  time  I 

[Mr.  Jordles  is  reproved  and  corrected  as  before,  but  his  senile 
flippancy  only  excites  general  disgust,  and  when  he  proceeds 
to  boast  that  a  beautiful  young  lady  he  met  in  Bridlington 
has  fallen  violently  in  love  with  him,  the  audience  clearly 
resent  the  statement  as  an  outrage  to  their  intelligence.  The 
Ventriloquist  perseveres  a  little  longer,  though  ecen  his  own 
belief  in  the  dummies  seems  to  be  shaken,  and  at  length  he 
gives  them  up  as  hopeless,  and  carries  them  offignominiously, 
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one  under  each  arm.  Whereupon  the  parti/  breathe  freely 
once  more,  only  to  gasp  in  impotent  horror  the  next 
moment,  at  the  irrepressible  Young  Man  returns  with  a 
smaller  figure,  modelled  and  dressed  to  represent  an  almost 
incnnceirably  repulsive  infant.  lie  perches  himself  on  the 
bulwark,  and  placing  this  doll  on  his  knee,  affects  to  con- 
verse with  it,  until  its  precocity  and  repeated  demands  for  a 
cheesecake  render  it  an  object  of  universal  loathing  and 
detestation.  However,  its  pertness  suddenly  begins  to  flag, 
as  beads  gathrr  upon  the  I'entriloqitisf'.t  pallid  broic,  and 
allowing  the  figure  to  collapxa  in  a  limp  heap,  he  rites 
uni/eadily  to  his  feet. 

The  3".  M.  (in  faltering  tones).  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  such  a 
thing  has  reelly  never  'appened  to  me  before  in  the  'ole  course  of  my 
professional  cweer ;  but  1  feel  compelled  to  ask  you  kindly  to  excuse 
me  if  I  break  off  for  a  few  minutes,  'oping  to  resume— and  with  your 

kind  indnlg 

[Here  he  staggers  feebly  away  and  is  seen  no  more,  while  a 
faint  smile  may  be  observed  for  the  first  time  to  irradiate 
the  faces  of  the  company,  as  they  realist  that  their  suffer- 
ings are  more  than  avenged. 


CABBY ;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack.") 

No.  IX.— PKCKERS-UPI— ANTI-PRIG  PHILOSOPHY— "  TOMMY 
THE  THUMPER "'S  TALES— THE  HAUNTED  CAB. 

A  CABBY  may  be  this  or  that;  Vs  a  chap  as  the  world  is  much 

given  to  slang  or  to  chaff  ; 
But  there's  one  blessed  boon  as  is  usually  'is,  'e  can  do — what  your 

prigs  seldom  can — a  fair  Uugh. 
I  'are  known  a  good  few  of  all  sorts  in  my 
time ;  some  scarce  fit  for  to  tool  a  old 
SAWBONES'S  gig, 

Some  as  smart  as  they  're  made ;  bat  I 
never  yet  met  a  true  Cabby  as  answered 
peroisely  to  "prig." 

You  look  at  a  rank  at  a  time  fares  is  off, 

and  the  nosebags  is  on,  and  you  Had 

the  chaps  all 
A  'anging  around  with  their  'ands  ia  their 

pockets,  'ard  by  their  pet  pub,  or  close 

under  a  wall. 
They  're  looking  about  'em,  and  passing 

the  patter,  and  doubling  sharp  up  at  a 

wheeze  or  a  joke; 
They  may  look  on  the  lollop,  but  not  on 

the  sulk,  nor  they  don't   'ang  their 

'eads  like  a  ill-tempered  moke. 

But  life 's  not  all  laugh  with  'em  give  yon 
parson  one  time,  if        my  word .  8nmmer  >„  not  all  a  beano, 


'  Sort  o' 


all  stories  is  true/1 


while  winter  is  worse, 


And  many  a  chap  must  drive  'ard  through  a  sleet-storm  when  fur 

better  fitted  for  blankets  and  nurse. 
Your  fare  snugged  inside  may  be  grumpy  and  growly,  a  crack  in  the 

winder  wfll  give  'im  the  'ump ; 
But  you  mustn't  cuss,  though  you're  soaked  to  your  socks,  and  the 

rhtumati/  racks  your  poor  back  at  each  bump. 

Stillsomever  to  take  the  lot  smilin'  's  our  motter,  though  sometimes 

the  smile  sets  a  mossel  askew. 
Old  "  TOMMY  THE  THUMPER"  's  just  left  me.    Queer  egg  I    Sort  o' 

parson  one  time,  if  all  stories  is  true. 
But  rum  'ot  and  religion  don't  mix  none  too  well,  as  tomater-nosed 

TOMMY  'as  reason  to  know. 
Still  'e  'as  got  the  gift  o'  the  gab,  and  no  error,  'is  yarns  when  'e 's 

on,  make  yer  creepy  and  low. 

TOMMY  is  9ne  o'  that  mildewy  sort  as  ara  ge  a' rally  gloomy  and  down 

on  their  luck. 
'E  will  tip  you  'is  grayeyardy  tales  of  old  times,  till  you  stand  'im  a 

nobbier,  or  give  'im  the  chuck. 
Remembers  the  old  body-snatchers,  TOM  does,  and  the  BURKE  and 

HARE  yarns  make  you  cold  as  a  dab  ; 
But  what   e  reeled  out  o'er  'is  rum-'ot  to-night  was  a  gospel-true 

tale  of  a  old  Haunted  Cab. 

"  Gospel-true,  on  my  davy,"  is  TOMMY'S  pet  clincher.     "  Ah,  JACK," 

'e  grumped  out,  as  'e  stoppered  'is  bowl 
With  a  forefinger  brown  as  a  rusty  old  spike;  "  you  young  chirpers 

ain't  go  neither  fancy  nor  soul. 
Hagnostical  lot,  you  smart  'Ansoms,  as  think  you  are  HTJXLEYS  on 

wheels,  I  'ave  not  the  least  doubt, 
But  why  ain't  a  cab  just  as  like  as  a  castle  to  'ave  its  own  ghost  ? 

Tell  me  that,  '  GINGER  GROUT  '  I " 


"  GINGER  "  shook  'is  red  'ead  and  said  nothink.    Says  TOMMY,  "  Old 

'  BARNEY  THE  BUNCH  '  was  the  sulkiest  sort, 
'E  'adn't  no  heart  for  a  pal  in  distress,  and  'e  never  liked  '  parting ' 

for  friendship  or  sport. 
Bat  what  'e  most  shirked  was  sll  haccident  ca»es.    Well,  Cabbies 

don't  cotton  to  them,  as  a  rule, 
But  '  BARNET  THE  BUNCH  '  was  a  bit  «j<ry-brutal ;   a  reg'lar  old 

flint-hearted,  foxy-eyed  fool. 

"Bunched  up  on  'is  box  all  alone  one  cold  evening,  when  not  n  four- 
wheeler,  'oept  'is.  was  in  sight, 

Old  BARNBY  was  'ailed  by  a  poor  shrieking  creetnr  M  'eld  a  small 
_  girl  in  'er  arms,  taller-white, 

With  a  small  crimson  out  on  'er  pojr  little  temple,  art  hid  by  'er 
goldian  ringlets  shook  loose : 

'  The  orspital— auiok— for  'ev'n's  sake  I '  pants  the  mother ;  '  Oh ! 
don't  lose  a  hinstant.'  Lor,  'twasn't  no  use  I 

"  BARNEY  whips  up  'is  'orse,  and  trots  off,  most  deliberate,  grunting 

as  'ow  that  'is  cib  worn't  a  'earse. 
Most  superstitious  old  griffin  the  '  BUNCH  '  wos.    Well  there,  the  child 

died.    But  if  ever  a  curse 
'Ung  over  a  eabby  and  cab  it  wos  'im.    Oh  ye»,  you  may  grin  o'er 

your  corf ee  and  toast 
In  this  'ere  cosy  shelter.    But  strange  fares,  at  night-time,  do  not 

like  to  ride  number  two— with  a  ghost ! 

"All  fancy?    Then  wy  did  all  talk  of  a  kiddy  with  goldian  curls, 

and  of  wild-woman  cries  ? 
And  wy  did  fares  pull  BAKNET  up  on  the  snddent,  an  1  scuttle  with 

shudder* orae  looks  and  skeart  eyes '( 
And  wy  did  old  '  BARNEY  TH  E  BUNCH  '  take  to  boozing,  and  wy  wos  e 

t'jund  st'iny-tt ark  in  'is  cab 
With  eyes  fixed  on -nothink  P    Yus,  nothink.  of  course  I    'TOMMY 

THUMPER  '  's  a  fool  to  you  young  'uns  to  blab." 

Shut  up  like  a  rat-trap,  and  trotted  off  twist- ways,  the  "  THUMPER" 

did,  huffed  in  'is  boozy  old  style. 
A  ghost-seer's  dignitude  does  stand  on  end  if  'e  twigs  that  'is 

cackle  is  met  with  a  smile. 
Bat  I  didn't  grin— not  cantemphuously,  leastways ;  I  've  seen  far 

too  muah  to  be  big  on  the  boast, 
And  this  I  do  know,  that  your  'ard-'earted  hunks  will  one  day  git  'is 

gruel— if  not  from  a  ghost. 

Conscience,  I  tell  you,  can  build  spooks  like  Ouy  Foxes,  or  as  the 

jim-jams  makes  green  rats  or  snakes. 
Real*    Wot's  "real"?    Who's  goin' 

to  be  cocksure  wot's  actual  tacks 

and  wot's  fancy's  queer  fakes  ? 
Only  your  ignerant,  stock-uppish  shaller- 

pate.    I  never  shirk  no  true  orspital 

ease; 
And  if  any  ghost  should  make  free  with 

my  Forder — I  'ope  I  could  look  the 

spook  fair  in  the  face. 

I  'are  saved  lives  by  ahopportune  hurry  - 

np ;  so  I  imagine  'ave  most  of  my 

mates. 
'Ansoms  are  everywhere,  like  London 

sparrers,   and   five    minutes'    start 

sometimes  dodges  the  fates. 
Gratitude  don't  grow  on  every  goose- 
berry bush,  and  to  'ave  just  saved  a 

life  or  a  leg 
Mayn't  mean  a  fiver,  or  even  a  fare, 

bat  wot  Havionr  it  gives  your  next 

corf  ee  and  hegg ! 

I  'ave  one  "  regnlar,"  crippled  but  rich, 

as  I  saved— so  'e  says— from  a  fur  worser  fate. 
Only  a  fluke,  as  I  tell  'im  each  Christmas,  but  somehow  'e  won't 

wipe  that  job  off  the  slate. 
Many  a  nice  little  extry  it  lands  me;  and  as  for  'is  daughter,  a 

brown-eyed  young  dove, 
Well,  she  is  a  fare  as  I  'd  not  lose  for  somethink,  though  hob-lees ; 

I  'd  much  sooner  drive  'er  for  love  1 


"  She  U  a  fare  as  I  *J  not  loose 
for  •omethink." 


AT  the  Aquarium  the  highly  trained  and  well-educated  hone, 
Alpha,  finishes  a  wonderful  performance  by  being  dressed  up  as  a 
nurse,  and  wheeling  a  pony,  Littls  Seta,  about  in  a  perambulator. 
Clever  Alpha  shouldn't  be  allowed  to  end  by  making  such  a  donkey 
of  himself.  One  of  these  days  he  '11  be  beaten  by  little  Seta. 

MRS.  R.'s  nephew  writes  frjm  Harrow  that  his  aunt  on  returning 
from  Hornburg,  observed  cheerfully,  "  My  dear,  I  feel  as  jolly  as  a 
sandbag." 
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SMALL    SOCIAL    AGONIES. 

Hostess.  "It's  BUT  A  POOR  LUNCH  I  cut  GIVE  YOU  I    BUT  MY  COOK  HAS  GOT  INFLUENZA  I " 
E'>f ant  terrible.  "On,  MCHMY,  YOU  ALWAYS  SAY  THAT!" 


NOW  A.ND  THEN. 

A  ifcra'.ity  (after  Morris)  in  Hyde  Park. 

"  0,  OIVK  me  the  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall 

Mall!" 
Sang  Captiin  CHARLES  MOBBIS.  But  he  was 

a  swell, 
Filled  with  cockney,  no  doubt  anti-demoorat, 

spleen, 
At  "an  ass  on  a  common,  a  goose  on  a  green." 

Rntwhat  bad  h»  paid  had  helmdin  our  days 
Of  tr>e  scenes  that  Hyde  Park  in  the  tcason 

displays  ? 
Where  the  "goose  on  the  green"  is  a  Socialist 

scamp, 
And  the  "jig  on  the  dunghill"  a  somnolent 

tramp. 

0  sweet  rut  in  urbe,  our  London  delight ! 
A  Ghetto  by  day,  a  Gthxnna  by  night  I 
Who  cares  for  the  meaningless  trill  of  a  Isrk, 
When  the  shriek  (f  the  tpouter  is  heard  in 
Hyde  Park  ? 

"In  London  the   spirits  are  cheerful  and 

light," 

0  MOKRIS,  your  lyre  is  not  up-to-date— quite. 
You  knew  not  bow  coarse  Boanerges  can  bawl, 
Saw  not  on  the  turf  filthy  vagrants  aeprawl. 

In  Liberty's  name  what  strange  license  IB 
fhown 

To  the  scoundrels  who  swear,  and  the  zealots 
who  groan ; 

On  tnrf  that  is  tender,  'midst  leaves  that  are 
gre*n, 

The  sights  are  repulsive,  the  sounds  are  ob- 
scene. , 

Yes,  MOBBIS,  that's  what  we  now  make  of 

our  Park ; 
And  as  to  the  deeds  that  go  on  after  dark, 


They  would  be  far  tco  gross  for  your  liberal 

Muse, 
And  to  sing  them  e'en  satirists  now  must 

refuse. 

You  fancied  each  obj  pet  in  town  a  fresh  treat ; 
Had  you  seen  a  tramp  huddled  upon  a  park 

seat, 
You  might  not  have  felt  so  "  revived  by  that 

whim," 
And  you  certainly  had  not  sat  down  after  him .' 

Full  many  a  trait'of  the  times  of  gross  GEORGE 
Makes    humanity    shrink,    raises    Liberty's 

gorge ; 
But  certain  things  now  that. to  Park  and  Pall 

Mall  come, 
In  Freedom's  name,  truly  are  more  free  than 

welcome. 

In  a  Park  that  is  spacious,  umbrageous,  and 

green, 
Seats,  sprawlers,  and  speeches,  at  least,  should 

be  clean. 
And  rh  what  avail  that  'tis  fragrant  and 

floral, 
If  loungers  are  frowsy  and  manners  immoral  P 

"In  London,  thank  heaven  I  our  peace  is 

secure" 
You  sang ;  and  your  London  you  knew,  to 

be  sure. 

Bnt  whether  by  daylight,  or  whether  by  durk, 
Our  peace  is  by  no  means  secure— in  Hyde 

Park! 

Ah,  MORBIS,  we  're  freer,  more  human,  more 

kind. 
Since  you  found  your  London  so  much  to  your 

mind.  [return, 

But,  though  to  your  days  we  've  no  wish  to 
In  the  art  of  park-keeping  we've  something 

to  learn. 


THE  POET-LAUREATE  STAKES  (by  "  Our 
Special  Commissioner  "). — There  is  not  much 
to  choose  between  the  competitors  for  the 
above  unimportant  fixture.  Ever  tince  the 
publication  of  ihe  weights  Sir  E'lwin  Arnold 
has  held  the  position  of  first  iavi  urite.  He 
appears  to  have  derived  no  harm  Jrom  his 
recent  journey  to  "  India  "  ;  indeed,  on  visit- 
ing him  at  his  rew  quarters  in  "  the  Tenth 
Mews"  we  found  him  in  the  pink  of  condi- 
tion. Although  Mr.  Austin  has,  owing  to  a 
strained  cfo~ura,  and  oon-equent  restriction  to 
walking  exe'cis",  gone  h.ck  in  the  betting, 
he  is,  nevertheless,  looked  upon  in  some 
quarter"  ss  a  likely  candidate ;  while  Sir 
Lewis  Morris  is  very  much  fancied—  by  him- 
self. A  somewhat  sensational  wager  of  £3000 
to  £10  was  bojked  airainst  Sir  Lewis  and 
Mr.  Henley  "  coupled." 


CATJTIOX  ix  RIGHT  DIRECTION. — Dear  Mr. 
Punch, — The  direction  written,  by  a  corre- 
spondent, on  an  envelope  I  found  on  re- 
turning from  a  short  trip,  suggested  to  me 
exactly  the  descrip'ion  of  a  sly  puss  (which 
I  am  not)  of  a  young  lady  (whioh  I  am) 
who  would  be  a  perfect  model  of  propriety 
("  that's  me  ")  in  fur  own  domestic  circle,  but 

"  Forward  if  away  from  home  !  " 

There 's  a  nice  description  I  So  mislead- 
ing !  I  mention  this  as  something  to  be 
avoided  by  any  one  writing  to  a  nice  girl  of 
his,  or  her,  acquaintance,  and  placing  special 
posting  directions  on  the  envelope. 

Yours  ever,  LALAGE. 


COWARDLY   ACTION   ON   THE  PAST  OF  A 
SOLDIER.— To  "  strike  a  tent." 
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THE  PROBLEM  PLAYWRICHT'S 

YADE  MECUM. 
Quettinn.  Has  the  Problem  Play  a 

solution  P 

Ansicer.  Certainly  ;  it  answers 
the  purposes  of  the  author  and  the 
manager. 

Q.  From  this  I  take  it  that  it  is 
invariably  siiooessful  ? 

A.  Well,  it  is  never  a  failure  ;  or, 
rather,  hardly  ever. 

Q.  Can  you  make  your  meaning  a 
little  plainer  P 

A.  If  it  is  not  invariably  a  triumph 
of  coin,  it  is  a  success  of  esteem.  The 
house  is  crowded  for  a  couple  of 
months. 

Q.  And  after  ? 

A.  The  Problem  Play  is  not  ex- 
pected <o  have  an  after. 

Q.  What  is  the  essence  of  such  a 
creation '! 

A.  The  unconventional  treatment 
of  the  conventional. 

Q.  Qive  an  example  f 

A.  Two  men  tossing  up  for  a  lady. 
In  Box  and  Cox  the  transaction  was 
conducted  with  the  assistance  of  a 
sixpence  in  the  politest  fashion 
imaginable;  in  a  later  version  the 
affair  could  not  be  arranged  without 
a  pack  of  cards  and  much  forcible 
language. 

Q.  Was  the  scene  the  same  in 
both,  like  the  situation  P 

A.  No,  in  Sox  and  Cox  the  spot 
was  a  second-floor  back ;  in  the 
other,  the  interior  of  an  observatory 
on  the  summit  of  a  mountain. 

Q.  Can  yon  mention  any  other 
characteristic  of  the  Problem  Play  ? 

A.  The  dramatist  should  be  danng. 
People  should  say  of  his  work  that  it 
would  have  surprised  their  parents 
and  startled  their  grandmothers 
into  fits. 

Q.  How  can  this  desirable  end  be 
attained  ? 

A.  By  the  playwright  causing  his 
heroine  to  throw  a  pocket-bible  into 


"DON    JOSE." 

J-l  CH-MB-RL-V,  IN  SPAIN,  AS  "Tun  TOKY-ADOK.' 


the  fire,  or  perform  some  other  act  of 
parallel  eccentricity. 

Q.  Should  the  heroine  have  any 
peculiarity  P 

A,  As  a  rule  she  should  be  a 
woman  with  a  past. 

Q.  But  has  not  this  type  been 
worked  to  death  P 

A.  It  has  certainly  seen  much 
service,  to  that  the  newest  kind  of 
heroine  is  to  be  preferred. 

Q.  What  is  the  newest  kind  of 
heroine  P 

A.  The  woman  who,  without  having 
a  past,  has,  under  the  influence  of 
drink,  reriously  damaged  the  possi- 
bility of  enjoying  a  future. 

Q.  When  does  the  leading  situation 
arrive  ? 

A.  At  the  end  of  the  second  act. 
What  goes  before  and  cornea  after 
that  climax  is,  to  a  large  extent,  im- 
material. 

Q.  What  is  the  customary  fate  of 
the  heroine  after  the  leading  situa- 
tion? 

A.  On  rare  occasions,  suicide  "off." 
But  the  usual  exit  is  a  retreat  in  rear 
of  the  clergy. 

Q.  What  is  the  customary  effect  of 
the  Problem  Play  P 
(  A.  That  for  a  considerably  longer 
time  than  nine  days  it  is  a  wonder. 
1-1  very  one  talks  about  it,  and  many 
see  it  during  that  period.  When  the 
wonder  is  exhausted  according  to 
precedent  the  cause  of  the  amazement 
is  forgotten. 

Q.  And.  when  this  lut  season 
arrives,  what  does  the  author  do  P 

A.  A.  dramatist,  having  written 
one  Problem  Play,  usually  write* 
another. 


PBOF*<SIOHAL  ASD 
— The  Editor  of  an  illustrated  paper 
says  that  his  only  difficulty  with 
his  artists  is  "the  Initial  Diffi- 
culty." He  now  has  on  hand  an 
illustrated  alphabet  ready  for  all 
emergencies. 


THAT  TUNE! 

(Sad  Story  of  a  Victim  of  "  D d  Iteration.") 

Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum! 

'Tis  ground  out  twelve  times  over  I ! 
Mv  nerves  all  twitch,  my  brain  seems  numb, 

Faith !    I  'm  a  music-lover ; 
But  that  infernal  organ-grind, 

With  hideous  iteration, 
Is  driving  me  out  of  my  mind, 

Into  sheer  desperation. 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum .' 

Turn-turn—  0  this  is  maddening  I 
It  may  be  in  some  gloomy  slum, 

The  organ-grindtr  's  gladdening. 
But  to  a  poor  suburban  scribe, 

Intent  on  scribbling  copy, 
'Tis  torture  I    Shall  I  try  a  bribe  P 

Or  seek  oblivion's  poppy  ? 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum! 

Turn-turn- tum-tiddU Gracious  I 

Those  "  tnms"  will  split  my  tympanium, 

Eternally  sequacious. 

Free   country  P     Bah  I    When     an   organ- 
ttrain 

May  blast,  and  blight  and  bore  you, 
Till  you  get  "  turn-turn  "  on  the  brain  P 

Ah !    There 's  a  picture  for  yon  I 
Tum-tum-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum .' — 

(The  writer,  once  thought  clever, 
Is  now  at  Hanwell,  doomed  to  hum 

That  hideous  tune  for  ever  I) 


A  SIOBT  ANBNT  THE  NOBTH.— According 
to  the  Dundee  Advertiser,  Colonel  NOBTH 
has  paid  cash  to  the  King  of  the  BELGIANS, 
not  for  concessions  of  land  near  Ostend,  but 
for  similar  advantages  on  the  Congo.  It  has 
been  rumoured  that  the  purchase-money  was 
ostensibly  (or  should  it  be  Ostendsibly  P) 
handed  over  for  the  possession  of  the  former, 
and  not  the  latter.  But  the  rumour  must  be 
taken  with  reserve.  Perhaps  the  report  may 
have  arisen  from  the  fict  that  the  Belgian 
watering-place  is  situated  on  the  North  Sea 
—  a  locality  naturally  associated  with  the  name 
of  the  King  of  the  Nitrates.  Be  this  as  it 
may,  the  gallant  Colonel  is  certain  to  com- 
mand the  confidence  of  volunteers  in  the 
future  as  in  the  past.  So  far  as  he  is  con- 
cerned, shares  (plough  and  other  varieties) 
will  be  as  popular  as  bayonets. 

Stones  in  Sermons. 

"  SEKMONS  in  stones,"  the  poet  eays ;  and 

when 
Smelt  ungus  scolds,  and  rails,   and  girds, 

and  groans  at  us, 

We  feel  that  worst  of  sermonising  men 
Is— throwing  stones  at  us. 


MBS.  R.  observes  of  a  respectable  young 
man  among  her  acquaintances,  that  she  was 
sorry  to  hear  he  was  incremated  in  a  recent 
swindling  case. 


BIKE  r.  BICYCLE. 

Somr  Tennysonian  Bouts-rimti, 

[Mr.  ERNIST  SHIPTOH,  Secretary  of  the  CydiiU' 
Touring  Club,  protests  against  the  term  "bike"  u 
being  unmitigated  slang.] 

BIKE,  bike,  bike, 

By  your  leave,  oh  C.  T.  C. 
Quite  top  long  for  my  tongue  to  utter 

Is  "  bicycle"— bike  for  me ! 

0  well  for  the  slang-loving  boy, 
That  he  "  bikes  *  with  his  utter  at  play ! 

0  well  for  the  lass  or  lad 
Who  don't  Mr.  SHTPTOIT  obey  I 

For,  in  spite  of  him,  "  bikes  "  go  on, 
Thus  called,  over  d«l  •  and  hill ; 

And  "bicycles"  soon  will  be  vanished,  and 
The  voice  of  the  pedant  still. 

Bike,  bike,  bike, 

Mr,  Punch  says,  oh  C.  T.  C. 
And  the  tender  grace  of  a  term  that  is  dead 

Will  never  come  back  to  me  I 


To  SQUIBB  PUNCH.— SIB.— I  don't  quite 
know  how  to  spell  the  gentleman's  nanep, 
whether  its  "TrcHo"  or  "TriBO  BRABE," 
but,  anyhow,  he  was  a  sharp  chap,  and  all  I 
wont  to  learn  for  certain  is,  was  he  one  of 
the  good  old  genuine  "Tykes,"  and  a 
Torkshireman  ?  Tours, 

JOH»  BBOWDIE'S  GBAXDITBPHEW. 


202 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  26,  1895. 


THE    LATEST    LITERARY   SUCCESS. 

"  THB  WOMAN  WHO  WANTED  TO." 


A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FUTURE. 
CHAPTER  I. 

THE  preat  reform  bad  been  effected.  Thanks  to  the  Matrimonial 
Tripos  Act,  passed  a  few  years  previously,  it  was  no  longer  left  to 
blind  chance  to  decide  what  women  should  receive  the  privileges  of 
natrimonv.  All  those  who  aspired  to  them  had  to  enter  for  the 
Tripos  held  once  a  year  under  the  supervision  of  the  State,  and  to 
pass  a  rigorous  examination  in  Household  Arithmetic,  Domestic 
Economy,  Etiquette,  and  other  sabjects.  Only  those  who  obtained  a 
irst  class  were  allowed  to  marry  noblemen  or  millionaires,  those  who 
fot  a  second  might  mate  wilh  a  peer's  younger  son  or  a  baronet, 
while  1hose  hapless  ones  who  failed  to  get  a  third  were  absolutely 
arohibited  from  matrimony,  although  occasionally  one  or  two  who 
narrowly  a  isstd  taking  honours  were  allowed  a  detrimental  by  the 
'xaminers.  And  no  maiden  was  permitted  to  enter  for  the  examina- 
ion  snore  than  three  times  in  all. 

It  was  the  knowledge  of  1his  last  fact  which  cast  a  shade  of  troubled 

anxiety  upon  the  faces  cf  STBEPHON  SMITH  and  AMABYLUS  JONES 

as  they  paced  up  and  down  the  garden  on  the  eve  of  the  annual 

examination.    Their  engagement  had  been  a  long  one,  for  twice  had 

urniiU  entered  for  the  Tripos,  and  twice  had  been  hopelessly 

'iuffhtd.    Should  the  fail  once  more  on  the  morrow 

"Nay,  my  AMABYLLIS,"  cried  the  faithful  STHKPHON,  "look  not 
to  dowac'ut.  Failure  ?  it  is  impossible  1  Hive  not  I  coached  you 
carefully  in  all  the  subjects?  Cc  me,  repeat  once  more,  to  give  you 
confidence,  me  formulae  of  poultry-rearing." 

AMARYLLIS  tmiled  sadly.  "It  is  unnecessary,"  ehe  replied  ;  "1 
•emember  th*m  well.  And  y»t  my  mind  misgives  me.  Should  that 

hajeful  MKLIBOKUS  BEOWN  ful  us  once  sjrain " 

(  "  Speak  not  his  name !  "  exclaimed  STBEPHOJT,  grinding  his  teeth. 

Irue  that  he  has  vowed  that  we  shall  never  marry;  trno  that  at 
your  first  attempt,  under  the  mask  of  friendship,  he  inscribed  all  tr-e 
irronK  dates  upnn  your  dainty  cuff,  while  on  the  neit  occasion  he 

[bed  the  candidates  fitting  next  to  you  to  jog  your  elbow  and  to 

iet  the  ink  over  your  papers;  but  on  this  occasion  he  will  be 

powerless.    With  the  knowledge  which,  thanks  to  my  assiduous 


coaching,  you  now  possess,  you  are  certain  to  pass.    A  month  hence, 
my  AMABYLLIS,  ana  we  shall  be  wedded." 

AMABYLLIS  flung  herself  into  his  arms.  "  If  only  I  am  not  ploughed 
But,  darling  STBEPHON,  I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you.    I  implore 
you  to  sit  in  the  gallery  to-morrow  throughout  the  examination,  and 
so,  looking  up  to  your  face,  I  shall  gain  fresh  courage." 

"Sweet,  1  will  do  so,"  oriel  STREPHON.  "And— you  know  the 
deaf-and-dumb  alphabet,  I  think  ;-  If  so,  and  an  answer  has  clipped 
your  memory,  perhaps " 

"Nay,'1  said  AMABTLLIS,  firmly.  '"Tis  unnecessary.  And  we 
must  run  no  risks." 

CHAPTER  II. 

THB  great  examination  had  begun.  Ranged  at  the  long  rows  of 
tables  sat  the  fairest  of  England's  maidenhood;  seme  conning  the 
paper  with  painful  perplexity,  while  others  scribbled  down  the 
answers  with  feverish  haste,  or  gazed  imploringly  up  to  the  gallery 
whence  their  anxious  lovers  regarded  them.  Amongst  these  was 
plainly  visible  the  heroic  form  of  STBEPHON  SMITH. 

Seated  on  a  dais  at  the  end  of  the  room  was  Professor  PLTJMBOSS, 
the  chief  examiner,  the  same  who  had  ploughed  no  fewer  than  5428 
candidates  at  the  last  examination.  Perhaps  it  was  the  effect  of 
the  constant  terror  of  assastination  in  which  he  lived,  but  on  this 
particular  morning  the  Professor  seemed  ill-at-ease.  Ever  and  anon 
he  pressed  his  hand  firmly  on  his  head,  as  if  he  wished  to  retain  a  wig 
in  its  place ;  now  and  then  he  fumbled  mysteriously  with  his  beard. 
Could  it  be  a  false  one  ? 

But  AM AKTLLIS  had  no  leisure  to  observe  such  trifles.  With  un- 
faltering pen  she  dashed  off  the  answers  to  all  the  questions  without 
a  moment's  hesitation,  and  she  had  finished  a  good  half-hour  before 
the  appointed  time.  With  all  her  wondrous  grace  of  movement  she 
tripped  lightly  up  the  room,  and  handed  over  her  papers  to  the 
Professor.  Surely  there  was  an  ill- disguised  twinkle  of  elation  in 
iis  eyes  as  he  took  them.  And  then,  when  AMABYLI  is  had  left,  with 
ier  papers  in  his  hand,  he  edged  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  fire-place. 
As  if  by  accident,  he  prepared  to  drop  them  into  the  flames. 

Little  had  he  recked  that  the  eade  eye  of  STEPHON  SMITH  was 
upon  him.  With  a  single  bound  that  intrepid  hero  leaped  from  the 
gallery  to  the  floor,  ru-htd  upon  the  Professor,  with  one  resolute 
sweep  of  his  hand  knocked  off  his  wig,  spectacles  and  false  beard, 
and  disclosed  the  pale  and  trembling  features  of  his  hated  rival, 
MELIBOKUS  BROWN  I 

CHAPTEB  III. 

AND  so  the  plot  was  discovered  just  in  time.  The  nefarious 
SHOWN  had  kidnapped  the  Profet-sur  on  his  way  to  the  hall,  had 
stolen  his  robes,  and  disguised  himself  so  as  to  play  the  part  of  the 
examiner  himself.  Another  minute,  and  his  wicked  plan  would  have 
luooetded,  AMARYLLIS  s  papers  would  have  been  burnt,  and  she  and 
STREPHON  would  have  been  separated  for  ever.  Thanks  to  the 
.atter's  courageous  action,  the  impostor  had  been  detected,  and  was 
subsequently  sentenced  to  several  years'  imprisonment. 

When  the  real  Professor  had  been  liberated  and  came  to  look  over 
AMARYLLIS'S  work,  a  slight  difficulty  arose.  The  law  insisted  that 
one  who  had  answered  with  such  perfect  correctness  mu*t  marry  a 
>eer,  while  STUEPHON  was  but  a  humble  commoner.  However,  a 
crate-fiil  nation  rescued  him  from  this  dilemma  by  awarding  him  a 
dukedom. 


A  TRIO. 
Am-"  Three  Blind  Mice." 

THRFE  new  peers  I 

Good  ev'ry  one ! 

A.  BOBTHWICK,  PLUNKET,  H.  DE  WUMS, 
Are  all  cjn'ervaiiVely  chums, 
We  hiil  with  cheers  in  our  w  1-Zwms 

The  Three  New  Peers ! 


QUERY  FEOM  A  COBBESPIKDHNT.  -  Please,  Sir,  can   you  fell  me 

where  1  can  obtain  a  wmk  entitled  "Balmy  on  the  Crumpet  "  t    I 

lave  heard  it  Irequen'ly  mentioned,  but  up  to  m>w  have  searched 

<he  lists  at  the  British  Museum  ard  (with  the  excep'ion  of  the  works 

if  one  "  Balmez,   a   Theologian,")  all  in  vain.     1  presume  the  work 

n  question  \»  a  treatise  on  some  depirtment  of  the  baking  industry. 

•«  'here  also  another  work  entitled  Balmy  on  the  Muffin  f    In  fact, 

i-hould  v>ry  much  like  to  oo  leot  all  the  treatises  ol  this  author  on 

>aktry.  — Youis,  OLD  ROWLTY. 

"OVEK!"— At  last  "GRACE  befire  wicket"  has  received  hu 
ive  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  shilling  testimrn  als,  and  his  re- 
iurnfd  thanks  to  the  indefatigable  Sir  EDWAKD  LAWSON,  who 
nitiated  and  carried  out  the  idi-a  in  the  Daily  Telegraph.  Your 
lealth,  Dr.  GRACE,  and  song,  which  cf  course  would  be  "  Sing  O  the 
Green  Willow  .' ''  And  his  motto,  "  There's  nothing  like  leather.'" 
Will  the  celebrated  batsman  give  a  ball  to  celebrate  the  occasion  ? 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

A  STHANGK  report  reaches  me,  a  rumour  which  'if  such  a  course 
nay  he  predicated  of  a  mere  report)  opens  up  illimitable  vista*. 
The  dratnati  i  criti'is.  it  would  appaar,  have  been  fir  acme  lime  past 
in  a  state  of  d  satisfaction.  A  newspiper  proprietor  has  h°«n  turned 
into  a  peer ;  editors  in  profusion  have  j.mrneyed  do«rn  to  Windsor  as 
very  plain  misters,  and,  having  been  tapped  upon  the  shoulder  with 
cold  steel,  have  returned  to  the  bosoms  of  their  families  an  knights ;  a 
novelist,  a  mere  teller  of  stories,  has  undergone  the  same  process,  not, 
it  is  well  understood,  for  his  own  glory,  but  for  the  greater  honour 
of  Literature  (capital  L  please) ;  and.  worst  of  all,  an  actor  has  sur- 
vived the  blood-curdling  ceremony  of  the  accolade,  and  has  received 
the  congratulations  and  gifts  of  other  members  of  his  profession. 

QUJS  cum  ita  tint,  the  dramatic  critics  have  been  very  naturally 
asking  one  another  why  they  alone  should  toil  and  moil  (the  "  mid- 
night oil"  irresis'ibly  suggests  itsef  as  a  pleasing  and  perfectly 
appropriate  rhyme)  without  any  recognition  beyond  the  vulgar  one 
of  a  money-payment,  sufficient,  no  doubt,  to  keep  them  in  bread  and 
beer.  ties,  clothes,  collars,  and  cuffs,  but  utterly  inadequate  when 
considered  as  a  reward  for  the  services  they  perform  on  behalf  of  Art 
and  the  Drama.  One  thing  led  to  another  (it  generally  does) ;  there 
were  conversations,  interchanges  of  ideas,  meetings,  and  so  forth; 
and  eventually  matters  came  to  a  head  in  the  formation  of  a  society, 
the  members  of  which  pledged  themselves  to  promote  bv  all  legiti- 
mate means  the  cliims  of  dramatic  critics  to  knighthoods,  baronetcies, 
privy-oounoillorships,  peerages,  and  other  rewards. 

THE  final  meeting,  at  which  the  roles  were  discussed  and  passed, 
and  the  officials  appointed,  began  harmoniously  enough.  Mr. 
CLEMENT  SCOTT,  proposed  by  Mr.  ARCHER,  and  seconded  by  Mr.  A. 
B.  WALKLKY,  was  unanimously  voted  to  the  Chair.  His  opening 
speech  was  marked  by  great  fervour.  For  years,  he  said,  dramatic 
critics  had  been  engaged  in  the  thankless  task  of  educating  the 
public  taste,  and  of  instructing  dramatic  authors  in  the  true  prin- 
ciples of  the  construction  of  stage-plays.  At  last,  thank  heaven, 
they  were  beginning  to  be  appreciated  at  their  proper  value.  Their 
names  were  becoming  household  words.  The  average  reader,  when 
he  opened  hia  World,  turned  first  to  the  article  signed  "  W.  A." 
The  game,  or  a  similar  person,  rushed  breathlessly  through  The 
Speaker  until  he  was  arrested  by  the  magic  initials  "A.  B.  W." 
At  this  point  Mr.  AKUIIHI  intervened  with  the  remark  that  for 
himself,  he  might  say  there  was  only  one  article,  the  dramatic, 
in  the  Daily  Telegraph  that  absolutely  fascinate  d  him ;  and 
Mr.  WALKLEY,  rising  immediately  afterwards,  observed  that,  having 
studied  the  essays  of  M.  LEMAITRT:,  he  had  no  hesitation  in  saying 
that  the  pungent  critiques  of  the  Telegraph  were  equalled,  he  would 
not  say  surpassed,  by  the  masterly  ap«ry*»  of  stage-craft  to  be  found 
in  Truth  and  the  illustrated  London  Jfnvf,  Mr.  CLEMENT  SCOTT 
was  visibly  affected,  and  having  with  difficulty  mastered  his  emo- 
tion, proceeded  to  shake  both  his  colleagues  by  the  hand,  and  in  a 
voice  broken  with  sobs  thanked  them  for  their  tributes.  He  himself, 
he  added,  had  endeavoured  to  make  the  stalls  and  the  dress  circle  tit 
places  for  the  flower  of  English  maidenhood,  for  those  beautiful, 
blushing  British  girls  who  were  at  once  the  joy  of  their  families  and 
the  pride  of  our  race.  He  then  called  upon  all  the  members  present 
to  state  what  titles  they  preferred,  intimating  that,  by  the  express 
desire  of  the  committee,  he  himself  was  willing  to  become  a  Duke. 

MR.  ARCHER  and  Mr.  WALKLKY  having  declared  their  preference 
for  Marquisates,  Mr.  MOT  THOMAS  *aid  that  an  Earldom  would 
satisfy  his  modest  needs.  Mr.  BENDALL  thought  Yisonnnt  sounded 
attractive,  and  chose  that  title;  while  Mr.  A  E.  T.  WATSON  inti- 
mated that  all  he  wanted  was  to  he  a  Ba^on— Baron  BADMINTON  OF 
BEAUFORT.  Mr.  BKKNAHD  SHAW  stood  by  his  life-long  principles, 
and  dtclined  everything  exc-pt  a  Privy-C  luncillorship.  Various 
other  gentlemen  having  spoken,  and  a  complete  list  of  titles  having 
been  arranged,  the  meeting  was  about  to  adjourn,  when  Mr.  CLEXKST 
SCOTT  rose  again  to  make  a  few  parting  observations. 

"My  Lords,"  he  began  amidst  deafening  applause,  "it  only 
remains  for  me  to  state  briefly  the  principles  by  which  we  shall 
be  guided.  We  shall  not  truckle  to  the  nauseating  rubbish 
purveyed  by  any  Norwegian  chirlatan."  What  else  he  would  have 
taid  must  for  •  ver  remain  a  matter  of  guess- work,  for  at  this  point 
he  was  immediately  set  upon  by  Lord  ABCHER,  and  torn  forcibly 
Jnm  his  chiir.  Baron  BADMINTON,  however,  gallantly  came  to  His 
Grace's  as-i-tanoe,  and  a  scene  of  indescribable  confusion  ensued. 
Strawberry  leaves  were  torn  to  tatterc,  and  several  h&ndeome  property 
coronets  were  rutblestly  trampl.  d  und  r  foot.  Order  was,  however, 
at  last  restored  by  the  arrival  of  Sir  HENRY  IRVING  with  a  ktrong 
force  of  dramatic  authors  armed  with  problem-plays.  In  the  conflict 
that  follow*  d  many  heads  were  broken,  but  eventually  the  hall  was 
cleared.  It  is  understood  that,  notwithstanding  this  deplorable 
incident,  the  agitation  is  to  be  vigorously  pursued.  I  shall  publith 
any  further  information  that  may  reach  me. 


SIB  E.  CLARKE  AND  THE  BAR-AN  EXPLANATION. 

SIR, — The  paper  you  edit  with  si  much  advantage  to  the  public 
is  the  recognised  organ  of  the  l°gU  profession.  This  be-in <  so,  I 
appeal  to  you  on  behalf  of  the  B  ir.  Sir,  it  will  not  hive  eioippd 
your  attention  that  on  a  recent  occtsi-m  Sir  EDWARD  CLARKE,  in 
returning  thanks  for  his  colleagues  of  the  Law  List,  referred  to  the 
custom  observed  by  some  counsel  of  accepting  briefs  inHiw  iminately. 
The  ex-Solioitor-General  (shortly,  I  trust,  to  become  "  Mr.  Attorney  ) 
related  an  anecdote  onceming  the  last  [of  the  Barons— Mr.  Baron 

HCTDDLBSTONB 

— to  the  follow- 
ing effect.  You 
will  remember 
that  Sir  ED- 
WARD, when 
only  a  stuff- 
gownsman,  was 
"  with  "  the 
eminent  Ben- 
cher of  Gray's 
Inn  in  a  cane. 
"I  trust,  Mr. 
CLARKE,"  said 
the  coming  Ba- 
ron's assistant 
to  the  then  pro- 
mising Junior, 
''that  you  will 
be  able  to  at- 
tend ti  it  if 
Mr.  Hrnui.K- 
STONE  fails  to 
put  in  an  ap- 
pearance." '*  I 
suppose,"  re- 
plied the  future 
Sir  EDWARD, 
"that  Mr. 

H0DDLK8TORE 

is  not  coming." 
"Well,  he  may 
be  away,"  was 
the  reply,  "be- 
cause to-day  he 
has  briefs  in 
thirteen  other 
actions."  Then 
Sir  EDWARD 
wittily  ex- 
plained that 
the  fault  lay 
with  the  public. 
Suitors  could 

select  their  own  advocates,  and  there  were  plenty  of  men  practising 
at  the  Bar  who  would  gladly  accept  a  brief,  for  a  very  moderate  fee, 
should  the  services  of  a  better-known  colleague  be  retained  in  tome 
other  matter.  Mr.  ex-Solicitor  is  perfectly  right.  There  are  such 
men.  For  instance,  I  myself,  should  Sir  EDWARD  wish  it,  would 
willingly  a* sitt  him.  If  he  has  an  overflow  of  pink-tape  tied  parcels, 
let  him  send  them  to  me,  and  I  will  give  them  my  best  attenti  m. 
(  shall  be  delighted  to  pick  up,  so  to  speak,  the  documentary  crumbs 
that  fall  from  his  brief -encumbered  table.  But  that  is  a  matter 
which  chiefly  concerns  Sir  EDWABD  and  myrelf.  It  if  not  entirely 
with  a  view  to  making  the  above  sur gtwtion  thit  I  address  you.  No, 
Sir,  I  have  other  than  personal  interes's  at  heart. 

I  am  convinced  that,  although  every  counsel  has  the  right  to  be 
"retained"  in  every  case,  but  a  comparative  few  exercise  the 
privilege.  I  have  known  the  late  Se'jeant  PARBY  (with  whom  I 
have  had  the  honour  to  act — while  taking  a  note  in  the  temporary 
absence  of  a  learned  friend  —on  more  than  one  occasion)  return  his 
brief,  with  its  accompanying  honorarium,  when  unable  to  attend  to 
the  former,  and  thus  earn  the  latter.  Speaking  for  myself,  I  made 
it  a  rule,  shortly  after  I  was  called,  never  to  "  de-vil "  in  two  places 
at  once.  But  to  come  to  the  point.  As  a  matter  of  fact— and  a  grain 
of  true  testimony  is  better  than  a  ton  of  theory — I  can  deliberately 
declare  that,  during  a  long  forentio  experience,  extending  over 
several  decades,  I  have  never  had  two  oases  on  the  same  day.  And 
what  has  been  my  experience  no  doubt  has  been  the  experience  of 
many  others.  I  would  not  for  worlds  have  it  thought  that  I  neglect  my 
duty  because  I  have  a  plei  hora  of  professional  work.  And  here  I  must 
stop,  as  1  have  to  give  my  most  careful  attention  to  a  oonte>  t  brief, 
which  appears  to  me  to  bristle  with  technical  difficulties.  However, 
as  I  am  de.-ired  to  acquiesce,  I  shall  no  doubt  carry  out  my  client's 
instructions  with  the  customary  formalities. 

Pump-handle  Court,  Oct.  21.        (Signed)      A.  BBIEFLEFS,  JT/N. 
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HOW  KIPPER  SLEW  THE  NEW  FOEEST  HORNET. 
CHAPTER  I.— The  Recluse. 


pronounced  when  he  heard  how  a  fairy  orchestra  had  serenaded  the 
parson's  pretty  daughter  on  Midsummer  Eve,  or  that  sime  good- 
natured  fays  had  collected  the  swarming  bees  of  a  hard-working 
farmer,  and  driven  them  home  against  the  wishes  of  their  queen. 
ONCE  uron  a  time  there  was  a  little  goblin  palled  KIPPEH,  who  !  KIPPER  looked  upon  men,  women,  and  children  as  wretched  beings, 
lived  the  life  of  a  hermit  in  a  hollow  oak-tree  in  the  New  Forest,  who  worried  themselves  without  any  neoesi-ity — poor  creatures,  whose 
He  never  made  merry  with  the  elves,  and  had  a  positive  dislike  to  only  object  in  life  appeared  to  be  to  endeavour  to  make  one  another 
fairies ;  and,  if  any  of  them  presumed  to  address  him,  he  would  curl  miserable,  and  discontented  with  their  very  existence.  Therefore  he 
himself  into  a  ball  like  a  hedgehop,  and  refuse  to  straighten  himself  ]  regarded  them  no  more  than  he  would  newts  and  lizards.  Indeed, 
until  he  was  Itft  alone  again.  Various  rumours  were  current  in  ;  he  often  told  the  stagbeetle  that  he  had  far  more  respect  for  a  newt. 
FairyHnd  as  to  the  reason  of  KIPPER'S  moroseness.  Some  said  that  i  because  he  could  develop  an  orange  waistcoat,  whereas  a  man  could 
he  had  been  robbed  by  an  unscrupulous  brother  of  a  va'uabta  inn  not  keep  his  chest  warm  without  robbing  another  animal  of  its  skin 


mine,  situated  under  Hergistbury 
Head ;  others,  that  he  had  been 
crossed  in  love;  while  there  was 
a  third  party  in  Fairy  dom  which 
stoutly  maintained  that  he  had 
been  expelled  from  Goblinland  on 
account  of  his  desire  to  upset  the 
king  and  queen,  and  establish  a 
republic.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
KIPPER  was  no  favourite  in  the 
country  of  his  exile.  Not  that  he 
need  have  been  unsociable,  for, 
when  he  first  arrived,  the  greatest 
attentim  was  paid  to  him  by  his 
neighbours.  The  most  important 
personage  sin  Fairy  dqm  called  upon 
him,  he  received  invitations  to  the 
Court  balls,  and  he  was  bidden  to 
several  jolly  bachelor  parties  given 
by  the  elves  on  the  sward  which 
surrounds  Rufus's  Stone. 

Bat  KIPPER  made  no  response  to 
these  advances.  He  showed  that 
he  meant  to  be  unsociable,  and. 
little  by  little,  the  notabilities  ard 
landed  gentry  ceased  to  take  any 
notice  of  him.  Occasionally  some 
of  the  sportsmen  of  the  Court,  when 
out  hunting  the  slow-worms  and  the 
bom>le-bees,  would  come  across 
KIPPER,  mounted  on  a  huge  and 
vicious-looking  stagbeetle,  which 


"  He  thought  nothing  of  taking  a  clump  of  dock  leaves." 


or  wool.  As  to  the  lizards,  they 
only  came  out  when  they  could 
bask  in  the  sun  •  whereas  a  man 
had  to  pick  up  and  kindle  sticks  to 
keep  his  ugly  body  warm,  and  cook 
his  poisonous  f  <K>d. 

Now  if  KIPPER  could  be  said  to 
enjoy  anything,  it  was  the  leaping 
of  big  obstacles  when  mounted 
on  the  stagbeetle.  He  thought 
nothing  of  taking  a  clump  of  dock 
leaves,  or  of  flying  or  sailing  over  a 
thick  bush  of  prickly  gorze.  It 
cannot  be  said  that  the  stagbeetle 
enjoyed  the  jumping  as  much  as 
his  master  did ;  but  inasmuch  as 
the  gnome  had  broken  him  in  at 
an  early  age,  and  never  rode  with- 
out a  pair  cf  stout  hawthorn  pricks 
on  his  heels  and  a  bramble  switch 
in  his  hand,  the  c^al-black  steed 
had  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad 
job.  One  fine  day,  however,  when 
KIPPER  had  partaken  somewhat 
too  freely  of  some  tine  wild  honey, 
which  he  had  found  in  an  old  oak, 
an  accident  occurred  to  the  reckless, 
rash  rider.  On  his  way  home  he 
had  to  pass  by  Stoney  Cross,  and 
it  so  happened  that  the  road  was 
being  mended,  and  a  huge  heap 
of  granite  lay  by  the  wayside. 


he  managed  with  considerable  address,  hut  he  never  deigned  to  |  Nothing  would  satisfy  KIPPER  but  that  he  must  leap  this  mound, 
respond  to  their  salutations,  but  passed  on  his  way  with  a  malevo-  I  and  so  he  told  the  stagbeetle  to  put  forth  all  his  strength.  The  poor 
lent  grin.  Even  the  forest  pigs  and  ponies  took  a  dread  of  him  at  last,  i  creature  besought  his  master  not  to  risk  both  their  lives,  but  KIPPF.R 


and  would  scamper  away  throngh  the  bracken  directly  they  saw  him 
approach.  As  to  the  deer,  the  pheasants,  the  rabbits,  and  the  hares, 
they  would  just  as  soon  have  faced  a  poacher.  It  will  be  seen, 
therefore,  that  KIPPER  was  not  the  sort  of  person  to  whom  an  elf  or 
a  fairy  would  appeal  in  case  of  distress.  If  he  had  a  heart  at  all,  it 
was  like  that  of  an  artichoke,  all  choke -and  very  little  arti.  As  far 
as  human  beings  went,  KIPPER  had  a  lofty  disdain  for  them  and 
their  ways. 

him  how  th  .  o  _ 

veiderer's  garden  of  its  gooseberries.    And  his  sarcasm  was  equally  \ 


lys.    |He  smiloi  contemptuously  when  the  stagbeetle  told 
T  the  elves  hed  stolen  this  cottager's  milk,  or  robbed  that 


was  as  hard  as  a  pond  after  a  six  weeks  frost.  Gathering  his  rush- 
reins  in  his  hands,  and  ramming  the  hawthorn  pricks  into  the  sides  of 
the  stagbeetle,  he  cried,  "  Hi !  over,"  and  went  for  the  granite. 
The  stagbeetle  did  his  best,  but  just  before  he  made  his  effort  he 
faltered  in  his  stride.  The  next  moment  he  was  kicking  out  with  his 
hind  legs,  and  his  homs  were  tticking  between  two  great  stones  on 
the  top  of  the  hard  hillock ;  while  a  yard  on  the  other  side,  among 
the  moss  and  wild  thyme,  there  was  lying  quite  still  the  bcdy  of  the 
luckless  KIPPEE. 

(To  lie  continued.) 


THE  ONE  THING  WANTING. 
A  YEAR  ago  my  hand  I  tried, 

I  wrote  for  you  a  verse  or  so, 

To  sing  your  praises  far  and  wide 

A  year  ago. 

And,  though  your  nature  scarce  could  grow 
More  sweet,  in  you  I  then  espied 

An  incompleteness.    I  was  slow 
To  comprehend  the  thing  denied 

To  make  you  perfect.    Now  I  know— 
A  bicycle  you  did  not  ride 
A  year  ago  1 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE.—  "  Soconnoc." 
What  a  name!  It  is  a  "  Romance  of  Wild 
Oatcake."  It  might  almost  be  of  Mild  Oat- 
cake. It  is  the  story  of  an  unprincipled  boy, 
a  flighty  young  married  woman,  and  a  sottish 
husband.  The  first  third  of  the  book  is  some- 
what interesting,  and  pleasantly  written.  The 
second  third  is  dull ;  and  the  last  revives  the 
reader's  interest  just  a  bit.  But,  on  the 
whole,  to  quote  Sir  Char/et  Coldstream,  in 
Used  Up,  "There's  nothing  in  it."  It  is 
aisapminting  to  those  who  expect  much  more 
than  this  from  the  author.— B.  DE  B.-W. 


THE  school-boy  of  to-day— what,  after  all, 
is  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba  ?— is  no 
longer  to  waste  his  time  in  poring  over  1he 
musty  classics!  "  He  is  to  take  an  intel- 
ligent interest  mother  subjects  than  the  dead 
languages,"  says  Truth,  which  proceeds  to 
give  ''  as  well  worthy  of  being  held  up  as  a 
model  for  imitation  elsewhere,"  the  contents 
of  an  up-to-date  examination  paper,  upon 
current  events,  recently  set  at  Rug  Dy  school. 
This  modern  move  i«,  doubtless,  an  excellent 
thing,  but  one  which  may  be  carried  too  far ; 
and  it  would,  we  venture  to  think,  be  a  r>ity 
if  schools  were  to  be.  in  the  words  of  Mer- 
cutio,  "too  much  afflicted  with  these  new 
tuners  of  accents,  who  stand  so  much  on  the 
new  farm  that  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on  the 
old  bench."  What  if  PINERO  and  ZANGWILL 
were  substituted  for  PLATO  and  XENOFHON  ? 


TRIFLES  LIGHT  AS  "  EYRE."— The  trustees 
of  a  St.  John's  Wood  property  may  certainly 
be  said  to  be  "  after  the  brass."  If,  how- 
ever, their  learned  counsel  is  snoeessful  in 
obtaining  the  oalossal  amount  claimed,  he 
might  then  fay,  with  HORACE,  "  Exegi 
monumentum  Ejr£  perennius." 


"  UNPLEASANT  LITTLE  INCIDENT." — So  the 
P.  M.  G.  sty  led  it.  As  the  German  EMPEHOR 
and  EMPRESS  were  passing  through  Metz, 
somebody,  from  a  cafe  window,  shouted, 
"  Vive  la  France  !  "  Several  arrests  were  of 
course  made,  but  apparently  nothing  more 
was  heard  of  the  Vox  et  pr  oiler  ea  nil.  This 
recalls  a  similar  incident  that  occurred  during 
the  trial  of  Bardell  v.  Ptckicick.  "Put  it 
down  a '  we,'  my  Lord ! "  a  voice  in  the  gallery 
exclaimed,  aloud.  Search  was  made.  Nobody. 
"  If  you  could  have  pointed  him  out,"  said 
little  Mr.  Justice  Stareleigh  to  Sam  Weller, 
"I  would  have  committed  him  instantly." 
Whereat  "5am  bowed  his  acknowledgments," 
and  the  incident  ended. 

"  FALLS  OF  FOIERS."  —  A  correspondent 
writes: — "I  have  seen  a  good  many  letters 
in  the  Times,  headed  "  The  Falls  of  the 
Foyers."  Here  and  abroad  I  have  seen 
many  Foyers,  and  only  fell  down  once.  This 
was  at  the  Theatre  Francois,  where  the  Foyer 
is  kept  highly  polished,  or  used  to  be  so.  If 
the  Foyers  are  carpeted  or  matted,  there  need 
be  no  "Falls,"  Yours,  COMMON  SENSE. 

"  WIKTXR  Comas"  as  g  companion  picture 
to  "  Autumn  Leaves." 


NOVEMBER  2,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


205 


WEATHER    PERMITTING,"-MR.    PUNCH    DRIVES 


THE    FIRST    MEET. 


TOOLEIAKA  ;   OB,   TIIK   MoOB 

•ui  K  M  EKKmt. — At  tlit  Lyceum 
Theatre,  Edinburgh,  in  answer 
to  calls  for  a  speech,  at  the 
termination  of  his  visit  with 
Thoroughbred,  Mr.  J.  L. 
loom  presented  himfelf  to 
the  audience  "habited  in  his 
sables"  as  the  nigger  min- 
»trel.  Mr.  Punch't  Own 
Popular  Comedian  was  in  ex- 
cellent health  and  in  his  best, 
i.e.,  his  own,  "  form."  He 
explained  that,  despite  ap- 
pearances which  might  lead 
to  such  a  conclusion,  he  was 
nut  about  to  join  the  Christy 
Minstrels.  However,  it  was 
probable,  but  not  yet  defi- 
nitely settled,  that  in  the 
next  revival  of  the  Shaks- 
pearian  tragedy  at  the 
London  Lyceum,  he  might 
impersonate  Othello  to  the 
logo  of  his  friend  Sir 
HKSKV  IBVJNO.  We  hope  to. 
What  crowded  houses  1 
Booking-office  should  open 
at  once. 


THE  MINISTER  OF  FINE  ARTS. 

(from  a  Newspaper  of  the  Future.) 

MANY  years  ago,  in  1S'.I5,  our  esteemed  contemporary,  the  Daily 
Graphic,  suggested  the  appointment  of  a  Minister  of  Fine  Arts. 
This  seemingly  admirable  scheme  was  soon  after  carried  out.  The 
first  Minister  was  a  cautious  man.  His  one  great  improvement, 
which  met  with  universal  approval,  was  to  remove  all  the  statues 
and  fountains  from  every  part  of  London,  and  to  place  them  in  a  row 
on  Komney  Marsh,  from  Dunceness  to  Hythe,  where  they  would 
undoubtedly  scare  away  any  French  army  endeavouring  to  land. 
The  second  Minister  tried  to  introduce  the  so-called  "  Queen  Anne," 
or  Dutch  architecture,  and  prepared  a  scheme  for  altering  the  whole 
of  London.  As  a  beginning,  the  north  side  of  Oxford  Street,  from 
Holborn  to  the  Marble  Arch,  was  completely  transformul.  Along 
Ihe  whole  distance  stretched  a  fantastic  row  of  red-brick  buildings, 
the  surface  of  which  was  diversified  at  every  possible  point  by  useless 
little  windows,  and  little  arches,  and  little  projections,  and  little 
recesses,  and  little  balustrades.  These  had  risen  to  the  level  of  the 
second  floors,  when  a  change  of  Government  brought  in  a  Minister 
who  believed  only  in  English  architecture  of  the  fifteenth  century. 
Under  his  directions  the  new  buildings  were  therefore  continued  in 
stone,  in  imitation  of  th«  Houses  of  Parliament,  but  the  work  was 
stopped  by  his  death.  His  successor,  though  of  course  one  of  the 
Gothic  party,  preferred  the  Gothic  architecture  of  Italy,  and  the 
npper  parts  of  the  houses  were  therefore  finished  in  that  style. 
As  at  that  time  the  reduction  of  the  Budget  was  urgently  needed, 
it  was  decided  to  use  painted  stucco  instead  of  real  marble,  as  in 
Italy. 

When  the  next  Government  came  into  office  all  the  houses  on  the 
South  side  of  Oxford  Street  were  pulled  down,  and  everyone  said 
that  at  last  we  should  have  an  imposing  row  of  buildings.  Un- 
fortunately a  difficulty  arose.  The  new  Minister  of  Fine  Arts  was 
only  interested  in  gardening,  and  hardly  knew  one  style  of  archi- 
tecture from  another.  He  could  not  therefore  decide  the  great 
question  whether  the  new  houses  should  correspond  with  the  opposite 
ones,  and,  if  so,  whether  they  should  be  "  Queen  Anne,"  or  Italian 
Gothic,  or  English  Perpendicular  in  style.  The  controversy  raged 
for  months.  Every  person  interested  said,  or  wrote,  what  he 
thought,  or  knew,  or  did  not  think,  or  did  not  know,  about  architec- 
ture, and  taste,  and  art  in  general.  The  Academy  of  Arts,  the 
Society  of  Antiquaries,  and  the  Institute  of  Architects,  hitherto 
sedate  bodies,  became  so  excited  that  free  fights  occurred  almost  daily 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Burlington  House,  and  on  the  waste  land  in 
Oxford  Street.  In  every  newspaper  "The  Improvement  of  Oxford 
Street "  was  discussed  vigorously.  Suddenly  the  current  of  public 
opinion  was  turned  in  another  direction  by  a  lamentable  event.  The 
Minister  of  Fine  Arts,  returning  from  his  weekly  inspection  of  the 
maiden-hair  ferns  on  Wormwood  Scrubs,  was  killed  in  a  cab  accident 
in  Vigo  Street,  a  miserably  narrow  turning,  which  had  escaped  the 
notice  of  everyone  but  the  cabmen,  who  always  prefer  the  narrowest 
streets. 

At  once  there  arose  a  universal  cry  that  safety  and  space  were  more 
important  than  style.  The  new  Minister  was  beginning  to  widen 
some  of  the  narrow  thoroughfares,  when  his  party  went  out  of  office. 


The  work  has  not  been  continued  by  the  )  resent  Minister,  who  s 
considering  a  scheme  for  the  improvement  of  London  by  the  erection 
of  fountains  and  statues.  Meanwhile  the  Oxford  Street  site  is  still 
vacant,  and  no  improvements  are  attempted  elsewhere.  Half  of 
Vigo  Street  has  been  made  the  same  width  as  Burlington  Gardens  ; 
the  other  half  remains,  as  before,  about  fifteen  feet  across  from 
house  to  house. 

Our  esteemed  contemporary,  the  Daily  Graphic,  always  alive  to 
the  artistic  needs  of  the  age,  remarks  that  it  is  impossible  to  regulate 
art  by  Acts  of  Parliament,  or  to  improve  London  by  party  govt  rn- 
ment,  and  therefore  suggests  that  the  Ministry  of  Fine  Arts  should 
be  abolished. 

SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

BOABD  AND  REsrDK.YCE.— Here  is  a  gem  from  the  Bandon  Quarter 
Sessions.  Their  Medical  Officer  of  Health,  Dr.  MAONES,  was  suing 
the  Guardians  of  the  Clonakilty  Union  for  failing  to  erect  a  fence 
round  the  Dispensary  residence : — 

Counsel  argued  that  the  true  cauie  of  all  thU  wa*  that  Dr.  MAONFH 
happened  to  be  a  gentleman  of  independent  mind,  who  had  not,  lite  others 
!  in  the  ume  position,  the  laroirfairr  to  cuddle  guardians. 

J?M  Honour.  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  any  unfortunate  medical  officer  baa 
to  cuddle  boards  of  guard!  ins  ?  A  very  unpleasant  duty  ctrtainly . 

Mr.  Powell.  Well,  they  had  to  attend  the  meetings,  and,  perhaps,  stand 
drinks,  and  things  of  that  kind.  (Luughter.) 

Who  would  not  be  such  a  Medical  Officer, 
Practised  in  keeping  his  Board  well  in  hand  P 

D'vou  think  that  he  offers  them  cocoa  or  coffee,  Sir  f 
No ;  but  it 's  whisky  he '»  called  on  to  "  stand." 

Paupers  fall  ill,  and  his  task  is  to  cure  'em  ; 

In  fights  with  infection  he  comes  up  to  time ; 
'Gainst  bad  sanitation  he's  paid  to  secure  'cm ; 

His  drains  may  be  poor,  but  his  "  drinks  "  must  be  prime. 

Is  any  G  uardian  cantankerous  P    He  "  cuddles "  him 

(So  did  a  Counsel  obscurely  declare) ; 
And  should  this  fail,  then  his  "  Irish  hot "  fuddles  him ; 

For  what  is  a  doctor  without  "  lavoir  faire"  ! 


TBK  WATER- BANDITS  AGAIN! — Xot  content  with  spoiling  the 
Falls  of  Foyers,  the  Aluminium  Company  now  threatens  an  attack 
on  the  Falls  of  Clyde.  Oh,  what  a  Fall  is  there,  my  countrymen ! 
exclaims  the  patriotic  Ecot.  The  Co.  that  dares  to  lay  its  hands  on 
Clyde,  save  in  the  way  of  lindness,  is  a  willun,  and  should  be  wound 
up  instanter.  Says  the  Kurth  Britith  Daily  Mail — 

The  times  are  distinctly  utilitarian  and  prosaic,  and  yet  we  hare  not  all 
progressed  up,  or  down,  to  the  level  of  the  man  who  aeea  nothing  in  a  grand 
cataract  beyond  so  much  horse-power  running  to  waste. 

Neatly  put,  and  even  from  a  utilitarian  standpoint  it  may  be  well 
to  remember  that  as  much  mon°y  may  be  brought  into  Scotland  by  a 
thousand  tourists  wanting  to  -new  the  Falls,  as  by  a  (ingle  company 
wanting  to  ruin  them. 
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A    THIN     DISGUISE. 

The  liuaian  Bear  (in  Chinese  costume,  only  marc  like  hiiwelj  than  ever,  slily  c'l-uc'cles  as  hi  crosses  Manchuria).  "  AHA  I  THEY  WON'T 

KNOW  MK  NOW  I " 

(See  Special  Communication  to  "  Times,"  October  25.) 
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THE  ENGLISH  WIFE. 

[MAX  O'REI.I,  says  that  the  English  wife  sit« 
opposite  to  her  husband  at  thu  fireside  in  the 
evening  with  her  curl-papers  in  her  hair.] 

AIR — "  She  wore  a  Wreath  nf  Roses." 

SHE  wore  a  wreath  of  roses, 

The  night  when  first  we  met ; 
Her  hair,  with  careful  oiling, 

Looked  shiny,  black,  and  wet. 
Her  footsteps  had  the  lightness 

Of — say  a  mastodon ; 
And  oh  !  she  look  exceeding  smart, 

Though  high  of  hue — and  bone. 
I  saw  her  but  a  moment, 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now 
With  the  slimness,  style  and  lightness 

Of —say  a  Low  Dutch  Vrow  1 

A  wreath  of  orange  blossoms 

When  next  we  met  she  wore, 
The  spread  of  form  and  features 

Was  much  greater  than  before. 
And  standing  oy  her  side  was  one 

Who  strove,  and  strove  in  vain, 
To  make  believe  that  such  a  wife 

Was  a  domestic  gain. 
I  saw  her  but  a  moment, 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now, 
With  her  big  front  teeth  projecting, 

A  queer  blend  of  horse  and.  cow. 

And  once  again  I  see  that  brow- 
No  bridal  wreath  is  there — 

A  ring  of  curl-papers  conceals 
What's  left  of  her  scant  hair. 

She  sits  on  one  side  of  the  hearth, 
Her  spouse,  poor  man,  sits  near. 

And  wonders  how  that  scarecrow  thing 
Could  once  to  him  be  dear ! 

I  wondered,  and  departed, 
Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now. 

That  type  of  British  wife-hood, 
With  the  corkscrews  round  her  brow  1 


LETTERS  FROM  A  FIANCEE. 

MY  DEAR  MAS  JORTE,— Since  I  wrote  to 
you  last,  AKTIICK  has  developed  unmistak- 
able signs  of  scute  jealousy.  Bluebeard 
was  mild  in  comparison  with  him ;  Othello 
childishly  unsuspicious.  At  first,  1  liked  it, 
and  was  flattered ;  but  it  is  now  beginning  to 
be  a  little  wearing.  Also,  I  find  that  it  has 
the  effect  of  making  me  ridiculously  and 
unjustifiably  vain ;  catching,  as  it  were,  from 
ABTHTJR.  the  idea  that  everyone  I  meet  must 
necessarily  admire  me,  and  would  like  to  take 
his  place.  A  quite  absurd  instance  of  this  has 
just  happened,  of  which  I  am  rather  ashamed. 
My  cousin  FHEDDY,  who  is  staying  with  us 
in  1he  country,  has  a  musical  friend,  called 
PEKCIVAI,  for  whose  talents  and  accomplish- 
ments FBEDDY  has  the  greatest  possible  ad- 
miration. Having  got  permission  to  bring 
him  down,  FREDDY  instantly  dragged  him  to 
the  piano  and  insisted  on  his  playing  and 
singing  a  song  which  went  like  this :  — 
"  The  people  call  me  DAISY, 
Little  DAISY,  with  the  dimple, 
And  all  the  boys  are  fond  of  me 
Because  I  am  so  simple,"  &c. 

We  were  all  charmed,  except  ARTHUR,  and 
except  PEBCIVAL  himself.  PEKCIVAL  com- 
poses songs,  called  "Dreaming Eyes,"  "Far 
from  Thee,"  "Ever":  besides,  be  can  play 
WAGXEB,  and  MASCAGNI,  and  TOSTI,  and  all 
kinds  c  f  real  classical  music,  and  didn't  quite 
like  to  be  treated  as  if  he  were  a  mere  music- 
hall  tinge  r.  He  is  a  gentle,  amiable  creature, 
without  any  pose,  and  with  (as  I  know  note) 
not  the  very  smallest  intention  or  desire  to 
steal  the  heart  of  one  who  belonged  to  another. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  find  anyone  less  likely 
than  PEBCIVAL  to  break  up— let  us  eay,  for 


THE    GREAT   PRIZE    FIGHT. 

Johnnie  (who  finds  that  his  Sox,  £20,  has  let*  appropriated  by  "the  Fancy"). 

PARDON,    BUT  THIS   IS   11 T  BOX  I  " 

Bill  Bashford.  "On,  is  IT  I    WELL,  WHY  DON'T  YOU  TIK«  re?" 


'  I  BIO  YOU* 


instance,  a  happy  English  home.  ARTHUR 
thought  otherwise ;  to  ARTHUR,  PEBCIVAL 
seemed  a  Don  Juan,  a  gay  Lothario,  a  very 
Lovelace,  the  most  dangerous  of  young  trou- 
badours. And  he  glared— really,  glared  is 
the  only  word — so  much  while  I  talked  to 
poor  young  PERCTVAL  that  I,  also,  actually 
began  to  think  there  must  be  something  in 
it;  and,  from  mischief,  I  talked  to  him  the 
more.  After  dinner,  we  danced.  To  tease 
ARTHUB,  who  was  snubbing  everyone  and 
lot  king  sulky,  I  couldn't  resist  sitting  in  the 
conservatory  a  little  while  with  FREDDY'S 
friend.  True,  my  conversation  with  this 
reckless  Rizzio  might  have  been,  word  for 
word,  carried  on  between  two  provincial  old 
ladies :  and  yet,  the  knowledge  that  ARTHUR 
wouldn't  have  believed  it,  gave  a  sort  of 
imaginary  romantic  wickedness  to  the  whole 
thing.  He  asked  me  if  I  had  read  Trilby, 
and  said  he  had,  curiously  enough,  never 
seen  the  Shop  Girl.  We  agreed,  that  though 
we  didn't  much  like  the  winter,  still  it  was 
certainly  a  nice  change  after  the  summer. 
We  had  reached  this  point,  when  ARTHUR 
jame  into  the  conservatory ;  I  rose,  so  did 
PEKCIVAL,  and  at  the  same  time  he  handed 


me  a  little  piece  of  paper  on  which  he  had, 
while  he  talked,  been  writing  something  in 
pencil. ...  I  walked  away  with  AKTHTJR, 
mechanically  squeezing  the  little  bit  of  paper 
in  mv  hand. 

"What,"  he  said,  furiously,  "was  that 
letter  that  young  fool  gave  you  r  " 

Bt  coming  frightened,  1  denied  that  he  had 
given  me  a  letter,  slipped  it  into  my  mouth, 
and  slowly  ate  it.  ...  We  had  a  scene.  I 
cried  •  we  made  it  up,  and  he  gave  me  a  new 
brooch  afterwards. 

The  next  day  I  seized  an  opportunity  to 
tell  PEKCIVAL  tnat  he  mustn't  do  such  things, 
as  it  made  ABTHUR  very  angry,  and  also  to 
ask  what  was  on  the  piece  of  paper.  He 
looked  at  me.  "Why,  Miss  GLADYS,"  he 
said,  "didn't  yon  show  it  to  your  future 
husband?" 

"  What  was  it  ?"  I  asked  timidly. 

"  It  was  my  publisher's  address.  You  said 
yon  would  like  to  have  some  of  my  songs, 

and "    Thank  heaven,  he  has  gone  away 

now,  and  as  FREDDY  is  always  cycling,  there 
is  peace  again. 

But  advise  me  what  to  do  about  ARTHUB. 
Your  affectionate  friend,        GLADYS. 
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CABBY;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack.") 

No.  X.-COMICALITY  IN  CABLAND—  "  CARROTTY  CHOLLOI" 
-A  TALE  OF  A   "TENNER." 

LONDON  is  not  only  gloomy  and  ghostish,  at  least  Cabby's  London  is 

not,  by  a  dollop, 
But  chock-fnil  of  fun.    Wot  is  fun  you  may  ask.    Well,  I  'd  like 

to  refer  you  to  "  CABROTTY  CHOLLOP  "  I 
Spot  arf-a-do/en  of  street-boys  or  gutter-snipes  doin'  a  skjlark  or 

slum  double-shuffle, 

And  you  '11  find  one  of  'em  a  native  born 
comique  who  '11  make  you  crack  tidei 
with  a  kick  or  a  muffle. 

Same  with  a  r  ab-rank  !  There  's  mostly 
one  cove  with  a  mug  like  a  clown's, 
needing  no  chalk  or  scarlet  ; 

"CARROTir  CHOLLOP"  's  a  natural  grin- 
maker  ;  don't  seem  to  try,  the  mis- 
diet  vious  young  varlet. 

Trying  's  no  good,  for  you  can't  learn  the 
comic  ;  it  comes,  like  a  knowledge  of 
'osECJj  spontanyus. 

And  if  without  props,  with  the  flags  for  a 
stage,  you  can  make  people  laugh  — 
well,  that's  wot  /call  junyus. 

ROBERTS  and  PKNLEY  theirselves  can't  do 
more.   Tell  you  "  CABROTTI  CHOLLOP  " 
can  "  gag,"  and  no  error. 
To  bumptious  'bus  drivers  and  'igh-'anded 
bobbies  and  fussy  old  toffs  'e  's  a  fair  'oly  terror. 
Never  says  nothink  offensive—  not  CHOLLOP  !—'e  's  far  too  hartistic, 

'is  voice  soft  as  gruel  ; 

Bat  still  'e  can  make  puffy  Crushers  gs  purple  with  just  one  tongue- 
snack  as  goes  'ome  and  stings  cruel. 

Can't  ECjre   off  CHOLLOP.     "  'E  leaves  nothink    on,"    says   our 

champion  cne-'andler,  "  JOHNBY  THE  JIGGER.  ' 
'E  can  make  fun  out  of  any  think,  CHOLLOP  can,  jam-full  of  jokes, 

if  'e  just  pulls  the  trigger, 
Bang  goes  'is  charge,  sweeping  like  a  machine-gun  ;  old  "  CABROTTY  " 

ramming  'is  'ands  in  'is  pockets, 
And  cocking  'is  queer  ginger-scrub  of  a  chin,  while  the  wheezes  fly 

round  'im  like  crackers  and  rickets. 

Fussy  young  coppers  fight  ehy  of  'im  mostly,  for  'e  knows  the  ropes, 

and  'e  can't  be  caught  napping. 
No  "  two-and-six-and-two  "  (hue  and  costs)  knock  'im  at  Marlboro' 

Street,  'long  o'  loitering  or  lapping. 
Sharp  as  a  weasel,  and  flippy  as  jelly,  'e  's  got  such  a  manner  of 

landing  'is  wheezes 
As  makes  the  most  wooden-chumped  constable  snigger  behind  'is 

own  cuff  ;  then  it  's  go  as  'e  pleases  1 

Actor  1    'E  's  good  as  a  pantermine,  CHOLLOP  is.    'E  can  play  simple 

and  soft  as  a  babby  ; 
Make  you  emagine  'e  's  some  gawping  chawbacon  'stead  of  a  hartf  ul 

and  up-to-date  Cabby. 
Struck  a  bright  once.    At  the  risk  of  'is  life  stopped  a  runaway 

carnage.    Old  gent,  name  o'  JENNER, 
Told  'im  to  call  at  'ii  'ouse  the  next  day  ;  and,  when  CHOLLOP  turned 

up,  old  gent  tipped  'im  a  tenner  ! 

set  some  store  on  'is  life,  that  old  codger  did.    Many  a  swell 

whose  sole  mptter  seems  "  collar," 
After  a  sharp  ritky  service  like  that,  would  'a'  thought  a  mere 

Cabby  well  paid  with  a  dollar. 
Many  a  charge  against  Cabbies  is  cackled,  and  many  a  bit  o'  sharp 

practice  recorded, 
Bat  'onesty  don't  come  as  sweet  as  it  should  when  you  know  wot 

some  mean  by  the  words  "  well  rewarded." 

Wealth  'as  rum  notions  of  wages  —  sometimes.    I  once  'ad  a  case  as 

tots  up  in  this  manner  :  — 
To  saving  a  bosky  old  toft  from  two  footpads,  and  drivin'  'im  'ome 

(two  miles)  two-and-a-tanner  I 
Watch  they  were  grabbing  was  worth  fifty  quid,  and  he—  I  persoom 

—  was  worth  tomethmk,  to  someone, 
Though  1  wouldn't  buy  suoh  at  tuppence  a  stun.    In  the  matter  o' 

meanness  this  world  is  a  rum  one. 


And  wi^h  my  North  Pole.    Left  my  'at  on  the  'arthrug,  and  tried 

to  shake  'ands  with  the  mortar-haired  flunkey ! 
Scott !  if  you  'd  seen  'im  dror  back  with  a  shudder  I    'Twould  fetch 

a  fair  grin  from  a  blessed  brass  monkey. 

"  A  tenner !    The  fust  my  ten  fingers  'ad  'andled.    As  crisp  and  as 

clean  as  my  Sunday-best  dickey. 
Wanted  to  change  it  right  off ;  'fraid  o'  losing,  or  lighting  my  pipe 

with  it.    Paper 's  so  tricky ; 
Popped  in  a  shop  for  a  ounce  o'  best  shag  and  a  sixpenny  briar. 

But  when  the  old  codger 
Clapped  heyes  on  the  flimsy  in  my  bunch  o'  five?,  wy  'e  set  me  down, 

strite,  lor  a  fair  Hartf  ul  Dodger. 

"'Wh-a-e  did  you  get  this?'   'e  croaked,  down  'is  throat,  like  a 

pompons  old  Beak  bullyragging  a  Cabby ; 
'  Lawks,  'ere's  a  lark  on ! '  I  s<z  to  myself.     '  Hay  ?     Git  it?'  I 

drawls,  making  heyes  like  a  bibby. 
'  Found  it,  perhaps  P '  sneers  the  Josser.     '  Ah  I  p'r'aps  so,'  sez  I, 

'  or  maybe,  dontcherknow,  it  was  guv  me.' 
Lor,  'ow  'e  bossed  at  me  over  'is  barnacles.    Tenners,  'e  thought, 

looked  a  long  cut  above  me. 

" '  If  you  carn't  give  more  straightfprrard  account  of  'ow  this  ten- 
pun  note  came  into  your  possession, 

Wy,  I  shall  detain  it,  and  send  for  a  constable,'  snorts  'e,  a-thinkin' 
'e  'd  made  a  himpression. 

1  Well,'  sez  I,  'umble,  '  a  gentleman  guv  it  me,  if  you  must  know.' 
Then  'e  wagged  'is  old  pow-wow 

And  sez, '  I  must  'ave  that  gent's  name  and  address,  and  see  into  the 
thing,  as  I  think  sounds  all  bow-wow.' 

"  '  Well,  shall  I  take  you  to  see  'im,'  I  asks,  mild  and  mealy  and 

timer  some -like.     Soiffia'  orty 
'E  pops  on  a  topper,  and  jumps  in  my  cab.    Then  I  druv  'im, — no, 

not  to  a  'undred  and  forty 
In  Topsawyer  Square,  but  to  Scotland  Yard,  strite !    Then  I  alters 

my  part,  playing  up  hinjured  virtue. 
Now  charge  me."  L  sez.    'E  went  squelch  like  this  hegg.     '  Look 

ere,  Cabby,'  'e  starts,  '  I  've  no  wish  for  to  'art  you ' 

"  Larf  ?    'Ow  the  bobbies  and  me  did  a  chortle  to  see  'im  cave  in 

and  squirm  round  and  skedaddle. 
'  Hi !    Stop,  Sir  !  '  I  shouts.    '  For  a  fourteen-stun  lump  of  fat 

helderfy  fuss,  you  are  prompt  on  the  paddle. 
But — fare,  if  you  please,— from  your  shop  to  the  Yard  I    Eighteen- 

pence,  Sir,  to  you,  though  it  should  be  two  shillin'.' 
That  fare  knocked  'im  silly,  at  fust.    Bat  'e  parted ;  and  I  never 

took  a  fare's  money  more  willin'." 

CHOLLOP  should  go  on  the  boards,  so  I  tell  'im.    I've  'earl  'im 

change  patter  with  regular  pros. 
Hegged  on  by  their  lydies  to  take  the  shine  out  of  'im.  When  they '  ve 

squared  up,  'tis  but  little  'e  owes. 
Ah!  the  world's  tenners  are  sprinkled  unreglar;  but  talent  does  not 

always  follow  the  money, 
And  many  a  comique  at  ten  quid  a  week,  though  much  fatter  than 

CHOLLOP,  is  not  arf  as  funny. 


NOTE  I'BOM  THE  OpEHA.— Daih  my  LUDWIG,  but  this  artist  is 
mighty  good  as  the  Fit/ing  Dutchman  at  Covent  Garden.  Likewise 
Madame  DOHA,  as  Senta,  enthusiastically  applauded  and  showered 
with  bouquets.  And  that  DUDLEY  BUCK,  too  I  Delightful  name  for 
a  lady-killing  lover  is  the  Deadly  BUCK,  who  appropriately  played  the 
forester  Erik  in  love  with  Senta.  Capital  performance  and  first- 
rate  house.  Conductor,  Mr.  FELD.  Recognised  his  stvle  of  con- 
ducting atonce.  Merely  saw  his  back,  and  exclaimed,  "  That 's  F*LD 
to  the  ground  I  " 

CONCERNING  THAT  LITTLE  PARTY. — A  correspondent  objects  to  the 
suggestion  made  in  these  columns  last  week  that  Dr.  GRACE  should 
give  a  dance  in  honour  of  his  recent  cheque  from  the  Daily 
Telegraph  without  consultation  with  the  representative  of  domestic 
Home  Rule.  "It  is  possible,"  writes  the  scribe,  "that  were  such 
an  appeal  made  to  such  an  umpire,  the  verdict  might  be  '  no  ball,' 
and  cause  some  confusion."  Were  such  a  thing  to  happen,  the 
champion  cricketer  might  be  "put  out" — a  contingency  so  highly 
improbable,  that  it  does  not  merit  a  moment's  consideration. 


SHAK*  MARIAN  QUOTATION  FOR  MIDLAND  RAILWAY. — "  My  word, 
we  '11  not  carry  coals !  "  (Aside.)  But  we  must,  and  not  on  our  cwn 
terms.  (See  Romeo  and  Juliet,  Act  I.,  Sc.  1.) 


SHORTLY  to  be  published,  in  illustrated  form,  by  the  Punch  Press, 
"  Historic  Peeps's  Diary." 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tag  Chronicles  of  Count  Antonio,  by  ANTHONY  HOPE. 
lightful,"  quoth  the  Baron ;  all  colour  laid  on  artistically, 


De- 

-^  --,  — — ly,  yet  in 

bold  slap-dash  style.  Broad  effects  as  in  scene-painting.  He  is  the 
Sir  JOHN  GILIIEBT  of  romancers  is  Count  ANTONIO  HOPE  HAWKINS. 
The  beau  cavalier  wins  his  lady  against 
all  odds.  It  is  WALTEB  SCOTT,  G.  P.  R. 
.IAMES,  LEVEB,  AINSWOBTH,  DUMAS, 
I  iru  ry  Lane  drama,  ancient  Astley's  Am- 
phitheatre, essenced  ;  the  whole  thing 
done  in  one  readable  volume !  Genuine 
romance:  all  "movement":  interest 
never  allowed  to  flag :  drums,  alarums, 
excursions :  obstacles  everywhere  only 
to  he  surmounted :  dramatic  finish  and 
final  tableau  magnificent!  Curtain: 
loud  applause:  and  calls  for  author. 
Great  success. 

Hugely  content  is  the  Baron  with  a 
book  published  by  SMITH,  ELDEB  &  Co., 
and  writ  by  one  "JACK  EASEL,"  some 
time  a  frequent  contributor  to  Mr. 
Punch's  pages.  The  title  of  the  work 
is  "  Our  Square  and  Circle."  All  is 
written  "on  the  square,"  and  that  the 
matter  is  "non-contentious"  is  evident,  as  otherwise  the  author 
would  be  "  arguing  in  a  circle,"  which  is  absnrd ;  or  "  in  a  vicious 
circle,"  which  would  of  course  utterly  take  away  the  reputation  of 
his  quiet  square  for  eminent  respectability.  That  it  is  pleasantly 
written,  the  reader  will  find  out  for  himtelf  ;  that  it  was  a  labour  of 
love,  and  therefore  Easel-y  writ,  goes  without  saving.  The  Baron 
joins  issue  with  him  on  certain  details  as  to  the  table,  the  wines,  and 
dinners  generally  ;  though  up  to  now  he  should  have  thought  himself 
at  one  with  him  [or  "  at  7.45  with  him,"  which  is  the  more  likely 
hour]  on  all  such  important  points.  The  Baron  gives  the  book  his 
"Imprimatur,"  says  "Pass  JACK  EASEL,"  and  is  the  author's  and 
everybody's  B.  DE  B.-W.,  THMB  OWN  BOOKING  OFFICER. 


PLEASURE  AND  PROFIT. 

[It  has  recently  been  suggested  in  the  Author  that  novelists  should  take 
the  management  of  their  books  entirely  into  their  own  hands.] 

HAPPENING  to  call  lately  on  my  friend  SNOOKS,  the  eminent 
novelist,  I  was  rather  surprised  at  the  change  which  had  come  over 
the  appearance  of  his  drawing-room.  The  books,  which  had  been 
scattered  over  the  table  in  former  days,  were  now  methodically 
arranged  along  the  shelves  which  covered  the  entire  walls,  and  in 
the  corner,  where  a  china  cabinet  had  formerly  stood,  there  now 
figured  a  sort  of  counter,  behind  which  stood  SNOOKS  himself, 
arrayed  in  his  shirt-sleeves. 

"  Ha  ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  I  entered,  "what  can  I  have  the  pleasure 
of  showing  you  to-day  ?  Romances,  poetry,  travels " 

"Why,  SNOOKS,"  I  said,  "don't  you  remember  me?  What  on 
earth  are  you  doing  ?" 

SNOOKS'S  face  fell  somewhat.  "Oh,  it's  you,  is  it?  I  thought 
it  was  a  customer.  You  see  that  I  've  taken  the  Author's  advice, 
and  am  managing  my  own  affairs." 

'  Indeed  ?    And  how  in  the  world " 

"  Hush !  "  the  novelist  interrupted.  "  Here  are  some  customers." 
And  as  he  spoke  four  or  five  people  entered  the  drawing-room,  and 
marched  up  to  the  counter. 

"  A  nice  novel,  Madam,"  said  SNOOKS,  just  like  one  of  Messrs. 
MAKSHALL  AND  SNEIGBOVE'S  young  men.  "Certainly.  Kindly 
step  this  way,  please.  Here  is  my  Love's  Dilemma,  very  sweet,  I 
assure  yon.  Yes,  only  four- and- six  caeh.  Thank  you.  ...  Can  I 
show  you  anything,  Sir?  This  is  in  the  latest  style—  The  Decree 
Nisi— or  I  could  write  yon  something  to  order,  if  you  prefer  it. ... 
Hymns,  Madam  ?  No,  I  am  afraid  I  've  none  in  stock,  would  a 
devotional  sonnet  do?  Of  course,  I  could  make  any  number  you 
require  at  the  shortest  notice.  .  .  .  Thank  you,  eeven-and-sixpence 
change.  They  shall  be  delivered  to-morrow  morning.  Evangelical, 
I  think  you  said  ?  .  .  .  To  suit  a  young  lady — not  advanced  ? 
Certainly,  Sir;  I  can  offer  you  my  Milk  and  Mayblossom,  published 
at  six  shillings;  reduced  to  half-a-orown.  .  .  .  You  didn't  like 
Murder  and  Sudden  .Death,  Sir  ?  Well,  I  am  surprised,  it's  one  of 
my  favourite  productions  ;  but  I  can  sell  you  a  rather  milder  blend, 
if  you  prefer  it." 

And  so  the  conversation  went  on.  until  all  the  customers  had  been 
satisfied,  and  SNOOKS  wiped  his  heated  brow  and  turned  to  me. 
"  There,  yon  see  how  it  works ;  splendid  system,  isn't  it  ?  No 
trouble  with  publishers  or  booksellers,  entirely  a  ready-money  trade, 
done  ovei  the  counter  in  one's  own  drawing-room." 

"  Then  all  these  books  are  your  own  work  ?  "  I  asked. 


"  Of  course ;  you  don't  suppose  I  'm  fool  enough  to  tell  other 
people's  goods?  Of  course  I  keep  a  large  ready-made  itock,  and 
turn  out  others  to  order  as  required.  And,  as  you  're  here,  do  jtut 
buy '  At  this  point  I  fled. 

N.  B.  IN  N.  B. 

IF  you  'd  make  them  feel  "  Big   But,  if  wise,  be  on  the  watch 
Pots,"  That  you  never  call  them  Scotch 

means    call   them   True  it  is  that  BOHBT  BURNS 
Uses  all  these  terms  in  turns, 
their    tempers    (Such,  at  least,  appears  the  boast 
Of  the  northern  1  urkshirt  Pott.) 
Bat  if  you  essay  the  three 
You  '11  soon  find  you  're  not— R.  B. 


Then  by    all 
"Soots." 

If   you  'd   make 
hottish, 

You  may  coolly  call  them  "  Scot- 
tish." 


SPORT  PER  WIRE. 

[An  international  revolver  match  by  cable  ii  arranged  to  take  place  shortly 
between  English  and  American  teams.  ] 

"GooD  morning,"  said  a  representative  of  Mr.  Punch  to  the 
Chief  Umpire  of  a  well-known  Telegraphic  Agency  ;  "  I  have  oome 
to  ask  if  you  would  kindly  favour  me  with  some  details  of  your 
new  Sporting  Department." 

"Certainly,"  he  replied.  "  It  has  a  great  future  before  it  We 
intend  to  revolutionise  sport  in  all  its  branches." 

"For  instance?" 

"Well,  as  it's  in  season,  take   Football.     In   fact,  I've  just 
finished    umpiring    in    an    Association 
match  between  England  and  America, 
which,  in  my  unofficial  capacity,  I  'm 
happv  to  say  we  've  won— for  a  change.' ' 

fl  Where  was  it  played  ?" 

"  Why,  at  this  desk,  of  course.  You 
see.  we  cable  over  to  the  Associated  Press 
full  particulars  of  the  imaginary  kick- 
off,  and  they  look  it  out  in  the  Code — 
which  doesnt  generally  take  more  than 
ten  minutes— and  wire  back  their  return  . 
kick  (also  imaginary),  with  name,  age,  • 
weight,  and  address  of  the  kicker.  This 
is  generally  repeated  as  a  security  against 
the  risk  of  error.  The  charge  for  re- 
petition is  one-half  the  charge  for  trans- 
mission, any  fraction  of  one  penny  less 
than  a  halfpenny  being  reckoned  as  one 
halfpenny,  according  to  the  admirable 
wording  of  the  Post  Office  rules." 

"And  then?" 

"  We  wrangle  for  the  rest  of  the  time.  This  is  quite  in  keeping 
with  the  modern  spirit  of  football,  the  game  now  having  developed 
into  a  kind  of  Hibernian  debating  society." 

"  But  how  was  it  you  won  to-day  ?  " 

"  Oh,  we  had  the  last  word  before  '  Time '  was  called,  which  enabled 
our  Sporting  Editors  to  prove  conclusively  that  the  first  kick  scored  a 
goal,  and  was  not '  offside.'  Our  American  colleagues,  however,  have 
appealed  to  the  Central  International  Committee  of  Football  Referees, 
to  that  the  wires  will  be  kept  warm  for  the  next  half-year  on  the 
subject  in  the  most  sportsman-like  manner." 

"  Capital !    And  have  you  any  other  telegraphic  developments  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes  I  There 's  our  Ladies'  Inter- Varsity  Stay-at-Home  Hockey 
Contest — that 's  played  over  there  in  the  corner  every  afternoon  by 
sixpenny  telegram.  The  Dramatic  and  Novelist  Editors  attend  to 
that,  in  order  to  acquaint  themselves  with  the  workings  of  the  feminine 
mind.  The  Golf  Department  is  in  charge  of  the  Scottish  Editors. 
They  have  an  anxious  time  of  it,  as  most  of  the  language  used  is 
not  fit  for  transmission,  and  bunker  :them  badly. .  .  .  That's  the 
River  Editor,  hard  at  work  in  that  arm-chair,  rowing  against  Yale 
by  cable.  And  there  you  see  our  Racing  Authority,  busily  engaged 
over  a  Horseless  Derby  with  the  French  Staff.  .  .  .  My  Seoond-m- 
Command  is  now  arranging  the  Corbett-Fitzeimmoni  fight,  which 
will  take  place  at  last  by  telegraph  on  opjtosite  sides  of  the  Atlantic 
....  We  do  a  bit  of  Comic  Volunteer  Mano-uvres  as  well,  but  I  'm 
sorry  to  say  that  pur  Shouting  Editor,  whose  idea  of  humour  is  some- 
what noisy,  has  just  broken  the  telephone  with  one  of  his  ejacula- 
tions. .  .  .  But  I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me  now,  as  I  have  a 
billiard  tournament,  a  yacht  race,  and  a  cricket  match  with  all 
Australia  to  manage  simultaneously,  and  the  spectators— I  mean 
newspaper  readers— are  getting  impatient." 

REWARD  OF  MFBIT.— Sir  FBANK  Locrwopu,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  having 
been  Jf.P.owered  to  appear  for  the  3f-.P-ire  before  th?  L.  C.  C. 
licensers,  and  having  successfully  scored  all  his  Imperial  Pints,  is  to 
be  decorated  with  an  Order  [not  admitted  after  eight],  and  allowed 
to  practice  at  any  of  the  Bars  of  the  Empire.  The  restriction  of 
"  No  Fees"  is  not  in  accordance  with  Imperial  practice. 
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COMPENSATION. 

The  Future  Bridegroom.  "WELL — IN  ANOTHER  WEEK  I  SURRENDER  MY  LIBERTY  I" 

The  Future  Bride.  "  AND  I  GAIN  msx ! "  They  dissemble  their  joy. 


THE  OLD  DOCTRINE  NAMED  AFTER 
MONROE. 

(A  New  Yankee  Song  to  an  Old  Yankee  Tune. ) 
Ais— "  Old  Rosin  the  Bow" 

I  'M  the  Yankee,  to  whip  all  creation, 

And  own  all  creation  al-so ; 
If  rivals  should  seek  explanation, 
I  tip  them  the  name  of  MONROK  ; 
I  '11  tip  them  the  name  of  MONROE, 
Thedoetrine called  afterMoNROE ;   [rising 
And  'tisn't  surprising  that  I  should  keep 
Whilst  holding  that  doctrine  MONROE  ! 

Of  the  universe  J'll  be  director. 

That 's  quite  in  accord  with  MONROE  ; 
And  if  there 's  no  room  for  the  others, 
The  others,  of  course,  have  to  go, 
When  I  tip  them  the  name  of  MONROE, 
The  doctrine  named  after  MONROE  ; 
Though  to  them  abhorrent,  with  me  it  is 

current, 
Then  hurrah  for  old  Snap-up  MONROE  ! 

From  the  President's  chair  it  was  stated, 

Like  rooster  our  Eagle  will  crow ; 
And  if  lesser  fowls  kick  up  shindies, 
We  "11  tip  'em  the  name  of  MONROE, 
The  magnanimous  name  of  MONEOE, 
The  doctrine  named  after  MONROE  ; 
O'er  world-wide  dominions  a-waving  its 

pinions 
Our  Eagle  will  squeal— for  MONROE  ! 

Thus  I  '11  blow  myself  out,  and  my  fixings 

From  ocean  to  ocean  shall  go. 
And  from  pole  to  pole  also  ;  all  hemispheres 
fc  Pan  out  for  me, — ask  MONROE  1 
(••-".  Ask  octopus-handed  MONROE  ! 

The  doctrine— improved — of  MONROE  ! 
Some  folk  think  his  way  hard,  but  I  shall 

tell  BAYARD 
To  stick  to  the  text  of  MONROE  I 


Our  ambassador  must  be— in  London — 

A  smart  go-a-head  plenipo, 
And,  if  SALISBURY  does  out  up  didos, 
Must  tip  him  the  name  of  MONROE  ; 
Explain  to  him  Mr.  MONROE, 
And  the  doctrine  called  after  MONROE. 
Then,  if  things  look  squiffy,  buck-down  in 
a  jiffy, 
"  drop — for  the  present— MONROE  ! 


THE  MUSIC  HALL  AS  OTHERS 
WOULD  SEE  IT. 

(  With  compliments  to  those  it  may  concern  ) 

THE  entrepreneur  had  conducted  the  visitor 
here,  there,  and  everywhere.  He  had  shown 
the  stage,  the  auditorium,  and  the  tea  and 
cake-room.  Every  feature  of  the  reformed 
scheme  had  been  duly  explained. 

"No  singing  allowed  in  the  entertain- 
ment P  "  queried  the  visitor. 

"None  at  all,"  was  the  reply;  "we  con- 
sider that  music  is  a  mistake.  Of  course 
some  songs  are  good,  but  as  others  are  bad 
it  is  better  to  prohibit  them  altogether,  and 
thus  escape  the  risk  of  a  mistaken  choice." 

"And  no  dancing?" 

"  Of  course  not.  That  would  be  entirely 
contrary  to  our  principles.  If  people  require 
exercise  they  can  walk  or  run. 

"  But  how  about  the  poetry  of  motion  ? 
How  about  the  grace  of  movement  ?" 

"We  desire  to  have  nothing  to  do  with 
either,"  returned  the  entrepreneur.  "  You 
see  our  object  is  to  have  an  entirely  new 
entertainment,  and  consequently  we  reject 
all  items  that  have  figured  in  other  pro- 
grammes." 

"  Well,  well,"  murmured  the  visitor ; 
"  you  may  be  right.  But  I  should  like  to 
see  the  result.  I  will  wait  until  the  per- 
formance is  given,  and  judge  for  myself." 


"  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  assist  you  to  carry 
out  this  scheme,"  declared  the  Manager  of 
the  Progressive  Music  Hall,  "  because  we  are 
not  going  to  have  an  entertainment." 

"  No,  of  course  not.  Of  course  it  won't  be 
an  entertainment  in  the  usual  sense  of  the 
word.  It  can't  naturally  be  an  entertain- 
ment— I  should  have  said  a  performance." 

"  But  we  give  neither  entertainment  nor 
performance."  "  Why  not  ?  " 

Then  came  the  answer,  which  was  more 
convincing  than  surprising—"  Because,  my 
dear  Sir,  we  can't  get  an  audience !  " 


THE  NEW  HOTEL  ON  THE  EMBANKMENT. — 
Our  Dear  Daily  News,  in  a  recent  note,  says 
that  the  "  Hotel  Magnitique  "  (as  it  ought  to 
be  called,  reminding  us  as  the  D.  1),  N. 
justly  observes  of  the  Hotel  Splendide  in 
Paris)  has  been  already  styled  by  its  pro- 
prietors The  Cecil.  "  The  Cecil !  "— "  Tnere 
is  only  one  in  it,"  observes  bluntly  a  certain 
well-known  comedian,  quoting  the  song 
"  There '«  only  one  in  it,  that 's  me  !  "  And 
pleased  is  AKTHUH  CECIL  with  the  gratuitous 
advertisement.  But  The  Cecil !  Good  name 
for  club,  not  for  hotel.  The  Sarum  sounds 
too  ecclesiastical ;  to  we  return  to  The  Magn  i- 
flcent,  which  can  be  familiar  in  our  mouths 
as  "  The  Mag."  "  Omne  ignotum  pro  mag- 
niftco." 

"  ODD  notice !  "  observed  a  short-sighted 
man,  who  had  been  cursorily  inspecting  a 
card  stuck  up  in  a  restaurant.  "What  is?" 
inquired  his  friend.  "  Why  this,"  was  the 
short-sighted  one's  reply,  pointing  to  the 
notice  ;  "  '  No  charge  for  changing  plates.' 

Who  ever  heard  of *'    But  here  his  friend 

broke  in,  "Why,  yon  noodle,  you've  been 
reading  a  photographer's  advertisement !  " 
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A   SIMPLE   DEFINITION. 


MASTKK  JOHNNY  Rru..   "MONROE  DOCTRINE!    WHAT  IS  THE  'MONROE  DOCTRINE'?" 

Mvs,,:it  JONATIIA.N.   "  WA-AL-OVESS  IT'S  THAT  EVERYTHING  EVERYWHERE  BE-LONGS  TO  US." 
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never  got  a  black  heye  like  this  -"and  do  Ton  'appen'to  know 
"ow  a  kick  from  a  'obnailed  'ighlow  fetls  in  the  hba  P 

Seinpstreii  (gently).  Well,  no,  my  poor  soul  ;  and  perhaps 
I  'in  ungrateful  to  grumble. 

Flower  Mounter.  Yea;  but  what  might  theae  topping 
Nottingham  Lj  dy-  Workers  talk  about  when  they  do  meet  '( 

Sempttreti.  Well,  you  se«  - 

Laundreii.  'Old  ard  a  minnit,  Liz.  Before  you  begin, 
let  'a  drink  up  and  'ave  another  all  round.  Torkin"s  dry 
work,  as  1  dessay  the  Nottingham  spouters  found  it. 

[  They  tvit  off,  and  replenish. 

Sempttreit  (continuing).  Well,  I  Bee,  one  of  their  papers 
is  on  "  The  Ethiea  of  Work." 

Step  Girl.  LOT  !  wot  's  that.  Miss  Mivvins  P 

Sempstress  (hesitating).  Well—  you  see  —  I  suppote  it 
means  the  morali  of  work,  or  something  o'  that 

Laundress.  Moral?  of  work!    Might  as  well  talk  •>'  the 
I  morals  of  misery  while  you  're  erbout  it.    The  less  1  'ave  to 
do,  the  better  I  like  it—  that  's  my  moral. 

fihup  Oi"l.  Not  much  morals  abjut  work  nowadays, 
SARAH,  if  /  'm  any  judge.  Piling  up  work  and  cutting  down 
prices,  with  the  halternative  of  the  streets  if  yer  strikes  - 
that's  about  the  "  morali"  of  our  firm.  And  if  yon  torked  to 
our  Ross  about  these  'ere  Nottingham  notions,  V  M  "moral  " 
you! 

Semptrets.  Another  lady,  I  see,  with  tuch  apretty.'poetio- 
like  sort  of  name,  talks  about  "  The  Responsibility  of  Re- 
finement." 

Workman'!  Wife.  Ah,  well,  we  ain't  got  none,  so  that 
can't  oonsarn  us,  can  it  P 

Shop  Girl  (tartly).  I  say,  you  speak  for  yerself  ,  Mother 
MtTTHKws.  Of  course,  that  means  refinement  in  dren, 
and—  well  we  don't  all  wear  a  pancake  'at  with  a  'aporth 
o'  green  feathers  dobbed  on  to  it  !  (Sniffs,  and  adjutti 
her  own  "high-up"  hat  with  ambilivui  "  horiridge" 
plumes.) 


Workman1!  Wife  (tharply).    Now  look  you  'ere, 
STUCKUP,  if  I  'ada't  more     refinement  "  in  my  little  finger 


A    MCE    DISTINCTION. 

Porter.  " TRAIN  'a  AWA,  MAN.    YB  SHOULD  HA«  KAN  FASTBB." 
Passenger.    "  R».N  r ASTIR  I    DOD,  "A  BAN  FAST  KNKUOH,  BUT  'A  SHOULD 

STARTIT   800NKR." 


old 
so 


1  than  wot  you  'ave  in  your  'ole  five  foot  nothink  ,   my 
'  man  'ud  swop  me  off  for  a  ragman's  black  doll,  'e  would, 
there! 

Voice  from  the  Bar.  Now  then  lydies,  a  let-tie  less  noise 
there  if  yon  please  ! 

Sempstress.  I  see  here  's  another  talks  of  "  Home  Life," 
and  another  of  the  "Morals  of  Money  Spending." 

Workman'*  Wife.  Haw  !  haw  1  haw  !    Morals  o'  money 
spending,  indeed  !    If  these  'ere  torky  lydies  'ad  got  as  little 


ANOTHER  CONFERENCE  OF  WOMEN  WORKERS. 

(Not  held  at  Nottingham.) 

SCENE— The  garish  but  unsavoury  "  Saloon  Bar"  of  a  "  South-iide 
Pub."    A  group  of  "  Daughters  of  Toil "  tipping  and  gossiping. 

Laundress  (throwing  down  newspaper).  Wot's  this  'ere  National 
Union  of  Women  Workers  there's  so  much  cackle  about  ? 

Step  Girl  (sullenly).  Dunno,  I  'm  sure.     We  're  not  in  it.  anyhow. 

Workman'!  Wife.  Ho  no  1  We  ain't  women  workers,  I  suppose, 
we  ain't  I 

Laundreii.  Then  I  should  like  ter  know  where  they  find  'em. 
(Sipi  "  white  latin"  and  miffs.) 

Shop  Girl  (to  Sempstress).  'Ere  Miss  MIWINS,  you're  no  hand  of 
a  scholard,  and  know  all  erbout  everythink.  Wot  i'»  this  Nottingham 
Goose  Fair,  anyhow  ? 

Sempstress.  Well,  it  is  not  a  gooie  fair,  exactly  EMMA— not  in  the 
sense  of  the  old  song,  at  any  rate.  Seems  to  me  it's  a  meeting  of 
ladies  of  title,  who  don't  know  what  work  is,  to  talk  about  women  of 
no  title  who  have  to  do  it.  (Sighs.)  But  I  suppose  they  mean  well, 
poor  dears. 

Young  Machinist  (pallid  and  cramped).  Well,  Miss  Miyvras, 
no  doubt  as  they  do.  Bat  oh  dear  me,  what  good  are  they  going  to 
do  the  likes  of  us  P  My  knees  crackle,  my  back  aches,  and  my  head 
swims.  Thanks,  yes,  I  don't  mind  if  I  do.  (Drinks.)  Ah!  that 
warms  and  straightens  one  out  a  bit !  But  if,  as  von  say,  these 
ladies  don't  know  what  work  is,  one  of  'em  should  do  my  little  bit 
at  the  warehouse  for  a  week. 

Laundress.  Ah !  or  mine  at  the  wash-tub. 

Workman'!  Wife.  Or  mine  at  the  wash-tub  and  all  over  the  »hop 
as  well,  as  I  'olds  is  the  West  of  all,  seeing  as  how  it  ain't  never 
done. 

Sempstress  (mildly').  Ah,  yes ;  but  you  have  your  husband  and 

children  for  company,  whereas  I Oh,  the  long,  dreary  loneliness 

of  it! 

Tailoreti.  Lookee  'ere,  Liz,  don't  yon  talk  about  the  old  man 
being  cumpny,  not  till  you  know  wot  sioh  "cumpny"  is.  You 


money  to  spend  as  we  'aye,  and  as  many  months  to  till  with 
it,  'tisn't  the  morali  on  it  as  'ud  trouble  'em.  When  the 
wealthy  'uns  begin  to  patter  of  morals  to  us  poor  trash,  they  mostly 
mean  meanness,  I  reckon. 

Young  Machinist.  Right  you  are,  Mrs.  MATTHEWS  I 

Sempilreii  (ladly).  And  as  to  "  Home  Life,"— ah !  how  manyjof 
them  know  that  to  some  of  us  it  only  means  a  painful  "  Home 
Death?" 

Laundreii.  Oh.  come,  I  sy,  Miss  MIVVENS,  you'll  give  us  all  the 
'orrors  if  you  tork  like  that  1  While  there  's  life— and  liquor— 
there 's  'ope,  /  tez.  So  let 's  'ave  another  kind  love  all  round,  and 
then  we  must  see  about 

Sempstress.  "  Home  Life"  and  the  "Ethics  of  Work"  again,  as 
the  "  Women  Workers  "  say  at  Nottingham. 

Workman'!  Wife.  Bnt  not  in  the  New  Cut— no  fear ! 

Voice  from  the  Bar.  Now  then,  time,  gentlemen,  please.! 

Exeunt. 

THE  CYCLE  AND  THE  CAMERA. 


THE  Cycle  and  the  Camera 
Were  resting  side  by  ride, 

When  suddenly  the  Cycle  ask'd, 
"  Why  is  it  yon  don't  ride  P  " 

"Why    nott"    eiclaim'd    the 
Camera, 

Taking  a  secret  "  shot." 
"  To  do  so  is  considered 

As  easy  just  as  '  pot.'  " 


'  But   now 
again, 
The  Cycle  cried, 


I    come    to    think 


I  rness. 


Although  the  notion  isn't  bad, 
I  like  it  less  and  less. 


"  Yon  see,  of  reputation  I 
Have  still  a  little  left 

And  if  1  went  about  with  yon, 
Of  all  I'd  be  bereft 


'Of 


folk  yon  are  the 


spoony 

dread; 

You  '  take  them '  reckless-lee ; 
Yon  '  spot '  the  spouse  delinquent 

when 
He 's  out  upon  the  spree. 

"  In  fact  you  do  a  heap  of  things 
You  ought  to  leave  undone." 

The  Cam'ra  mnrmur'd  musingly, 
"  I  have  a  heap  of  fun  I  " 


'As  EMPIRESARIO."— Mr.  GEORGE  EDWAHDBS. 
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"THE   'PINERIAIST  SPRING"  AT  THE  COMEDY. 

MR.  PINIHO  is  temporarily  Ibuenised.  "  What  will  become  of 
them  t "  thould  have  Seen  the  sub-title,  if  not  the  single  title,  of  his 

new  play  at  the 
"C.  C.  C.,"  or 

COMYNSCAHR'B 

Comedy  The- 
atre. Instead  of 
"What  will  be- 
comeofthemf" 
Mr.  PINK  HO 
calls  it  The 
Benefit  of  the 
Doubt,  which 
it  supposed  to 
be  a  quotation 
from  the 
Judge's  gam- 
ming up  in  the 
Divorce  Court 
in  the  case  of 
Allingham  V. 
Alltnyham. 
Mrt.  Ailing- 
ham  has  sued 
for  a  divorce 
in  consequence 
of  her  hus- 
band's mifC'in- 
dnct  with  Mrt. 
Prater  ;  the 
misconduct  was 
not  proved,  hut 
the  Judge  was 
so  tevere  on  the 
conduotoO/r«. 
Frater  that 
there  is  for 
her,  as  far  as 
her  husband, 
friends,  family, 
and  Society 
generally  are 
concerned,  no 
benefit  what- 
ever to  be  ob- 
tained from  the 
existence  of  the 
doubt  in  ques- 

Mr.  P-n-ro  (making  up  after  Ihc  portrait  of  Ibseri).  "  Ah!    jjon       Such  is 
I  thibk I'm  getiiug  uncommonly  hie  him."  tne  '     cheerful 

MI!  j-'d  Mr.  PixKiin,  in  Ib&enitish  vein,  has  chosen,  and  he  has 
written  a  serifs  of  dramatic  scenes  artistically  developing  his 
characters  by  the  most  natural  d.alogue  possible,  but  not,  as  it 
stems  to  me,  by  means  either  most  natural,  or  most  probable.  The 
great  situation  of  the  piece  is  brought  a  Vmt  by  a  gentleman  (in  the 
best  sense  of  the  word,  as  far  as  we  can  judge  up  to  this  point)  per- 
mitting his  infernally  jealous  wife — there  is  no  other  epithet  for  her 
except  "infernally "—to  conceal  herself  rn  purpose  to  overhear  a 
conversation  between  himself  and  her  supposed  rival!  Analogous 
situations  in  broad  farce  and  farcical  comedy  are  frequent  and  per- 
missible :  but  surely  not  in  a  drama  of  real  life.  But  thrn,  I  remind 
me,  that  this  drama  is  Ibsenitish  ;  which  does  make  a  difference. 

The  plav  is  far  too  long,  but  it  is  admirably  written  and  admirably 
acted.  The  dramatist  intends  moat  of  his  leading  characters  to  be 
repulsively  sordid,  vulgar,  and  selfish,  and  those  who  are  not  so  are 
amiable,  but  weak.  The  tirst  heroine,  perfectly  played  by  Miss 
WINIFKID  KMEHY,  is  a  fast  member  of  a  fast  family  as  badly 
brought  up  as  La  famille  Benoiton,  the  vain,  frivolous  mother 
being  well  portrayed  by  Miss  LINDLEY  ;  and  the  second  heroine, 
admirably  represented  by  Miss  LILY  HANBURY,  is  simply  an  odious, 
jealous  shrew,  and  the  prospect  of  happiness  in  a  "  place  unmention- 
able to  ears  polite  "  would  be  more  probable  than  any  happiness  for  a 
husband  with  a  wife  like  this.  With  neither  heroine  is  sympathy 
possible.  Another  splendid  comedy  performance  is  that  of  Miss 
KOBE  LECLERCQ,  as  the  Bishop's  wife,  a  character  whose  original  is 
to  be  found  in  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE'S  Barchetter  Totcert,  from 
which  I  will  quote  a  specimen  passage,  and  ask  those  who  have  seen 
The  Benefit  of  the  Doubt  whether  it  does  not  sum  up  in  brief  Mr. 
PINERO'S  characters  of  Mrt.  Cloys  and  her  husband  the  Bishop :  — 

"  What  did  you  Bay  about  it,  Bishop  ': "  asks  Mrt.  Pro'idit  of  her  husband. 

"  Why,"  replies  "her  little  man,"  "I  said  that  I  thought  that  if,  that  is, 

should  I— should  the  dean  die— that  is,  I  said  I  thought "  As  he  went 

on  stammering  and  floundering  he  saw  that  his  wife's  eye  was  fixed  sternly 
on  him. 


And  these,  with  the  stage  directions,  are  the  Ib'ght  Her.  Dr. 
Clous  and  Mrs.  Cloyt  of  "St.  Olpherts,  and  not  of  Harchester" 
— that's  all.  And  this  Mn.  Pr audit- Cloyt  serves  as  a  JJea  ex 
machinti  coming  forward  to  offer  temporary  relief  to  the  hard, 
austere  husband  Mr.  Frater  (also  a  good  performance  by  Mr.  J.  O. 
GKAHAMR)  from  nis  very  trying  wife.  The  Ili«hop  is,  oddly  enough, 
a  mere  "lay"  figure;  and  is  "left  till  called  for"  at  the  last  moment. 

Having  already  said  that  the  acting  all  round  is  of  first-class 
quality,  it  will  be  superfluous  to  single  out  Mr.  LEONARD  BOYNX  for 
special  praise.  Yet  he  deserves  it.  Had  the  author  given  this 
character  an  Irish  title,  the  combination  would  have  been  perfect. 
Mr.  CYRIL  MAUDE,  as  the  fusiy,  empty-headtd  M.P.,  adds  another 
finished  picture  to  his  eccentric  portraitures  ;  but  Mr.  PINKRO  might 
have  refrained  from  adding  to  this  personage's  eccentricities  one 
which  originated  with  Mr.  CHARLES  WTNDHAM'S  Headlett  Man, 
whose  system  of  memoria  tech- 
nica,  and  recalling  things  by 
initial  letters,  Mr.  PINKRO  seems 
to  have  borrowed,  in  order  to 
complete  Sir  Fletcher  Port- 
triiinl't  equipment  for  the  stage. 
It  is  as  well  to  note  this,  lest 
by  unconscious  cerebration  Mr. 
PINKRO  should,  in  some  future 
piece,  develop"  Sir  Fletcher  in- 
to another  Mr.  lledlcy,  and 
refer  to  Sir  Fletcher  in  this 
piece  as  his  original. 

The  only  pleasant  scene  is 
where,  in  the  Second  Act,  two 
club  "pals."  Denzil  Shafto 
(Mr.  J.  W.  PIOOTT)  and  Peter 
A'//) /i i'c A  (Mr.  STUART  CHAMPION) 
appear,  the  latter  with  a  banjo ; 
bjth  coming  to  cheer  up  their 
unhappy  friend  Mitther  Ailing- 
ham.  These  two  lighten  up  the 
gloom  of  the  Seor  nd  Act  tor  a 
brief  space,  and  then  are  heard 
no  more ;  yet  the  scene  in 
which  they  strut  their  short 
ten  minutes  on  the  stage  is 
one  of  the  best  imagined,  and 
best  stage-managed  as  regards 
"  business,"  in  a  piece  where 
every  detail  has  been  considered 
and  not  a  point  lost.  For  acting, 
fordialogue,  f or  uhvracter  (grant- 
ing these  to  be  what  the  author 
of  their  being  has  made  them), 
this  unpleasant  play  ranks  with 
the  btsf  of  the  dramas  from, 
what  M't.  Malaprop  might 
term,  "  The  Pinerian  spring." 
And  the  end  ?  Nothing  ;  a 
blank.  The  audience  l»ok  at  one 
another  and  s»y,  "Well— and 
then  '<  .  .  .  What  next  ?  "  It 
is  a  highly-finished  play  with- 
out, a  finish.  It  belongs  to  th« 


new  order  of  dramas  classified 
nnder    the   heading   of   "The 


"  Bi-Jad  then,  'tis  Hiither  Shawn 
Alhngham ! " 


Problem  Play."     Whether  these  will  pay,  or  not,  is  another  probltm 
c  f  which  the  author  and  manager  may  find  a  satisfactory  solution. 


A  Toiler  to  a  Twitterer. 

BARD  MORRIS  sings : — "  For  th's  of  old  is  sore, 
That  change  of  toil  is  toil'*  sufficient  cure." 
Ah  me !    You  ought  to  add.  oh  bard  omniscient, 
"  Provided  always  that  the  pay  'i  sufficient." 


COPYRIGHT,  AND  ENTERED  AT  STATIONIRS'  HALL.— Mr.  HALL 
CAJNE,  author,  addressing  a  deputation  fr.  m  the  Dominion,  is  laid 
to  have  remarked  that  "  he  felt  assured  of  help  from  them,  as  they 
were  Jlall  Caine-aidiant." 


QTITE  NATURAL. — A  composer  who  had  taken  rooms  in  certain 
mansions  in  Victoria  Street  has  given  them  up,  as  he  found  himself 
writing  everything  in  A  Flat.  Most  monotonous. 


THE  "Hook  of  Holland"  ought  to  catch  some  Urge  fish.    What 
is  it  baited  with? 
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HOW  KIPPER  SLEW  THE  NEW  FOREST  HORNET. 

CHAPTER  II. — The  Rescue. 

FOB  what  length  of  time  KIPPER  and  the  stagbeetle  remained  in 
the  unwonted  positions  described  in  the  preceding  chapter  it  would 


and  ruin  stared  them  in  the  face ;  and,  when  rain  stares,  there  is 
not  often  a  back  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  Very  sad,  therefore,  was 
the  poor  girl  as  she  approached  the  place  of  KIPPER'S  disaster.  Bat 
directly  she  saw  what  had  happened  she  forgot  all  her  own  troubles, 
and,  with  many  words  of  pity,  extricated  the  sta^beetle  from  the 

, v        „  stones.    The  insect  was  so  pleased,  that  he  wished  to  embrace  her  : 

be  impossible  to  say  without  a  stop-watch,  which  makes  a  good  j  but  stagbeetles  kiss,  like  Laplanders,  by  rubbing  noses ;  so  EGLAN- 
repeater.  However,  it  is  certain  that  a  couple  of  snails  out  for  a  TINE  declined  the  offer,  acd  hurried  to  pick  up  the  luckless  KIPPER, 
stroll,  who  saw  the  fall  from  the  bottom  of  the  heap,  tried  to  come  to  with  whom  she  had  a  hawing  acquaintance.  In  her  case,  therefore, 
theirhelp;  but,  owingtogout,  they  were  unable  to  get  more  than  half-  familiarity  had  never  bred  contempt  for  his  sulky  ways.  She  was 
way  up.  A  neighbouring  mole  heard  the  stagbeetle1  s  smothered  cries,  really  sorry  to  see  the  poor  fellow  in  such  dreadful  plight,  and  took 
but,  being  blind,  scuttled  off  in  the  wrong  direction ;  while  an  old-  <  him  up,  as  tenderly  as  she  would  have  a  butterfly  with  a  broken  leg. 
fashioned  toad,  who  lived  in  a  mud-bank  just  opposite,  was  aroused  Then  she  laid  him  on  the  soft  grass,  and  sent  the  stagbeetle  to 
from  an  afternoon  nap,  and,  after  peering  out  of  his  hole,  declared  that  (ret  some  wild  mint  while  she  loosened  his  waistcoat,  and  gently 
it  was  no  business  of  his.  But  then  he  was  always  hard-hearted,  fanned  his  face  with  a  dock-leaf.  When  the  mint  arrived,  she 
and  had  made  it  a  point  never  to  interfere  ia  the  affairs  of  others  crushed  the  fragrant  leaves  between  her  fingers,  and  made  him 


ever  since  he  was  out- voted  in  the 
Zoological  County  Council  on  the 
question  as  to  whether  tadpoles 
should  be  recognised  as  young 
frogs.  He  was  opposed  to  the 
measure,  stating,  in  a  powerful 
speech,  that  inasmuch  as  a  frog 
had  no  tail,  therefore  a  tadpole 
could  not  be  a  frog.  Being  de- 
feated, he  retired  into  private  life, 
and  was,  so  report  said,  building  a 
home  for  destitute  dormice,  for  he 
was  a  person  of  considerable  wealth. 
But  he  was  very  mean,  and  a  shrew 
was  heard  to  observe  that  the  reason 
he  wished  to  take  the  dormice  under 
his  protection  was  because  they  ate 
nothing  in  the  winter. 

But  while  we  are  discussing 
politics  KIPPER  and  the  stagbeetle 
are  still  in  danger.  Although  the 
stagbeetle  kicked  with  all  his 
might  he  found  that  it  only  in- 
jured his  horns,  and  so,  like  many 

other  creatures  not  of  a  gambling  „  Herc  we  are       in ,  „ 

nature,   lay  still   and   trusted   to 

chance.  As  to  KIPPEH,  he  was  as  motionless  as  a  schoolboy's  watch. 
But  about  a  quarter- of-an-hour  alter  the  accident  a  pretty  young 
maiden,  named  EGLANTINE,  came  tripping  along  the  road.  She  was 
not  one  of  those  girls  who  know  that  they  are  nice,  because  no  one  had 
ever  told  her  so,  and  she  was  too  _poor  to  afford  a  looking-glass. 
But  this  did  not  prevent  her  from  being  good  to  all  the  inhabitants 


of  the  forest,  whether  they  had  four  legs,  or  two,  or  none  at  all,  as 
was  the  case  with  the  snakes  acd  blind  worms.  Yet  the  best  of  us 
mast  have  enemies,  and  she  had  incurred  the  anger  of  KIPPABD,  the 
great  and  poisonous  hornet,  whose  only  pleasure,  like  that  of  some 
ptople  who  nave  guns,  was  to  go  out  and  kill  something.  EGLANTINE 
had  saved  two  lambs  once  from  his  murderous  attacks  by  driving 
them  into  an  out-house,  and  NIPPABD  had  never  forgotten  or  for- 
given the  insult,  and  vowed  vengeance.  This  he  had  carried  out  in 
several  ways.  He  had  stung  EGLANTINE'S  goat  to  death,  killed  her 


inhale  the  scent,  still  keeping  up 
the  fanning. 

In  two  or  three  minutes  KIPPER 
gave  two  or  three  sobs,  shook  him- 
self like  a  dog  who  has  been  in  the 
water,  and,  sitting  up,  opened  his 
eyes,  and  exclaimed,  "Here  we 
are  again ! "  He  had  come  to  him- 
self, for  he  C9uld  have  gone  to 
nobody  else.  Then  he  looked  at 
EGLANTINE  with  a  carious  sort  of 
tmile,  which  made  her  blush,  and 
cried,  "  So  you  have  saved  my  life. 
What  reward  do  you  expect  ?  " 

EGLANTINE  blushed  again,  and 
the  stagbeetle  gave  his  master  a 
gentle  pinch  and  whispered  that 
there  had  been  no  time  to  advertise 
their  misfortune  in  the  Gossamer 
Gazette,  which  is  the  official  organ 
of  Fairydqm.  KIPPER  took  the 
hint  and  in  a  milder  tone  said, 
"  Well,  EGLANTINE,  you  have  done 
me  a  good  turn.  Why  did  you  do 
to?"  " 0  !  Mr.  KIFPEB,"  replied 
the  maiden;  "was  it  not  my  duty?" 

"  It  is  a  bad  habit,"  replied  the  goblin,  "  to  try  and  answer 
one  question  with  another,  but  it  is  an  excellent  but  rare  custom  to 
try  and  repay  one  favour  with  another.  Can  1  be  of  any  use  to  you  ? 
Think  before  you  answer."  "  Why  should  I,"  said  EGLANTINE  ; 
"  are  you  not  a  fellow-creature  P  "  A  fellow-creature  1"  screamed 
KIPPER.  "Don't  you  know  that  I  am  a  goblin,  a  mischievous 


goblin,  a  good-for-nothing  goblin?"  "0!  no."  answered  EGLAN- 
TINE, simply;  "I  only  know  that  you  have  the  light  to  be  made 
happy,  as  has  every  creature  on  earth."  KIPPEB  leapt  to  his  feet. 
His  queer  little  face  seemed  suddenly  freed  from  wrinkles,  there  was 
something  like  a  dew  drop  in  each  corner  of  his  eyes.  "  Why, 

EGLANTINE,"  he  shouted ;  "  you  are  a  perfect "    It  has  never 

been  known  whether  he  would  have  added  "  donkey  "  or  "  angel," 
because  at  this  minute  a  fierce  trumpeting  rent  the  air,  EGLANTINE 
shrieked,  the  stagbeetle  quivered,  even  KIPPER  turned  pale,  for 


pet  dog,  and  so  tortured  a  brood  of  chickens   belonging  to  her  j  just  above  them  hovered  a  great  tawny  and  black  ertature,  with 
widowed  mother,  that  they  had  imagined  themselves  to  be  ducklings   fierce  hate  in  its  glowing  eyes :  in  short,  NIPPARD  the  Terror  of  the 


and  were  drowned  in  a  pond. 
These  trcubles  caused  great   grief  to  EGLANTINE  and  her  parent, 


Forest  I 


(To  be  continued.) 


THE  WAY  THEY  HAVE  AT  THE  BAR. 

(Fragment  from  a  Romance  not  entirely  imaginary.) 

—A  corridor  in  the  Royal  Cpurtf.    Eminent  Counsel  in  con- 
versation with  Estimable  Solicitor  and  Respected  Client. 

Client.  I  am  rather  sorry,  Sir,  that  you  could  not  conduct  my  case 
in  person. 

Coun.  So  am  I.  I  took  a  deal  of  trouble  in  preparing  the  argu- 
ment I  proposed  to  advance,  and  it  was  a  great  disappointment  to  me 
that  I  was  unable  to  deliver  it  in  person. 

Solic.  But  your  junior,  Sir,  represented  you  to  perfection. 

Coun.  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it.  I  give  every  credit  to  my  young 
and  learned  friend,  and  am  pleased  to  think  that  when  we  met  in 
consultation  I  was  able  to  choose  the  right  line  of  policy. 

Salic.  Besides,  if  you  were  not  with  us,  your  retainer  prevented  you 
from  being  against  us.  And  that  was  a  distinct  advantage. 

Coun.  You  are  most  flittering,  and  too  kind. 

Solic.  Not  at  all ;  and  I  am  sure  my  client  agrees  with  me  P 

Client.  Well,  of  course  I  wonld  rather  have  had  the  assistance  of 
silk,  although  your  janior  no  doubt  did  his  best. 

Coun.  I  am  sure  he  did.  And  now,  gentlemen,  is  there  anythirg 
further  I  can  do  for  you  ? 


Solic.  Thank  you  very  much— I  think  not.  You  got  up  your  case, 
consulted  with  your  janior,  and  if  you  were  prevented  from  putting 
in  an  appearance  in  the  Court  itself,  were  there  in  spirit.  Besides,  I 
repeat  it  was  a  good  thing  for  us  that  yon  did  not  join  the  Bar  of  the 
other  side.  Thank  you  very  much  indeed,  Sir.  Good  day. 

Coun.  Good  day.  (He  prepares  to  walk  off,  when,  noticing  a 
movement  of  the  solicitor,  he  stops.)  You  are  sore  I  can  do  nothing 
more  for  you  ? 

Solic.  Oh,  it's  scarcely  worth  mentioning.  But  perhaps  you 
would  not  mind  returning  your  fee. 

Coun.  With  the  greatest  pleasure  1  (Hands  over  a  bag  of  gold 
and  exit.) 

Client.  Well,  really,  that  seems  to  me  very  generous!  Isn't  it 
rather  unusual  ? 

Solic.  Unusual!  Oh  dear  no!  Why,  it's  the  practice  of  the 
whole  profe-sion  I  [Curtain. 

CHILLY  KIND  OF  HOLIDAY. — The  Standard  of  Friday  last,  in  a 
leading  article  on  legal  reforms,  expressed  its  opinion  that  "the 
Judges  cannot  be  expected  to  take  their  vacation  '  in  shifts.' " 
Mr.  Justice  Puxcn  quite  concurs,  and  quotes  from  the  same  article 
to  the  effect  that  such  a  proceeding  would  be  "  neither  a  practicable 
nor  a  proper  one." 
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FIRST    IN    THE    FIELD. 

WFATHBR  BREAKS.     DELIGHTFUL  PROBPECT  I    GOING  STRONG  I 


ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

I  HAVE  been  staying  recently  at  Oxford,  the  home  of  perennial 
youth— and  of  innumerable  dogs.  In  fact,  it  wag  the  canine  aspect 
of  Oxford  that  impressed  me  on  this  occasion  more  than  any  other. 
Nearly  every  self-respecting  undergraduate  keeps  his  dog,  and  the 
nuditcval,  academic  look  of  the  place  is  pleasantly  tempered  by  these 
careless,  happy,  intrusive,  "  warlike  wearers  of  the  wagging  tail," 
who  career  up  the  High,  make  the  meadows  to  resound  with  their 
barkings,  and  bring  the  bicycled  rowing  coach  to  eternal  smash  on 
the  tow-path.  There  being,  roughly  speaking,  some  3,000  under- 
graduates, the  floating  population  of  Oxford  dogs  cannot  be  less 
than  2,500.  

PKBHAPS,  however,  the  most  remarkable  thing  about  Oxford  dogs 
is  the  variety  of  their  migrations.  Some  dogs,  of  course,  remain 
constant  to  one  owner.  Others  spend  their  lives  under  the  general 
ownership  of  the  whole  University.  These  know  the  best  rooms  for 
bones  from  term  to  term ;  they  can  track  Ihe  perfumed  ash-pan  to 
its  lair,  and  indulge  in  hideous  orgies  of  fish-heads  and  egg-shells. 
The  most  prominent  representative  of  this  class  is,  cf  course,  Oriel 
Sill,  who  has,  perhaps,  the  moist  gorgeously  ugly  and  tenderly 
pathetic  face  ever  granted  by  nature  to  a  bull-dog. 

BUT  ordinary  dogs,  though  they  remain  nominally  the  possession 
of  one  original  owner,  migrate  from  sab-owner  to  depnty-sub-owner, 
and  thence  to  pro-deputy-sub-owner,  with  a  wonderful  rapidity. 
For  instance,  I  once  gave  a  retriever  puppy  to  an  Oxford  friend. 
This  is  the  life-history  of  that  amiable  animal,  so  far  as  I  can  gather 
it  up  to  a  recent  date. 

A.  (my  friend)  kept  the  dog  faithfully  for  a  term.  As  he  was 
going  down,  it  oooured  to  A.  that  Ponto  would  be  happier  in  Oxford 
than  in  London,  so  when  the  following  term  began,  Ponto,  still  in 
his  gay  puppyhood,  wss  once  more  found  in  Oxford  under  a  different 
mastt-r,  B.  B.  kept  Ponto  in  his  lodgings  in  the  High.  They  were 
prettily  furnished  ;  there  were  cretonnes,  and  embroidered  cushions, 
and  handsome  rug».  One  day  Ponto  was  left  in  solitary  charge  for 
one  short  hour.  Upon  B.'s  return  he  found  that  remarkable  dog 
sleeping  soundly,  with  a  well-gnawed  slipper  under  each  of  bis  fore- 
paws,  amidst  a  ruin  of  tattered  stuffs.  Not  a  hanging,  not  a  cushion, 
not  a  rug  remained  entire.  This  was  too  much,  and  Ponto  promptly 
became  the  fleeting  property  of  C.,  a  Balliol  man,  who  changed  his 
name  to  Jowler  (this  happened  in  the  time  of  the  late  Master),  and 
taught  him  to  worry  cats. 

AFTFK  three  weeks  of  glorious  Ecrimmages  amongst  the  surround- 
ing- feline  inhabitants,  Jowler  took  it  into  his  head  to  get  lost  for  a 
week.  C  mourned  him,  but  tr  ok  no  further  steps  when  he  found  him 
living  under  the  protection  of  1).,  a  Brasenose  man,  totally  unknown 
to  A.,  the  original  owner.  1).  took  him  home  in  the  vac,  broke  him 
to  the  gun,  imbued  him  with  an  extraordinary  fondness  for  beer,  and 
re-christened  him  "  Hebby." 

VOL.  on.  1 


AT  the  beginning  of  the  following  term  Hebby  once  more  turned 
up  in  Oxford,  being  then  almost  a  full-grown  dog.  He  again  lived 
in  lodgings,  this  time  in  Turl  Street.  By  this  time  h«  had  acquired 
luxurious  habits,  and  was  particularly  fond  if  taking  his  naps  in  toy 
bed  that  might  be  handy.  Having  on  four  separate  oooaniont 
covered  himself  with  mud  and  ensconced  himself  in  the  bed  of  the 
landlady,  he  was  not  as  popular  as  a  dog  of  his  parti  ought  to  have 
been.  But  the  culminating  point  was  reached  when  Hebby,  having 
stolen  a  cold  pheasant  and  the  remains  of  a  leg  of  mutton,  took  the 
bones  to  the  Eed  of  his  master,  into  which  he  tucked  himself.  After 
this  he  was  paesed  on  to  E. ,  a  Magdalen  man,  and  wag  called  The  Prt. 

I  CANNOT  follow  bis  wanderings  after  this  point  in  any  detail.  I 
know  he  has  gone  the  round  of  the  College*  twice.  He  has  been 
a  boating  dog,  a  cricketing  dog,  an  athletic  dog,  and  a  footballing 
dog.  He  has  been  a  canine  member  of  Vincent's  Club ;  he  bag 
waited  outside  thn  Union  unmoved  while  a  debate,  on  which 
the  fate  of  the  Ministry  hung,  was  in  progress.  He  has  been 
smuggled  into  College,  he  has  disgraced  himself,  and  caused  a  change 
of  carpets  in  nearly  every  lodging  in  Oxford.  He  hag  lived  near 
New  College  under  the  name  of  Spoo,  has  been  entered  at  Christ 
Church  as  Fleacatcher  (a  delicate  compliment  to  dintinruished  oars- 
man), and  has  frequented  the  precincts  of  the  Radoliffe  Infirmary, 
and  been  joyfully  hailed  as  Pego  by  budding  doctors.  I  believe  he 
is  still  a  resident  member  of  the  University,  but  his  exact  place  of 
residence  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  His  original  owner  endeavoured 
to  trace  him  not  long  ago.  He  got  as  far  as  Lincoln  College,  and 
there  lost  the  clue. 

THIS,  I  am  rare,  is  no  solitary  example.  Hundredn  of  Oxford 
dogs  are  at  this  very  time  undergoing  the  game  vicissitudes,  through 
a  similar  Odyssey  of  wanderings.  And  probably,  if  the  truth  were 
known,  there  are  Cambridge  dogs  in  no  better  case. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

"  I  LIEX  it  muchly,"  quoth  the  Baron,  finishing  BARINO  GOULD'S 
Noemi:— 

"  Thii  scribe  for  publisher!  ne'er  writes  in  rain ; 
Ills  pen  prolific,  Baring  Goulden  grain." 

And  Noemi,  if  a  trifle  less  Gouldish  than  Weymanish,  is  a  tale  of 
stirring  times,  when  to  plunder,  hack,  stab,  and  string  up  a  few 
unfriendly  fellow- creatures,  who  would  have  done  the  same  by  you  if 
the  turn  of  luck  had  been  theirs,  came  in  the 
day's  work  •  while  to  roast  an  offender  whole 
"  all  alive  0,"  just  for  once  and  away,  was,  eo 
to  speak,  "  quite  a  little  'olidav,"  as  a  special 
and  exceptional  treat.  And  all  these  jocular 
barbarities  were  occasioned,  not  by  any  reli- 
gions fervour,  or  by  intolerant  persecuting 
zeal,  excusing  itself  on  the  score  of  anxiety  for 
future  spiritual  welfare  of  victim,  but  simply 
nut  of  pure  cusjcdnesg,  and  for  the  humour  of 
the  thug,  much  as,  now-a-days,  the  bowie- 
knife  and  the  cord  are  used  down  West." 
Personally,  the  Baron  gives  not  full  credit  to 
all  these  tales  of  meditrval  cruelty,  but  the 
'•  scenes  and  properties  "  serve  an  excellent 
artistic  purpose,  and  so  he  loves  them  as  he 
loves  such  romances  as  there  of  She  who 
must  be  obeyed,  and  Treasure  Island.  There- 
fore here  's  to  the  lass  Noemi,  and,  as  she 
herself  would  of  course  say,  in  response  to 
the  toast,  "  You'll  like  me  the  more  you  Knout-d'-me." 

Another  capital  story  by  FKANE  BABBITT,  entitled  A  Set  of 
Rogue*,  is  strongly  recommended  by  the  faculty ;  the  faculty  in  ques- 
tion being  that  of  deciding  upon  what  sort  of  book  is  certain  to  suit 
the  tastes  of  the  majority  of  romance-readers,  who,  aweary  of  the 
plodding  every-day  business  in  this  "  so-called  nineteenth  century," 
like  to  get  away  from  it  occasionally  and  live,  jott  for  a  change,  in 
the  seventeenth.  Stirring  tale  this  of  A  Set  of  Rogue*,  without  a 
dull  chapter  in  it :  and  just  enough  human  sentiment  in  it  to  soften 
down  the  roguery.  In  fact,  so  skilfully  is  the  tale  told  that  the 
reader  will  find  himself  siding  with  "their  knavish  tricks";  for 
the  hearts  of  these  rogues  are  in  the  right  place,  though  their 
bodies  very  seldom  were,  arcl  their  heads  never,  in  the  noose.  But 
"  no  noose  is  good  noose,"  and  so  let  the  honest  reader  procure 
the  bock  from  INNBS  &  Co.  of  Bedford  Street;  he  will  come  to 
love  the  scoundrels,  and  will  ark,  with  the  Baron,  "  What  on  earth 
became  of  that  captivating  Don  Sanchez  f "  and  another  query, 
"Was  the  villainous  old  Steward  really  killed?"  Perhaps  the 
author  is  reserving  the  Don  and  the  Steward  for  another  romance. 
If  so,  "  What  will  he  do  with  'em  ?  "  askg  the 
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THE    LAST   SALUTE! 

Tommy  Atkins  (to  Commander-in-Chief  ff.R.ff.  The  Dook  of  C-mbr-dge)    "  SOKRT  TO  LOSE  YOU,  SIR  I     You  HAVE  ALWAYS  BBBN  A 

VERY  GOOD  FRIBND  TO  us  I " 

"  In  this,  his  first  Army  Order,  Lord  WOLSELEY  wishes,  in  the  name  of  the  Army,  to  assure  His  Royal  Highness  of  the  affectionate  regard  of  all 
wa"  nave  """eil  under  him  during  his  long  period  of  office."— London  Gazette,  November  1,  1895. 
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HOPE    DEFERRED. 

O«n<  (pulling  up,  not  fancying  the  timber).  "  CONFOUND  rr  ALL  I    SUBELY  ONE  OF  'EM  'LL  MANAQK  TO  BREAK  THI  TOP  RAIL." 


THE  TWO  SOLDIERS'  TEARS. 

(Some  way  after  Thomas  Hayna  Bayly's 
"Soldier's  Tear."} 

WHEN  at  the  porch  he  turned, 

To  take  a  last  fond  look. 
(Human  emotion  will  have  way 

In  TOMMY  or  in  Duke.) 
He  listened  to  the  tramp, 

So  familiar  to  his  ear : 
And  the  soldier  gripped  his  good  old  sword, 

And  wiped  away  a  tear. 

Not  far  from  that  same  porch 

A  Tommy  stood  at  ease, 
But,  as  he  saw,  his  head  braced  up, 

And  he  stiffened  at  the  knees. 
"  Sorry  to  lose  you,  Sir  1 

You  've  been  our  friend,  and  dear !  " 
That  TOMMY  cried,  and  with  his  cuff, 

He  wiped  away  a  tear. 

Both  turned,  and  left  the  spot, 

Oh  !  do  not  deem  them  weak, 
For  dauntless  was  each  soldier's  heart, 

Though  a  tear  bedewed  each  cheek. 
As  Punch  (fives  hearty  thanks, 

At  the  close  of  a  long  career, 
To  the  gallant  Duke,  he  also  turns, 

And— wipes  away  a  tear  I 


Seasonable  Dialogue. 

First  Dissatisfied  Sportsman.  What  do  you 
think  of  the  present  season,  so  far  ? 

Second  Dis.  Sport,  (with  a  terrific  "cold 
'id  'is  dote").  l)er  preselt  teasult?  Yon 
mead  der  cubbig  season. 

First  Dis.  Sport,  (correcting  him).  Well, 
the  present  season  is  the  "  cubbing  season." 


A  YELL  FROM  THE  YELLOW. 

THIS  "  YellowDwarf  "  (in  the  Yellow  Book), 
in  an  almost  incoherent  scream  against  the 
literary  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  day,  wails 
as  follows : — 

"The  bagman  and  the  stockbroker's  ilerk  (and 
their  lady  wires  and  daughter*)  'are  usurped  his 
(the  'gentleman  and  scholar "s)  plyce,  and  his 
influence  on  readers ;  and  the  pressman  has  picked 
up  his  fallen  pen — the  pressman,  Sir,  or  the  press- 
woman  !  .  .  .  With  an  illiterate  reading  mob  howl- 
ing at  our  doors,  and  a  tribe  of  preumen  scribbling 
at  our  tables,  what,  in  the  name  of  the  universe, 
can  we  expect  1  What  we  get ;  not  so  ?  " 

Well,  "what  we  get"  is  (among  other 
things)  the  above  shriek  of  the  "Yellow 
Dwarf,"  who  seems  to  do  his  full  share  of 
the  "howling"  he  attributes  to  the  "reading 
mob,"  and  who,  indeed,  might  be  better  de- 
scribed as  the  "  1  'eller  Dwarf." 


On  a  Sympathetic  Actress. 
AIR— "Tht  Widow^Malone." 

To  the  Garriok  Theayter  you  "11  roam, 

You  'fl  roam, 
Where  MABION  TERRY'S  at  home, 

At  home. 

She  melts  all  the  hearts 
Of  the  swains  in  such  parts 
As  she  plays  in  a  play  by  JEROME, 

JEROME. 
Not  much  of  a  play  by  JEBOME. 


WHY   should    "  All    Souls,"  Oxford,  be 
always  a  distinguished  college!1    Because  it 
could  not  be      all  souls"  without  " 
bodies  "  in  it. 


some- 


BENN  AND  JIM. 

[See  recent  controversy  between  Mr.  BBXX  and 
Lord  JAMES  in  the  Times.] 

AIH— "  Faithless  Nelly  Gray"  (Ton  HOOD). 

BERN,  an  L.  C.  C.  fighter  bold. 

Was  used  to  war's  alarms ; 
And  when  JIM  knocked  him  off  his  legs, 

He  wouldn't  lay  down  his  arms. 

He  cried.  "  I  will  not  quit  the  field. 
Though  HF.RKFOBD  JIM  may  shoot ; 

And  though  to  stand  on  I  've  no  leg, 
1  will  not  budge  a  foot!" 

Now  HEREFORD  JIM,  a  gunner  smart, 

Riddled  BENN  fore  and  aft.  [swept, 

Cried  BKHN,  "Although  my  decks  he's 

He  has  not  sunk  my  croft." 
Says  JIM,  "  Those  shanks  are  not  live  limbs, 

They  're  only  party  pegs ! 
You  have  as  wocden  members  quit*, 

As  represent  your  legs ! " 

"  Alive — and  kicking,  still  am  1 1 " 
Says  BKXN,  with  huge  elation  ; 

"  But  if  you  think  my  legs  are  dead. 
Let 's  have — an  arbitration ! " 

Says  JIM,  "  They  are  mere  timber-toes, 
Though  as  live  limbs  yon  sport  'em, 

Though  arbitrators  have  their  use, 
They  do  not  sit  post-mortem .' 

"A  ooroner  sits  on  a  corpse. 

To  find  out  how  he  died." 
The  Time*  then  "  sat  on  "  BKIW,  and  found 

A  mistake  in  his  inside 


THE 

whist. 


1  RUBBER   IWDCTTRT."  —  Evidently 
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LEAVES  FROM  THE  HIGHLAND  JOURNAL  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

FIRST  LEAF.— THE  THING  TO  DO  IN  SCOTLAND. 
Quiverfield,  Huddingtonshire,  Monday.— Ton  can't  spend  tweatv- 
fonr  hours  at  Quiverfield  without  having  borne  in  upon  you  the 
truth  that  the  only  thing  to  do  in  Scotland  is  to  play  goff.  (On  other 
side  of  Twetd  they  call  it  golf.  Here  we  are  too  much  in  a  hurry 
to  get  at  the  game  to  spend  time  on  unnecessary  consonant.)  The 
waters  of  what  VICTOB  HUGO  called  "  The  First  of  the  Fourth  "  lave 
the  links  at  Quiverfield.  Blue  as  the  Mediterranean  they  have  been 
in  a  marvellous  autumn,  soon  to  lapse  into  November.  We  can  see 
the  Bass  Rock  from  the  eighth  hole,  and  can  almost  hear  the  whirr 
of  the  balls  skimming  with  swallow  flight  over  the  links  at  North 
Berwick. 

PBINCE  ARTHUB  here  to-day,  looking  fully  ten  years  younger  than 
when  I  last  jaw  him  at  Westminster.  Plays  through  live-long  day, 
and  drives  off  fourteen  miles  for  dinner  at  Whittinghame,  thinking 
no  more  of  it  than  if  he  were  crossing  Palace  Yard.  Our  host, 
WAVERIEY  PEN,  is  happy  in  posses»ion  of  links  at  his  park  gates. 
All  bis  own,  for  self  and  friends.  You  step  through  the  shrubbery, 
and  there  are  the  far-reaching  links ;  beyond  them  the  gleaming 
waters  of  the  Forth.  Stroll  out  immediately  after  breakfast  ti)  meet 
the  attendant  caddies ;  play  goff  till  half-past  one ;  reluctantly  break 
off  for  luncheon ;  go  back  to  complete  the  fearsome  foursome ;  have 
tea  brought  out  to  save  time;  leave  off  in  bare  time  to  dress  for 
dinner ;  talk  goff  at  dinner ;  arrange  matches  after  dinner ;  and  the 
new  morning  finds  the  caddies  waiting  as  before. 
Decidedly  the  only  thing  to  do  in  Scotland  is  to  play  goff. 
Deeside,  Aberdeenshire,  Wednesday. — FINGEN,  M.P.,  once  told 
an  abashed  House  of  Commons  that  he  "  owned  a  mountain  in  Scot- 
land." Find, 
on  visiting 
him  in  his 
ancestral 
home,  that 
he  owns  a 
w  h  o  1 
range.  Go 
up  one  or 
two  of  them; 
that  com- 
paratively 
easy;  diffi- 
culty pre- 
sents itself 
when  we  try 
to  get  down. 
Man  and 
boy,FiNGEN 
has  lived 


not  yet  ac- 
quired 
knowledge 
necessary  to 
guide  a 
party  home 
after  as- 
cending one 
of  hismoun- 
tains.Walk- 
ing  up  in 
cool  of  after- 
noon, we 
usually  get 
home  sore- 
footed  and 
hungry 
about  inid- 

."Must  be  going  now,,"  says  FINOEN,  M.P.,  when  w^have  seen 
view  from  top  of  mountain.  "  Just  time  to  get  down  before  dark. 
Bat  1  know  short  out ;  be  there  in  a  iiffy.  Come  along  " 

We  come  along.     At  end  of  twenty  minutes  find  ourselves  in  front 
of  impassable  gorge. 

t^n^fS^ffi^     "*«  h™  tak<™* 

knowsTwetT&TerThol i'up ^  ^  ™  ?   fma'  M'P" 

,  wHa-'  "  .ue  ?ays'  w-hl?  incr"a9e<l  Joyousness  of  manner ;  "the  wind 
is  blowing  that  way,  is  it  P  Then  we  turn  to  the  left." 

stumbling  through  aged  heather.    Path 


Fingeu's  Finger. 


'  That 's  all  right,"  says  FINOEN,  M.  P. ;  "  must  lead  on  to  the  road." 
Instead  of  which  we  nearly  fall  into  a  bubbling  burn.    Go  back 


again  ;  make  bee  line  up  acclivity  nearly  as  steep  as  side  of  house ; 
find  ourselves  again  on  top  of  mountain. 

"  How  lucky T "  shouts  FIXGEN,  M.P.,  beaming  with  delight. 

As  if  we  had  been  trying  all  this  time  to  get  to  top  of  mountain 
instead  of  to  bottom ! 

Wants  to  wet  his  finger  again  and  try  how  the  wind  lies.  We 
protest.  Let  us  be  saved  that  at  least.  FJNGEN  leads  off  in  quite 
another  direction.  By  rocky  pathway  which  threatens  sprains; 
through  bushes  and  brambles  that  tear  the  clothes ;  by  dangerous 
leaps  from  rock  to  rook  he  brings  us  to  apparently  impenetrable 
hedge.  We  stare  forlorn. 

"Ha!"  says  FINOEN,  M.P.,  more  aggressively  cheerful  than 
ever.  "  The  road  is  on  other  side.  Thought  we  would  come  upon  it 
somewhere."  Sunehow  or  other  we  crawl  through. 

"Nothing  like  having  an  eye  to  the  lay  of  country,"  says 
FINGBN,  M.P..  as  we  limp  along  the  road.  "  It 's  a  sort  of  instinct, 
you  know.  If  I  hadn't  been  with  yon,  you  might  have  had  to  camp 
out  all  night  on  the  mountain." 

They  don't  play  gcff  at  Deeeide.  They  bicycle.  Down  the  long 
avenue  with  spreading  elm  trees  deftly  trained  to  make  triumphal 


The  Crack  of  the  AVhip('s  Pate !) 

arches,  the  bicycles  come  and  go.  WHIPSBOOM,  M.P.,  thinks  oppor- 
tunity convenient  for  acquiring  the  art  of  cycling.  W.  is  got  up 
with  consummate  art.  Has  had  his  trousers  cut  short  at  knee  in 
order  to  display  ribbed  stockings  of  rainbow  hue.  Loose  tweed- 
jacket,  blood-red  necktie,  white  felt  hat  with  rim  turned  down  all 
round,  combine  to  lend  him  air  of  a  Drury  Lane  bandit  out  of  work. 
Determined  to  learn  to  ride  the  bicycle,  but  spends  most  of  the  day 
on  his  hands  and  knees,  or  on  his  back.  Looking  down  avenue  at 
any  moment  pretty  sure  to  find  W.  either  running  into  the  iron 
fence,  coming  off  sideways,  or  bolting  head  first  over  the  handles 
of  his  byke.  Get  quite  new  views  of  him  fore-shortened  in  all 
possible  ways,  some  that  would  be  impossible  to  any  but  a  man  of  his 
determination. 

"Never  had  a  man  stay  in  the  house,"  says  FINGEN,  M.P., 
ruefully,  "  who  so  cut  up  the  lawn  with  his  head,  or  indented  the 
gravel  with  his  elbows  and  his  knees." 

Evidently  I  was  mistaken  about  goff.  Cycling's  the  thing  in 
Scotland. 

Goasyoucan,  Inverness-shire,  Saturday. — Wrong  again.  Not  goff 
nor  cycling  is  the  thing  to  do  in  Scotland.  It 's  stalking.  Soon  learn 
that  great  truth  at  Goasyoucan.  The  hills  that  encircle  the  house 
densely  populated  with  stags.  To-day  three  guns  grassed  nine,  one 
a  royal.  This  the  place  to  spend  a  happy  day,  crouching  down 
among  the  heather  awaiting  the  fortuitous  moment.  Weather  no 
)bj  ect.  Rain  or  snow  out  you  go,  submit  sive  to  guidance  and  instruc- 
tion of  keeper ;  by  comparison  with  whose  tyranny  life  of  the  ancient 
f  alley-slave  was  perfect  freedom. 

Consummation  of  human  delight  this,  to  lie  prone  on  your  face 

..  1  J     il_ i     1 41 lAl_       1  1 i_  L *__          J * ._  il 


speak ;  if  you  can  conveniently  dispense  with  the  operation,  better 
lot  breathe.  Sometimes,  after  morning  and  greater  part  of  afternoon 
;hus  cheerfully  spent,  you  may  get  a  shot ;  even  a  stag.  Also 
rou  may  not ;  or,  having  attained  the  first,  may  miss  the  latter.  At 
any  rate  you  have  spent  a  day  of  exhilarating  delight. 

Stalking  is  evidently  the  thing  to  do  in  Scotland.  It 's  a  far  cry 
a  the  Highlands.  Happily  there  is  Arthur's  Seat  by  Edinburgh 
Town  where  beginners  can  practise,  and  old  hands  may  feign  delight 
of  early  triumphs.  

WHAT  THE  SULTAN  HAS  A  STBONG  OBJECTION  TO  no.—"  Send  round 
;he  Hatt." 
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OUR  NEW  KNICHT  HOSPITALLER. 

I"  We  must  regard  it  (Guy's  Hospital)  as  an 
institution  aiming  at  the  most  Christian  ends,  of 
elementary  necessity,  never  too  rich  for  the  work 
it  had  to  do,  and  now,  through  no  fault  of  iti 
own,  cut  down  to  one  half  of  its  means." — Mr, 
Gladstone'!  Litter  on  Gny'i  Hospital. } 

"  'Twere  good  you  do  so  much  for  charity." 
"Merchant  of  rtnice,"  Aet  IV.,  Se.  1. 

KNIGHT  of  St.  John  or  Malta  P    Nay ! 
But  needs  of  a  lees  knightly  day 

The  new  Knight  Hospitaller  pleads. 
Once  foremost  in  the  press  of  fight, 
We  find  to-day  Hie  good  grey  kniglit 

Militant  still— for  human  needs. 

No  more  with  levelled  lance  in  rest, 
But,  the  Cross  still  upon  bin  breast, 

A  knightly  almoner  is  he. 
Not  as  of  old  with  flashing  steel, 
But  Hashing  words,  he  makes  appeal 

In  the  great  Cause  of— Charity. 

Punch  seconds  it  with  warm  goodwill. 
It  fends  a  most  unwelcome  chill 

Through  every  generous  heart  to  think 
That  the  great  (fift  of  THOMAS  Guv 
Should  suffer  stint,  or  seem  to  die, 

Because  lands  fail  and  rentals  sink. 

One  hundred  empty  beds !  Whilst  wealth 
Swells  in  the  west,  and  shaken  health 

And  sudden  anguish  scourge  the  east '( 
It  must  not  he,  or  how  may  we 
Who  hold  full  st9ck  and  store  in  fee 

Enjoy  the  coming  Christmas  feast '( 

Think  1    Fifteen  hundred  poor  kept  out, 
And  left  in  lonely  pain  and  doubt, 
Because  the  funds  of  Guy's  so  fail ; 


A  MKMBKR  OF  IHB  PUBLIC  WHO  MAY  BK  ix- 
FIOTED  TO  ATTEND  TEX  LECTURE  OK  CRIMINAL 
LAW. 

[The  LOKD  CHIHI  JUSTICE  suggest*  the  opening  of 
the  Lectures  on  Legal  Subjects  to  the  general  public.] 


The  sufferer's  peace,  the  Burgeon's  skill 

Checked,  because  Charity  feels  a  chill ! 

Punch  on  his  Public  would  prevail 

To  ntep  into  the  breach,  and  brim 
Guy's  store  again,  as  urged  by  him 

Who  now  no  party  plea  prefers, 
Bat  a  far  wider,  higher  plea, 
In  the  great  cause  of  Charity, 

Newest  of  Knight  Hospitallers  1  * 

•  "Those  who  respond  to  Mr.  GLAHXTONB'I 
appeal  will  not  merely  be  ministering  to  the 
needs  of  a  charity,  ana  supplying  the  want*  of 
the  poor,  but  they  will  oe  strengthening  the 
hands  of  the  medical  profession  in  its  life-long 
battle  with  disease,  aid  will  be  assisting  to 
secure  the  blessings  of  health  to  all  who  are  in 
danger  of  being  deprived  of  them."— The  Timei. 


M  it.  K  -  it  H-RD-B. — No  one  has  ever  looked 
upon  him  other  than  as  a  perfectly  harmless 
low-comedian  with  a  highly  developed  mania 
for  caps  and  knickerbockers.  And  this,  pro- 
bably, is  the  reason  why  we  are  told,  in  the 
Liverpool  Courier' t  "  Labour  Notts,"  that 
he  is  "  an  influential  gentleman  in  England 
and  rery  much  run  after  for  lecturing  pur- 
poses." But  alas!  it  appears — from  the  same 
source  of  information— that,  in  the  United 
States,  "the  running  after"  is  all  on  the 
erewhile  West  Ham  representative's  side ; 
though,  being  "rationally"  garbed,  this 
ought  not  to  cause  him  much  inconvenience. 
It  is  almost  pathetic  to  learn  that  the  poor  gen- 
tleman was  in  the  position  of  a  Mahomet -be- 
fore a  mountain  of  Fall  River  miners,  from 
whom  he  was  compelled  to  ask  permission  be- 
fore a  lecture  could  be  arranged.  lehabod  I 
or — more  appropriately — Knicker-boAl 


THAMES  TALK.— A  Forecast  for  1896. 

How  greatly  improved  are  the  steamboats.  They  seem  to  be  as 
good  as  any  at  home  and  abroad. 

Quite  so.  They  are  simply  floating  palaces.  You  could  find 
nothing  to  equal  them  in  America. 

So  convenient  to  have  a  better  class  for  those  who  can  afford  a 
few  extra  pence.  Without  this,  we  should  have  never  seen  that 
duchess  chatting  away  with  the  countess  in  her  own  right. 

Yes ;  and  so  pleasant  to  be  able  to  get  five  o'clock  tea  nicely  served 
by  trim  waitresses  in  a  saloon  upholstered  with  satins  and  ormolu. 

And  the  duke  and  the  viscount  seem  quite  comfortable  in  the 
luxuriously  furnished  smoke-room. 

Well,  the  sight  is  not  surprising  considering  that  the  designer 
went  to  the  Junior  United  Service  Club  for  his  model. 

And  yet  the  artisans  are  contented  with  their  part  of  the  vessel. 
It  certainly  was  a  happy  thought  to  supply  their  cabins  with 
bagatelle  boards,  dominoes,  and  a  five  guinea  compendium  of  games. 

In  spite  of  the  size  of  the  vessels  the  boats  travel  at  a  rapid  rate. 
No  doubt  this  is  attributable  to  the  magnificent  engines. 

Of  course.  And  really  it  is  verypleasant  to  travel  from  Chelsea 
to  Kew  to  the  sounds  of  a  first-rate  Hungarian  Band. 

The  commissariat,  too,  has  not  been  neglected.  The  luncheon  on 
board  is  worthy  of  the  best  traditions  of  the  buffet  at  Calais.  And  as 
cheap.  Only  fancy,  half-a-crown  for  three  courses  and  dessert ! 

Yes ;  and  that  meal  seems  equally  popular  with  the  sixpenny  tea 
(with  cases  and  crumpets)  prepared  for  the  patrons  of  the  fore-part. 

The  fares  are  also  very  low.  Even  in  these  hard  times  it  would  be 
unreasonable  to  complain  of  overcharge  when  the  ticket  between  the 
Temple  and  Hampton  Court  is  only  fourpence. 

It  is  marvellous  that  no  one  tried  the  plan  before  of  starting  b:ats 
from  half  the  piers  for  all  the  rest  at  five  minutes  interval. 

And  yet  they  are  crowded  with  travellers.  Really  the  Thames 
seems  to  be  a  very  popular  highway. 

Naturally,  when  the  passengers  are  sheltered  from  the  weather- 
too  much  sun  or  a  plethora  of  rain— at  all  times. 

And  I  suppose  London  may  thank  the  County  Council  for  estab- 
lishing comfort  with  economy,  and  luxury  with  rapidity  ? 

Oh  dear,  no  1  If  the  metropolis  had  trusted  to  that  dilatory  body, 
it  would  have  had  to  wait  indeed  I 

Then  to  whom  are  the  five  million  inhabitants  of  the  chief  city  of 
the  universe  indebted  for  these  sweet  boons  ? 

To  an  ordinary  man  of  business  who  knows  how  to  cater  for  the 
multitude,  amd  has  the  courage  to  rely  upon  increased  income  as  a 
means  of  meeting  additional  outlay. — He  merits  a  statue. — He  de- 
serves more— hearty  praise  by  the  Press  when  he  discards  bisincognito. 


ROBING-ROOM  RUMOURS. 

IN  consequence  of  the  great  success  of  the  "  Smoking  at  Home"  at 
the  Inner  Temple,  it  is  proposed  to  start  a  circus  at  the  Middle. 

The  suggested  "  Musical  Dinner"  at  Lincoln's  Inn  is  now  under 
consideration,  and  will  probably  sue  the  gas-light  before  the  end  of 
the  term.  »% 

The  numerous  professional  engagements  of  Sir  FB-FK  L-crw-D 
will  not  prevent  him  from  appearing  as  The  "Lightning  Cirtoanist " 
at  the  coming  Gray's  Inn  Matinee. 

Should  the  anticipated  "  Free-and-easy  "  come  off  at  the  Middle, 
the  LOBD  CHAKCKLLOK  is  not  unlikely  to  give  an  exhibitioi  of 
swordsmanship.  The  distinguished  Peer  is  said  to  be  the  finest 
living  exponent  of  the  sword  and  dagger  fight. 

The  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICK  is  expected  before  Christmas  to  repeat 
bis  recent  interesting  address,  with  the  assistance  of  a  piano  and 
dissolving  views.  A  troupe  of  first-rat*  baojoists  from  the  Three- 
in-a- Bar  Musical  Society  may  possibly  be  found  among  the  incidentals. 

There  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  at  the  next  "  Five  o'clock  tea 
with  pipes"  at  Lincoln's  Inn  Sir  'ARBY  'AwxiKS  will  warble 
"  Down  Newmarket  Way" 

In  spite  of  the  social  entertainments  in  contemplation,  the 
Examiners  of  the  Council  of  Legal  Education  will  perform  their 
duties.  At  present  there  is  no  intention  of  adding  another  subject 
to  the  pass  for  admission  to  the  Bar.  In  the  future  it  may  happen 
that  all  students  will  have  to  take  up  "  th«  duties  and  responsibilities 
of  proprietors  of  music  halls." 


FBOM  "  THI  POTTERY."  HAYKAKIET.— The  "  Tree-ilby  Tree-o," 
G.  D.  M.-oum-P.  P.-et-B.  T..  beg  to  state  that  they  are  all  delighted 
with  "the  reception"  of  tie  piece,  and  still  more  with  "the 
receipts." 

"Ex  PEDB."— Miss  BAIRB  appears  as  the  model  Trilby  without 
shoes  or  stockings.  Such  realism  is  a  novelty  which  unfortunately 
prevents  this  young  actress  from  ever  losing  her  identity,  as,  though 
the  upper  portion  of  her  figure  is  "  very  Trilby,"  her  feet  are  most 
decidedly  BAIRD.  

ASOTHBH  THEATRICAI/  BENEFIT. — "  The  Benefit  of  the  Doubt." 
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TRUE    HUMILITY. 

.RijA*  Severend  Host.  "  I  'M  AFRAID  YOU  VB  GOT  A  BAB  EGG,  MR.  JONES  I " 

The  Cwate.  "Os  so,  MY  LORD,  I  ASSUKB  YOU  I    PARTS  OF  IT  ARK  IXCELLENT!' 


IN  PITY  FOE  SPEAGUE. 

[A  fund  is  being  raised  in  aid  of  the  widow  of 
the  fireman  SPRAGUE,  who  met  his  death  gallantly 
in  the  late  explosion  in  the  Strand.  "  SPRAGUE 


Any  subscriptions  forwarded  to  Mr.  W.  0.  READER 
Vestry  Clerk,  151,  Strand,  towards  the  relief  fund, 
will  be  thankfully  received  and  acknowledged.] 

AIB— Protege's  "  City  of  Prague." 

WE  dwell  in  a  city  fear-haunted, 
And  danger  from  fire  is  our  lot ; 
Great  pluck  in  our  firemen  is  wanted, 

And  that  they  have  certainly  got. 
We've  stalwart  young  heroes  in  plenty 
To  fight  with  the  fiery-tongued  flame. 
But  to  die  when  scarce  past  tive-and-twenty, 
Seems  sad,  though  like  SPBAGUE,  you  die 

game. 
Oar  duty  to-day  seems  quite  certain 

The  aim,  of  the  fund,  is  not  vague ; 
Punch  hopes  human  pity  will  stir  the 

whole  city 
To  honour  the  memory  of  SPBAQUE. 

In  he  dashed,  though  the  hugh  wall  was 

frowning, 

( The  wall  which  fell,  crushing  on  him  ; 
Friends  toiled,  as  to  rescue  the  drowning. 

Mates  dug,  though  with  hope  growing  dim. 
They  found  him,  death's  flood  bravely  breast- 
ing,* 

Ten  hours  of  lone  anguuh  he  bore. 
Now,  alas  I  the  brave  fireman  is  resting, 
To  fight  London's  fire-fiend  no  more. 

*  "  Covered  with  dirt,  haggard,  and  hardly  recog- 
nisable for  the  vigorous  man  who  had  dashed  into 
the  court  ten  hours  before  ;  he  smiled  faintly,  and 
whispered  words  of  gratitude  and  hope.  '  1  am  so 
glad  you  have  come,'  he  said.  '  I  shall  be  all 
right  again  soon.'  "—Daily  Netct. 


Though  honour  o'er  him  drops  the  curtain, 
«  Our  duty  to  his  is  not  vague. 
Subscribe,    London    city,    in   pride,    and 

proud  pity, 
And    love    of     your    brave    fireman, 

SPBAGUB ! 


"I  PEOMESSI  SPOSI." 

PRINCESS  MAUD  AND  THE  DANISH  PRINCE 
CHARLEY. 

( With  Apologies  to  the  Memory  of  the  great  Author 
of  "  Maiid.") 

["  Her  Royal  Highness  Princess  MAUD  of  Wales, 
youngest  daughter  of  the  Prince  and  Princess  of 
WALES,  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  His  Royal 
Highness  Prince  CHARLES,  second  son  of  the  Crown 
Prince  and  Crown  Princess  of  DENMARK.  The 
QUEEN  has  received  the  news  of  the  betrothal  of 
her  dear  granddaughter  with  much  pleasure, 
and  given  her  ready  consent." — From  "  Court 
Circular."] 

I. 

WOBDS  that  brighten  the  season, 

As  winter's  gloom  is  falling, 
"  MAUD,  MAUD,  MAUD,  MAUD  I  " 

Loyal  Britons  are  calling. 

n. 

Well  loved  MAUD,  of  a  well-loved  brood ! 

And  brave  Prince  CHAKLES  is  with  her. 
'Tis  good,  indeed,  to  see  once  more, 

Briton  and  Dane  together  1 

m. 

Sea-king' s  son  from  over  the  sea, 
Successfully  you  have  sought  her  I 

England  cries    Welcome! "  this  day  to  you, 
As  onoe  to  the  "  Sea-king's  daughter." 

rv. 

Our  QUEEN  is  well  content. 
"  /  Promesii  Sposi.' 


May  the  future  stint  its  shadows, 
And  leave  their  pathway  rosy. 


v. 


Heard  she  the  well-loved  voices, 
Crying  and  calling  to  her : — 

Where  is  MAUD,  MAUD,  MAUD  ? 
A  Prince  has  come  to  woo  her. 


VI. 


Hark  I   a  sound  at  the  door ! 

"  Little  Xing  Charley  snarling  "  ?— 
Nay.   A  Danish  Prince  from  a  distant  shore; 

And— this  CHABLEY  is  her  darling  I 


A  PLEA  FOR  OUR  TREES. 

["The  frost  has  told  heavily  on  the  London 
trees." — Westminster  Budget.] 

"FitosT   has  told   heavily   on  the    London 

trees." 
What  matter;  whilst  the   seasons  wane 

and  wax  ? 
But  what  makes  London-lovers  ill  at  ease 

Is  the  fierce  ruin  of  the  Vandal  axe. 
"  Frosty  but  kindly"  is  chill  Winter's  touch 

Upon  our  trees,  as  on  old  ADAM'S  head ; 
But  when  the  Jerry  Builder  lays  hit  clutch 
On  trees,  he  leaves  them  but  deformed — 

or  dead ! 
Ruined     by    jobbing  '  gardeners'  _  ruthless 

ravages,  . ,  •*> 

Hideous    as    DOBE'S    cripples,    trolls   or 

gnomes. 

Will  no  one  save  from  these  tree-slaughter- 
ing savages 
The  bowery  charms  of  our  suburban  homes  ? 

HAPPILY  NAKED.—"  M.  JAUBES  spoke  in 
the  Assembly  for  four  consecutive  hours." — 
Telegram  from  Parit. 
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TAKING  THE  REINS. 


Mr.  CHAMBSHLAIN  visited  the  Colonial  Office  on  bis  return  from  the  Continent,  and  lubiequently  had  a  consultation  with  Lord  SALISBURY. 

DMy  Paper,  N*rember  2,  1896. 
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FASHIONS    FOR    THE    FIFTH. 

To  Strachan'Shavim,  Eiq. 

DEAR  OLD  SiRAcnAif,— So  you  want  a  few  hints  from  me  as  to 
what  you  should  weir  this  Fifth  of  November.  Well,  my  dear 
fellow,  of  course  I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  of  any  service  I  em  to  you. 
Yon  needn't  h  tve  apologised  for  troubling  me.  It  is  only  natural  that, 
as  you  say,  you  "  shouldn't  wish  to  make  a  fool  of  yourself  on  such 
an  occasion  by  turning  out  in  the  wrong  sort  of  toggery."  Dress  is 
a  more  important  factor  in  our  profession  than  is  generally  supposed, 
and  we,  as  Gentlemen  and  Guys,  should  be  the  last  to  set  conven- 
tionality and  propriety  at  defiance  by  appearing  in  public  without 
proper  regard  to  our  personal  appearance. 

First,  let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  be  persuaded  into  adopting  a  cocked- 
hat.  The  career  of  the  pnper  cocked-hat — 
with  or  without  coloured  trimmings — is  closed, 
and  I  for  one  do  not  regret  it,  for  it  always 
seemtd  to  me  to  imply  an  assumption  of  mili- 
tary rank  which,  on  the  part  of  civilians  like 
onrcelves.  is  surely  rather  a  paltry  affectation. 

The  only  correct  head-covering  will  be  the 
tall  hat,  which  I  hear  will  be  bulgier  than  ever 
this  year.  The  smartest  will  have  open  crowns 
and  little  or  no  brims.  There  has  been  some 
attempt  to  revive  the  old  straw  hat,  though 
only  with  a  black  ribbon,  but  I  have  not  heard 
of  this  being  adopted  by  Guys  with  any  preten- 
sions to  dressiness. 

Masks  this  year  are  to  be  gayer — I  might 
even  say  gaudier— than  ever.  I  noticed  one  of 
bright  magenta  with  large  grape-green  spots ! 
Sounds  rather  startling,  you  will  think ;  but, 
really,  worn  with  a  fustian  jacket  of  a  rather 
sombre  tone  of  chestnut,  and  a  mock-astra- 
khan toque,  the  effect  was  not  half  bad.  The 
latest  idea  seems  to  be  to  strike  the  dominant 
colour-note  in  the  mask,  and  make  the  rest  of 
the  costume  lead  up  to  it.  Personally,  how- 
ever, I  prefer  something  which  renders  its 
wearer  less  conspicuous.  One  in  prawn-pink, 
with  touches  of  cardinal  red  under  each  eye, 
and  an  edgirg  of  the  same  around  the  mouth, 
struck  me  as  in  excellent  taste.  Another  in 
botichon-brfile  black,  relieved  by  sealing-wax 
red,  was  pleasing,  though  you  may  consider  it 
almost  too  quiet. 

After  all,  the  colour  and  design  of  the  mask 
may  safely  be  left  to  the  taste  and  fancy  of  the 
individual. 

Now,  as  to  your  coat.  The  sack-back  over- 
coat still  holds  its  own,  though  it  is  open  to 
the  objection  of  concealing  too  much  of  (he 
figure.  Have  nothing  to  do  with  a  striped 
flannel  blazer,  nor  a  glazed  calico  jacket  You 
may  see  one  or  two  about,  but  never  on  anyone  who  is  anybody  at  all. 
You  cannot  go  wrong  in  a  double-breastea  pea-coat,  or  one  in  black 
and  rather  shiny  broadcloth,  with  rather  long  tails.  I  have  decided 
on  one  myself,  and  consider  it  decidedly  becoming. 

Don't  be  induced  to  appear  "  in  character."  I  cannot  see  any 
sense  myself  in  masquerading  as  some  person  of  more  or  less 
ephemeral  notoriety.  Why  should  we  desire  to  mislead  the  careless 
into  taking  us  for  a  famous  murderer,  swindler,  or  statesman  P  I 


know  it  is  done,  and  by  some  who  ought  to  be  above  such  weakness ; 
but,  depend  on  it,  it 's  a  poor  sort  of  ambition.  Let  us  be  content  to 
be  ourtelves,  members  of  the  honourable  and  ancient  Guild  of  Guys. 
There  teems  to  be  a  general  agreement  to  dispense  with  collars 
thia  year,  and  adopt  instead  a  red  worsted  comforter,  which  is  quite 
as  sightly,  and  very  much  more  hygienic  in  these  raw,  foggy  days. 
But,  if  yon  must  have  a  collar,  have  one  in  the  "  stick-up  shape, 
with  the  ends  slightly  dog's-eared;  the  necktie  can  hardly  be  too  simple. 
As  for  the  trousers,  they  will  be  of  much  the  same  cut  as  hitherto, 
perhaps  just  a  shade  baggier  at  the  knees,  and  falling  "concer- 
tina "-wise,  to  meet  the  boots,  into  which  they  should  be  tucked. 

Soles  and  heels  will  either  be  very  much  worn,  or  not  worn  at  all — 
there  is  no  juste  milieu  here ;  but  etchew  boots  of  a  brown  colour, 
which,  on  a  formal  occasion  like  this,  are  very  bad  style  indeed.  Should 
yon  desire  to  be  thought  a  very  great  "  buck  "  ana  "  blood  "  indeed, 
you  may  have  your  boots  an  odd  piir.  A  top- 
boot  and  a  tennis  shoe  make  a  highly  effective 
combination. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  wear  gloves ;  but,  if 
you  do,  remember  to  have  white  knitted  onei, 
not  kid.  The  finger-ends  are  generally  left 
open,  so  as  to  produce  an  impression  of  elegant 
negligence.  This  may  be  heightened  by  allow- 
ing i  ust  a  suspicion  of  hay  or  straw  to  be 
visible  at  the  apertures. 

Lastly,  you  inquire  about  the  best  kind  of 
conveyance  to  make  your  rounds  in.  Take  my 
advice,  and  refuse  to  be  carried  on  a  chair.  I 
would  not  even  accept  a  barrow,  unless  it  is 
drawn  by  a  donkey.  It  is  only  once  a  year. 
remember,  and  a  certain  amount  of  pomp  and 
splendour  is  essential  if  we  Guys  are  to  main- 
tain the  dignity  of  our  Order  in  these  degene- 
rate times. 

I  hear  whispers  that  one  or  two  Guys  who 
go  in  fur  being  "up  to  date"   are  seriously 
thinking  of  exhibiting  themselves  this  year  on 
bicycles,  and,  considering  the  sudden  and  enor- 
mous popularity  which  the  "  bike  "  (to  employ 
a  hideous  and  vulgar  abbreviation  that  offends 
my  taste)  has  acquired  of  late  amongst  the  so- 
called  "Upper  Ten,"  I  am  far  from  saying  that 
even  such  a  public  personage  as  a  Guy  must 
necessarily  suffer  any  loss  of  dignity  by  being 
seen  on  a  cycle — provided  he  insists  upon  being 
securely  tied  on  to  the  handle-bars,  and  also 
upon  the  machine  being  supported  and  guided 
for  him  by  a  couple  of  able-bodied  attendants. 
But  this,  I  understand,  will  be  de  rigurur  for 
any  Guy  who  may  so  far  unbend  as  to  give  the 
practice  of  cycling  the  sanction  of  his  official 
recognition  and  countenance. 

I 1  hink  that  is  all  you  wished  to  know  about ; 
to  now,  my  dear  old  chap,  let  me  wish  yon  a 
thoroughly  enjoyable  day's  outing,  and  a  cheery 

evening  by  way  of  finish.  You  will  find  that  the  boys  will  do  you  un- 
!  commonly  well,  give  you  as  many  combustibles  as  you  can  hold,  and 
there  is  sure  to  be  plenty  of  fizz  about.  Sit  tight,  keep  u  cool  as  you 
can,  don't  lose  your  head,  or  let  yourself  go  too  soon,  and  you  may 
reckon  upon  having  what  is  colloquially  termed  "  a  high  old  time." 

I  shall  expect  a  first-rate  report,  and  yon  are  pretty  certain  to 
hear  from  me  if  I  am  anywhere  in  your  neighbourhood,  so  no  more 
at  present  from  Yours  affectionately,  HOMHB  DI  FAILLE. 


MANY  LICENSES  AND  ONLY  ONE  FISH  SAUCE. 

THE  London  County  Council  sits  upon  the  site  of  one  of  London's 
oldest  casino-gardens  ("Spring  Gardens"),  and  no  one  can  there- 
fore wonder  that  it  sits  upon  music-halls.  It  did  not  open  its  pro- 
ceedings on  October  25  with  the  Chant  du  Depart,  which  was 
disappointing.  Having  gone  wrong  on  water,  was  it  not  only  natural 
that  it  should  go  wrong  on  gin,  and  in  one  great  case  give  a  verdict 
in  favour  of  hole-and-corner  drinking?  It  invented  a  new  dance 
called  the  "  Skate  Dance."  This  is  something  in  these  days  cf 
phoregraphic  enterprise.  It  should  not,  however,  have  fettered,  its 
invention  with  a  license.  If  skating  is  "  dancing  on  skates,"  what 
is  not  dancing?  Is  "dancing  attendance  "  illegal  without  a  license  ? 
Is  the  "poetry  of  motion"  illegal  without  a  license,  and  which  is 
the  most  illegal  P — the  poetry  or  the  motion  ?  Does  the  "  music  of 
the  spheres"  require  a  license?  Is  the  ploughboy,  "whistling  as 
he  goes  for  want  of  thought,"  infringing  any  Act  of  Parliament  ? 
If  I  copied  an  old  poet,  and  asked  a  young  lady  to  "  drink  to  me 
only  with  her  eyes,"  could  she  do  so  in  an  auditorium  without  the 
permission  of  the  L.  C.  C.  and  the  Brewster  Magistrates  ? 

A  BEWILDERED  ONE. 


BALLYMACABRETT— ET  PR  JJTKHEA  JJIHIL. — The  "Natives  of  Ulster  " 
resident  in  Glasgow  came  out  of  their  shells  for  their  annual  re- 
union in  the  Waterloo  Hall  of  that  city,  and  were  presided  over  upon 
the  occasion  by  Mr.  WOLFF,  M.P.  The  member  for  East  Belfast  was 
eloquent  upon  various  subjects,  but  attained  the  highest  pinnacle  of 
the  rhetorical  art  when  he  spoke  of  the  district  with  which  he  is 
connected  and  which  "  bean  the  beautiful  name  of  Ballymacarrett." 
This  poetically  called  spot  appears  to  be  the  veritable  Elysium  of 
Erin,  where  —according  to  the  enthusiaitio  orator— "people  live 
happily.  A  place  which  would  arouse  the  envy  of  most  towns  eren 
in  Scotland.'"  Evidently  an  Utopia  wherein  gaols  and  lunatic 
asylums  are  conspicuously  absent ;  lor  who  could  commit  a  crime  or 
go  "  balmy  on  the  crumpet "  in  Ballymacarrett  I  Hark  to  the  bard  of 
the  locality : — 

Great  Edinbro'i  nothing,  and  nothing  U  Perth, 
And  naught  are  the  citioi  molt  Taunted  on  earth  : 
But  give  rae  my  home,  be  it  only  a  garret, 
'Hid  the  bleued  lurrounding*  of  Ballymacarrett ! 

"  THB  WOMSK  WHO  WOULD  "  do  what  they  shouldn't,  had  better 
leave  the  country  in  ship  to  be  named  The  Grant-Allen  Cattle. 
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VERY  LIKELY. 

SIR, — I  think  I  can  give  a 
satisfactory  answer  to  your 
correspondent  who  wishes  to 
know  the  derivation  of  our 
slang  expression  "Cheese  it ! " 
The  French  equivalent  for  the 
saying  is  not,  as  some  sup- 
pose, Fromagez-le,  but  Cessez, 
second  person  plural,  impera- 
tive mood  from  the  verh  cesser, 
to  cease,  which  evidently  is  a 
derivative  of  the  Latin  noun- 
substantive  casa,  meaning 
"  cheese."— Yours  obediently, 
CHEDDAR. 


"BARKIS  is  WILLJN-K." — 
There  is  great  and  just  re- 
joicing in  Liverpool  over  a 
repentant  Liberal,  by  name 
Councillor  WILLINK,  who  has 
joined  the  Conservative  ranks. 
He  would  have  joined  before 
only  "I  thought,"  said  he, 
"  there  was  too  much  connec- 
tion between  the  Conservatives 
and  the  drink  trade.  But 
now  all  that  has  completely 
changed,"  and  he  can,  with  an 
easy  conscience,  side  with  the 
Tory  Party,  which,  he  informs 
us,  "he  has  been  testing  during 
the  latt  five  years  "  !  Really, 
after  BO  prolonged  and  severe 
an  ordeal,  it  is  astonishing  that 
there  should  be  any  Conserva- 
tive Party  left  for  Mr.  WILLTNK 
to  throw  his  lot  in  with.  How- 
ever, it  may  with  conn  den  ce  be 
expected  that  he  will  prove  as 
great  a  gain  to  his  new  cause 
as,  undoubtedly,  is  the  loss 
which  he  has  inflicted  upon  his 
former  partisans. 


ej* 


SHEER    IGNORANCE. 

Benevolent  Person.  "  COME,  MY  LITTLB  MAN,  YOU  MUSTN'T  CRY  LIKE  THAT  I ' 

y.    "GAKNl      'OW  AM   I   TO  CRY  THEN?" 


"THE   COMING   OF 
ARTHUR." 

["  We  understand  that  Mr. 
HENRY  ARTHUR  JONES,  the 
dramatist,  intends  to  drop  the 
surname  by  which  he  has  hither- 
to been  known  to  the  public.  In 
future  he  will  accordingly  be 
known  as  Mr.  HENRY  ARTHUR." 
—Daily  News,  October  30.] 

AN  eminent  dramatist  having 
abandoned  one  of  his  names,  it 
is  believed  that  the  surname 
ARTHUR,  henceforth  so  illus- 
trious, will  become  extremely 
fashionable,  and  it  is  rumoured 
that  the  following  gentlemen, 
amongst  others,  willre  arrange 
their  names,  and  will  imme- 
diately be  elected  members  of 
ARTHUR'S  Club : — 

The  Right  Hon.  JAMES  BAL- 
FOUB  ARTHUR  ;  Mr.  Justice 
CHARLES  ARTHUR  ;  Mr.  Justice 
KEKEWICK  ARTHUR;  Sir 
ARNOLD  ARTHUR  ;  Sir  SULLI- 
VAN ARTHUR;  Sir  WILLIAM 
BLOMFIELD  ARTHUR,  A.R.A. ; 
Mr.  HACKER  ARTHUR,  A.R.A.; 
Mr.  W.  PINEBO  ARTHUR  ; 
Mr.  CECIL  ARTHUR;  Mr. 
ROBERT  8.  ARTHUR. 

*»*  Our  "ENBY  HACTHOR" 
is,  as  far  as  concerns  dramatic 
authorship,  "  The  Only  JONES." 
Why  descend  from  this  pin- 
nacle ? — ED. 


WHEN  is  an  ice  rink  not  a 
nice  rinkP  When  it  has  no 
music  and  (skate)  dancing 
license. 

THE  Woman  with  a  Past 
generally  has  many  presents. 


SOMETHING  LIKE  JUSTICE. 

VERY  MUCH  ABROAD.    SCENE— A  Foreign  Land.     Accused  in 

Dock.    Judge  on  Bench.     Usual  accessories. 

Judge.  We  say  you  are  guilty,  and  there  is  no  use  in  denying  it. 

Accused.  But  I  declare  on  my  honour  that  I  am  innocent. 

Judge.  Your  honour  I    Who  ever  heard  of  a  villain's  honour  1 

Accused.  I  am  no  villain.    I  swear  it— yes,  by  my  mother's  grave. 

Judge.  So  wicked  a  criminal  desei ves  no  mother !  [Sensation. 

Accused.  Oh,  this  is  monstrous  I  You  may  insult  me ;  but  you 
have  no  right  to  asperse  the  memory  of  my  mother. 

Judge.  Your  mother  would  weep  were  she  to  see  you  now.  She 
would  be  bowed  down  to  the  ground  with  shame. 

Accused.  Why  with  shame  ?    For  I  am  innocent. 

Judge.  You  are  guilty,  I  repeat.  And  the  jury  shall  share  with 
me  my  opinion.  I  am  your  judge,  and  I  assert  it. 

Accused.  Then  this  trial  is  a  farce  1 

Judge.  No,  Sir ;  take  my  word  for  it,  you  will  find  it  a  tragedy ! 

[Trial  concludes  in  the  cv.ttom.ary  fashion. 

QUITE  AT  HOME.     SCENE  —  An  English  Court.     Accused  in 
Dock.    Judge  on  Bench.     Usual  accetsories. 

Judge.  I  really  must  request  you  to  he  silent,  in  your  own  interest. 

Accuted.  But  I  plead  guilty. 

Judge.  I  do  not  think  you  know  what  you  are  doing.  By  saying 
that  you  committed  the  crime  of  which  you  are  accused,  you  deprive 
yourself  of  the  chance  of  acquittal. 

Accused.  I  cannot  help  that.    I  did  commit  the  crime— I  avow  it. 

Judge.  You  are  going  out  of  your  way  to  assume  unnecessary 
responsibility.  It  is  for  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  to  decide. 

Accused.  Surely  I  can  j udge  for  myself.  I  have  only  followed  the 
tamily  tradition.  We  are  all  villains. 

Judge  Yon  have  no  right  to  say  so.  We  have  to  deal  with  you, 
not  with  your  relations.  Now,  please,  plead  "  Not  guilty  " 

Accused.  Anything  for  a  quiet  life  i     "  Not  Guilty  " 

Judge.  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you.    Thank  you  much.    Now, 
what  might  have  commenced  as  a  tragedy  may  end  as  a  farce. 
. [  Trial  concludes  in  the  customary  fashion. 


A  WARNING. 

[The  Anti-Tobacco  Society  has  "little  doubt  that,  if  a  subscription  were 
raised  to  adequately  support  a  test  case,  a  decision  would  be  given,  which 
would  demonstrate  public  smoking  to  be  an  illegal,  unjust,  ungentlemanly, 
and,  therefore,  unchristian  habit."] 

To  all  and  sundry  warning,  whom  Tobacco  holds  in  thrall, 
And  a  word  of  glad  good-tidinga  to  non-smokers  one  and  all  1 
You  have  heard  of  cur  Society — its  greatness  all  allow — 
Onr  intentions  in  the  p'ainest  terms  permit  me  to  avow. 

When  we  've  brought  (and  won)  our  test  case — we  shall  win  it,  who 

can  doubt  ? — 

All  those  who  hate  tobacco-smoke  once  more  may  venture  out ; 
And  the  sun  will  shine  far  brighter — this  at  least,  I  think,  is  clear — 
In  a  sweet  and  unpolluted  and  unsmoky  atmosphere. 

Along  the  streets  the  citizens  in  comfort  then  will  fare, 

"  All  delicately  marching  through  the  clear  pellucid  air," 

The  patron  of  the  music  hall  once  mere  will  freely  breathe, 

And  the  crowd,  bereft  of  baccy,  soon  will  almost  cease  to  ''  seethe." 

No  more  the  luckless  passenger  will  cough,  and  gasp,  and  choke, 
As  he  swallows  on  the  'bus-top  a  pernicious  blend  of  smoke, 
No  more  we  '11  watch  the  cricket  at  the  Oval  through  a  haze 
That  cigars  and  cigarettes  and  pipes  innumerable  raise. 

No  more  unwitting  find  ourselves,  and  miserably  cower, 
In  a  third-class  smoking  carriage,  with  no  stop  for  quite  an  hour,^ 
And  no  more  frcm  smarting  eyes  the  tear  we  now  shall  have  to  wipe, 
Excited  by  the  navvy's  small  out  parlous  pungent  pipe. 

No  more  "  Old  Friend"  or  "  Negrohead  "  'twill  be  our  lot  to  sniff, 
We  shall  walk  abroad  unf earful  of  the  "  penny  morning  whiff," 
Never  more — oh,  joy  to  think  it ! — shall  be  stricken  from  afar 
By  the  penetrating  odour  of  the  "  Saturday  cigar  "  ! 

The  Golden  Age  will  then  be  here,  no  evil  shall  be  rife, 
E'en  the  smoker  will  be  forced  to  live  a  just  and  Christian  life. 
One  warning  more.    Let  all  beware  the  wretched  obvious  joke, 
Nor  dare  to  hint  our  great  crusade  is  like  to  end— in  smoke.- 
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SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

FESTIVE  FARMERS.  —  There 
was  a  meeting  lately  of  the 
North  Somerset  Agricultural 
Society,  whereat — according  to 
the  Bristol  Mercury— 

Mr.  8.  HARDING  proposed  "The 
health  of  Mr.  E.  H.  LLEWBLLYN. 
their  president  and  member." 
Mr.  LLKWKLLVN,  he  said,  was 
the  idol  of  North  Somerset. 

The  toast  was  drank  amidst  the 
singing  of  " For  hi'ta  Jolly  Good 
Follow." 

Mr.  LLEWBLLTN  thanked  all 
present  for  their  kindness  in  pay- 
ing him  the  greatest  compliment 
they  could  pay  to  an  Englishman, 
namely,  by  calling  him  a  jolly 
good  fellow. 

Yes,  Mr.  LLEWELLYN,  there 's 

sense  in  your  attitude  I 
When  by  other  folks'  virtues 

or  wits  we  're  opprest, 
We  feel  'tis  no  paradox,  almost 

a  platitude. 

That  "jolly  good  fellows" 
are  after  all  best  I 

We  can't  all  be  famous  in  art 

or  in  'ologies : 
To  the  rank  of  Field  Marshal 

'tis  vain  to  aspire ; 
But — offering  to  Don-dom  a 

thousand  apologies — 
A  "jolly  good  fellowship" 
all  can  acquire. 

THE  HOPE-CROP  IN  SCOT- 
LAND.—In  another  agricultural 
body— the  Scottish  Chamber  to 
wit — they  seem  to  be  rather 
sanguine  souls.  One  speaker 
remarked  that  "  Mr.  LONG  and 
the  other  members  of  the  Go- 
vernment were  pledged  up  to 
the  hilt  to  dispel  agricultural 
depression."  He  did  not  men- 
tion when  the  Government  are 
supposed  to  have  "  taken  the 
pledge,"  or  how  anybody  can 
contrive  to  be  pledged  "  up  to 
the  hilt,"  instead  of— as  it 
ought  to  be— "down  to  the 
dregs,"  about  any  thing.  "Dis- 


CACOtTHES    SCRIBENDI. 

FANCY  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  GENTLEMAN  WHO  WRITES  EVERT  YEAR  TO  THE 

TlMSS,  TO  CHRONICLE  THE  FIRST  PRIMROSE  HE  PICKS  IN  THE  VlCARAOE 

•ARDEN,  AND  THE  BONO  OF  THAT  PRECOCIOUS  CtJCKOO  THAT  HIS  LITTLE 

GRANDSON  HEARD  IN  THE  WOODS  ON  THE  FIRST  OF  APRIL.     HE  is  NOW 

WRITING  TO  DESCRIBE  A  METEOR  WHICH  FLEW  OVER  THE  YlOARAOl  WITH 
A  LOUD  REPORT  AT  9.37J  P.M.  ON  NOVEMBER  5,  1895,  JUST  AS  HE  WAS 
ABOUT  TO  RETIRE  FOR  THE  Mi. II  I. 


pel"  ii  a  little  too  strong. 
Didn't  Lord  SALISBURY  at 
Watford  «ay  he  had  "no 
panacea  "  't  The  farmer's 
friends  must  go  slow — plenty 
of  patience  and  "pluck,"  or 
they  '11  be  "ploughed  "I 

COMA  OH  CONVALESCENCE  I1— 
Listen  to  the  Cork  Daily 
Htrali  .— 

"Something  muit  be  don*  to 
bring  about  the  return  of  the  old 
healthy  conditions  in  the  Iriih 
P«rty.'' 

[t  sees  it  at  last !  No  doubt 
the  Party  was  strong  and  vigor- 
ous "tub  cuniuU  PAHNELL"  ; 
but  was  it  the  strength  of 
health,  or  of  inflammation,  an 
Dr.  G  K  K  A  1. 1>  BALFOUE  and  the 
Unionist  doctors  would  say  '< 
The  leading  Irish  physicians, 
of  course,  hold  that  the  patient 
is  now  in  a  relapse,  and  must 
be  roused  at  all  costs,  and  to 
rouse  him  they  all  quarrel  at 
his  bedside.  Xat  a  "good 
bedside  manner,"  this ! 


Congratulations . 

To  whom  ?  To  Mr.  STANHOPE 
FORBES,  A.R.  A.,  on  his  receiv- 
ing a  first-class  medal  at  the 
Munich  Arts  Exhibition.  They 
should  also  have  bestowed  on 
him  the  freedom  of  the  city  and 
made  him  a  member  of  the 
Munich-inality.  Likewise  to 
HUBERT  HEREOMER,  K. A.,  de- 
corated by  the  Emperor  of  AUS- 
TRIA. So  fir  is  good,  very 
excellent  goad ;  but  there  may 
be  yet  something  in  store  for 
him,  and  Mr.  Punch  says  — 

"  HCBBBT,  I  love  the*. 
Well,  I'll  not  say  whit  I  in- 
tend for  thee.'' 

But  all  will  come  in  good  time, 
to  our  artiatio  Brother  Brush 
and  Worshipful  Worker  in 
metal  9. 


"PLEASE  TO  REMEMBER  THE  NINTH  OF  NOVEMBER." 

AN  esteemed  and  learned  contributor,  who  wishes,  for  the  moment, 
to  preserve  his  incognito,  has  sent  to  85,  Fleet  Street,  a  suggestion 
for  the  procession  of  the  ninth  inst.,  which  may  yet  recommend 
itself  to  the  Lord  Mayor  Elect :— "  As  Sir  WALTER 
is  a  barrister-at-law,  writes  our  correspondent, 
"  would  it  not  be  a  graceful  act  if  his  connection 
with  the  forensic  profession  were  brought  in  promi- 
nence by  suitable  accessories  P "  As  the  idea  is 
worthy  of  consideration,  the  proposed  programme  is 
herewith  set  forth : — 

Constable  clearing  his  throat. 
Inns  of  Court  Volunteers,  with  their  bands. 

Private  Practice  (alone). 
Deputation  of  the  Junior  Bar,  a  thousand  strong, 

shirking  their  military  responsibilities. 
Master  of  the  Revels  of  Gray's  Inn,  in  wig  and 

Maske  of  Flowers,  on  horseback. 
Deputation  of  the  Junior  Bar,  with  Bar-maids, 

dancing. 

Treasurer  of  the  Middle  Temple  seated  in  a  car  repre- 
senting a  Smoking  Concert  in  Hall. 

A  Solicitor  with  briefs. 
Deputation  of  the  Junior  Bar,  two  thousand  strong, 

in  close  attendance. 
Hungry  Member  j  of  the  L.  C.  Sessions  who  have  not 

received  "  soup." 
The  Recorder  of  London  seated  in  his  chariot. 


Banner  with  Recorder's  motto,  "  Come  one,  come  HALL  ! " 
Fall  Members  of  the  L.  C.  Sessions  who  hurt  received  "  soup," 

preceded  by  officer,  in  uniform  of  "  Marshal  TUREEN." 

Sir  G  FORGE  LEWIS  in  a  big  case,  drawn  by  Irritating  Magistrates. 

Deputation  of  the  Junior  Bar,  three  thousand  strong,  prepared 

for  actions. 

A  oar  containing  all  the  Judges,  drawn  by  Mr.  Ex- 
Solioitor-General  on  a  single  sheet. 

Sheriffs'  officers  dancing. 

Trophy  representing  the  Glories  of  the  Past,  including 
Effigies  of  JOHN  DOE  and  RICHARD  ROE,  and 

other  celebrities. 
One-horse  Fly  of  Mr.  A.  BRIEFLESS,  Junior, 

occupied  by  his  Clerk. 

The  City  Marshal  alone,  without  SNELOROV*. 
The  Right  Hon.  the  LORD  MAYOR  in  full  forensic 

costume,  consulting  his  Fee-book. 
Deputations  from  various  Bars — Potters  Bar,  Crite- 
rion Bar,  Old  Turnpike  Bars,  and 
Sir  ARTHTTR  SITLLTVAN  representing  Bar  of  Music. 
It  is  suggested  by  the  proposer  of  the  programme 
that  it  would  be  useless  to  arrange  for  any  large 
number  of  solicitors  to  be  present.    The  members  of 
that  branch  of  the  profession  are  invariable  well 
employed  during  term  time.    But  this  consideration 
does  not  apply  to  the  younger  members  of  the  Bar. 
It  is  understood  that  gentlemen  duly  qualified  to 
take  part  in  the  procession  can  obtain  full  particulars 
by  applying  to  Pump-handle  Court,  and  asking  (in 
the  nrst  instance)  for  Mr.  PORTINGTON. 
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HOW  KIPPER  SLEW  THE  NEW  FOREST  HORNET. 
CHAPTEB  III. — The  Restoration. 

IT  was  a  terrible  position.  The  goblin  and  the  hornet  glared  at 
one  another  as  fiercely  as  two  ladies,  who  have  got  on  the  same 
patterned  frocks.  It  was  one  of  those  moments  when  you  could  no 
more  tell  the  hour  by  blowing  thistle-down  than  attempt  to  make 
snowballs  out  of  hoar  frost.  KIPPEB  was  the  first  to  recover  his 
presence  of  mind.  "  What  do  you  want  here?  "  he  shouted  to  the 
hornet  with  all  the  virtuous  force  which  he  could  put  into  a  voice 
not  naturally  bass.  "What  do  you  want  here  ?  "  he  repeated,  more 
angrily :  and,  nearly  cracking  his  organ  of  speech,  he  screamed,  with 
a  superb  air  of  command,  "Be  off,  you  rascal!  I  say,  be  offl' 
The  giant  hornet  smiled  in  that  sort  of  way  which  gives  an  honest 
ladybird  the  creeps,  as  he  growled, 
"What  do  I  want?  That  girl!"— and 
he  pointed  to  the  terrified  EGLANTINE. 
"  I'll  teach  her  to  interfere  in  my 
business.  I  've  no  quarrel  with  you, 
KIPPEB,  so  I  strongly  advise  you  to 
mount  your  old  horny-head"  (here  the 
stag-beetle  said  a  rude  remark  to  him- 
self), "  get  out  of  my  way,  and  let  me 
do  my  will."  "  Never  ! "  cried  KIPPEB, 
drawing  his  fine  sword-grass  blade. 
"Comeonl"  "0!  KIPPEB,  dear  KIPPEB, 
don't  risk  your  lite  for  me,"  sighed 
EGLANTINE;  "please  don't."  "Keep 
quiet  1  "  muttered  KIPPEB,  testily. 

Why  do  women  always  interfere  in 
these  little  matters  ?  "  Then  to  NIPPABD 
he  added,  "Come  on,  you  swaggering 
bully,  you  tormentor  of  every  peaceful 
inhabitant,  you  horrid  tyrant,  you " 

But  here  the  hornet,  stung  by  these 
reproaches,  tried  to  reply  in  similar  but 
more  practical  fashion.  KIPPEB,  how- 
ever, was  too  quick  for  him,  and  gave 
him  a  sharp  prod  in  the  right  wing  just 
as  he  was  swooping  down  on  the  crouoh- 
ing  EGLANTINE.  The  stagbeetle  clapped 
his  horns  together  at  the  thrust,  while 
the  toad  waddled  out  of  his  hole  and 
took  notes  of  the  affray  without  com- 
ment, for  he  had  just  as  fine  a  sense  of 
the  value  of  neutrality  as  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
or  the  PBESIDENT  of  the  United  States. 
NIPPABD,  however,  was  in  nowise  dis- 
comfited and  made  another  ferocious 
dash,  this  time  straight  at  KIPPEB,  who 
fenced  his  sting,  but  got  a  buffet  on  the  head  from  the  hornet's 
body  which  almost  knocked  him  off  his  legs.  However,  he  re- 
covered himself  and  stood  once  more  on  guard.  EGLANTINE  mean- 
while had  pressed  some  more  wild  mint  between  her  fingers  and 
anointed  her  champion's  brow.  This  seemed  to  refresh  him  very 
much.  As  to  the  stagbeetle,  he  was  too  frightened  to  do  anything. 
So  the  fight  continued,  now  KIPPEB  got  a  good  stroke,  now  NIPPAED 
wounded  the  goblin,  but  the  hornet  was  never  able  to  get  full  power 
into  his  sting,  nor  the  goblin  into  his  sword,  so  nimble  were  both. 

At  last  KIPPBB,  in  parrying  a  most  venomous  onslaught,  tripped 
and  fell  backwards,  and,  ere  EGLANTINE  or  the  stagbeetle  could  come 
to  his  assistance,  his  foe  had  pounced  upon  him.  It  was  a  fearful 
sight  as  both  struggled  on  the  sward.  At  last  KIPPER'S  blade  was 
thrust  with  a  shout  of  triumph  into  the  monster's  body,  and  he  stood 
on  it  as  it  fell.  But  alas !  scarcely  had  he  done  so,  when  he  himself 
rolled  lifeless  beside  the  corpse  of  his  enemy.  He  had  forgotten  that 


"He  recovered  himself  and  stood  once  morn  on  guard." 


hornets,  like  wasps  and  writers  of  reminiscence",  can  still  sting,  when 
they  no  longer  breathe.  EGLANTINE  and  the  stagbee'le  vainly 
endeavoured  to  revive  the  champion,  who  had  won.  He  was  as 
insensible  to  their  attentions  as  is  an  ironclad  ship  to  the  persistence 
of  an  exploded  torpedo.  The  stagbeetle,  who  was  gettiag  rather 
weary  from  want  of  refreshment,  and  hated  "scenes,"  proposed  that 
he  fhould  go  and  fetch  assistance  while  EGLANTINE  might  watch 
the  body.  This  the  readily  consented  to  do.  Hardly  had  the  beetle 
droned  himself  out  of  sight  when  she  flung  herself  upon  the  remains 
of  the  hero  and  shed  many  bitter  tears  ere  the  could  speak.  At 
last  she  cried  in  her  anguish  "  Oh !  my  dearest,  who  was  to  good 
to  me,  come  back,  come  back,  for  I  love  you;  yes!  I  love  you 
dearly." 

Scarcely  were  the  words  out  of  her  mouth  when  the  little  form  of 
KIPPEB  disappeared,  and  there  arose  in  his  place  not  a  prince  in 
velvet  doublet  and  silken  hose,  but  a 
well  favoured  man  of  about  thirty, 
dressed  in  a  tweed  suit,  with  billycock 
hat  to  match.  EGLANTINE,  though  very 
much  surprised,  was  not  the  least  bit 
frightened,  not  even  when  the  stranger 
addressed  her.  "  Sweetest  EGLANTINE," 
he  said,  "  know  that  I  am  not  a  goblin, 
but  a  human  being  like  yourself.  I 
was  fortunate  enough  to  discover  a  mine 
of  virgin  gold  in  Western  Australia,  and 
to  have  the  property  assianed  to  me  by 
the  government.  Selfishly  I  kept  the 
secret  to  myself,  and  thereby  incurred 
the  anger  of  the  King  of  the  Gnomes, 
who,  as  a  punishment  for  my  sin  against 
the  welfare  of  humanity,  caused  me  to 
be  seized  and  transported  here  by  the 
Underground  Antipodes  Railway.  In 
this  forest  I  was  to  abide  in  the  repul- 
sive form  of  KIPPEB  the  Goblin,  and  to 
make  myself  as  disagreeable  as  possible 
to  everybody.  I  have  done  so,  with 
considerable  success.  Only  one  chance 
of  release  was  given  to  me,  and  that 
was  when  some  pure-hearted  maiden 
thould  declare  her  love  for  me.  My 
case  seemed  hopeless ;  but  you,  darling, 
have  broken  the  spell,  and  restored  me  to 
my  real  self.  My  true  name  is  ARCHI- 
BALD JOHNSON.  Will  you  be  Mrs.  J.  ? 

EGLANTINE,  having  no  fixed  ideas  as 
to  "the  proper  age  of  love,"  unhesita- 
tingly answered  "  Yes." 

So  the  inhabitants  of  the  New  Forest, 
big  and  little,  knew  EGLANTINE  no  more, 
and  her  mother  retired  to  a  house  in  Grosvenor  Square,  where  she 
was  waited  on  by  a  butler  who  looked  like  a  bishop,  and  by  sixteen 
tall  footmen,  whose  discharges  from  the  Life  Guards  she  had  bought 
at  considerable  expense  to  her  son-in-law.  But  he  was  rich  and 
happy,  and  his  beautiful  wife's  photographs  were  in  all  the  stationers' 
shop-windows.  No  trace  of  the  grtat  fight  exists,  except  the  body 
of  NIPPABD  the  Hornet,  which  the  toad,  with  an  eye  to  business, 
stuffed,  and  exhibits  on  bank  holidays  and  Coronation  Day  to  all  the 
lower  members  of  creat  inn  at  four  barleycorns  a  head ;  moles,  earth- 
worm', and  tadpoles  half-price.  He  devotes  part  of  the  proceeds  to 
the  Home  for  Decrepit  Dormice,  so  it  costs  him  nothing.  As  to  the 
stagbeetle,  he  joined  a  travelling  circus,  after  being  painted  white 
with  black  spots.  He  was  accidentally  killed,  when  doing  the  hoop- 
trick,  and  may  now  be  teen  labelled  a  "Remarkable  Specimen"  in 
the  Natural  History  Museum  at  South  Kensington. 

THE  END. 


CANINE  SAGACITY  IN  EXCELSIS. 

DEAB  SIB,— I  can  vouch  for  the  absolute  accuracy  of  the  following 
remarkable  instance  of  canine  sense  and  kindly  feeling.  My  wife 
has  a  little  pet  dog,  with  a  singular  penchant  for  bones,  which  he  is 
apt  to  litter  about  in  inconvenient  places. 

The  other  morning  my  wife  discovered,  under  her  pillow,  a  half- 
gnawed  bone,  evidently  placed  there  by  Tim  (the  dog),  who  is 
accustomed  to  sleep  at  the  foot  of  our  bed.  Now  this  is  where  the 
extraordinary  intelligence  comes  in.  Our  doctor,  on  the  previous 
day,  had  told  my  wife  that  she  must  take  nourishment  at  frequent 
intervals,  even,  if  necessary,  in  the  middle  of  the  night ;  and,  when 
the  doctor  said  this,  Tim  was  present !  The  devoted  animal  evi- 
dently thought  this  an  excellent  opportunity  for  serving  his  beloved 
mistress ;  and  consequently  he  sacrificed  his  best  and  most  cherished 
bone,  that  fhe  might  have  something  to  eat  during  the  long  night 
watches.  What  altruism  is  displayed  by  this  selection  of  a  hiding- 
place,  and  how  it  puts  us  poor  humans  to  the  blush ! 


It  certainly  was  not  the  dog's  fault  if  a  partially-gnawed  bone 
was  not  precisely  the  sort  of  delicacy  likely  to  tempt  my  wife's 
capricious  appetite.  A  doff  cannot  be  expected  to  know  everything  1 
All  honour  to  this  noble-minded  quadruped  I  "  La  pint  noble  con- 
quete  que  I'homme  ait  jamais  faite."  says  BUFFON,  "  c'est"—  Jest 
assurement  noire  Tim !  Yours  ever,  SPECTATOB. 


IN  a  letter,  published  a  while  ago  in  the  columns  of  Truth,  and 
pertinently  entitled  "Cacophonous  London,"  Dr.  GEOBGE  WELDON 
ably  pointed  out  the  evil  effects  upon  the  nervous  system  of  the 
community  caused  by  vagrant  singers,  shrieking  newspaper  boys, 
German  bands,  piano  organs,  et  hoc  genus  omne.  We  now  notice 
that  Mr.  CHABLES  Fox,  who  is  "organising  a  campaign"— this 
"  organising"  is  evidently  on  the  homoeopathic  principle  that  "  like 
cures  like  " — against  the  nuisance,  has  addressed  a  meeting  of  the 
Balloon  Society  on  the  subject.  But  why  the  Balloon  Society  ?  The 
"  cacophony"  complained  of  is  not,  unfortunately,  in  nubibut. 
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PEACE    AND    PLENTY. 

NOTES  FROM  THE  MENU  CARL  OK  Tour,  M.P. 

Il'itel  Metropole,  Wednesday  Night. — Dinner  in  Whitehall  Rooms 
to  celebrate  completion  of  railway  communication  between  Natal  and 
South  Africa.  Occasion  important ;  list  of  guests  comprehensive ; 
all  the  Colonies  reprtsentfd,  whilst  DON  Jpsfe,  home  from  historic 
Spain,  happily  typified  the  paternal  British  Lion  glad  to  see  its 
cubs  around  U.  WALTER  PEACE,  Agent-General  for  Natal,  is  the 
Amphitryon—  le  veritable  Amphitryon  ou  Pan  dine.  As  SAKK  says, 
"  With  PEICE  in  the  Chair  and  Plenty  on  the  table,  what  more  can 
one  desire?" 

An  excellent  dinner,  marked  by  an  innovation  against  -which  pro- 
test cannot  be  made  too  early.  Between  the  entree  and  the  joint 

cigarette*  served 
Worse  still,  they 
were  lit  and 
smoked  ;   timid- 
ly at  first,    but 
weak-  minded 
men    seeing 
others  start  also 
made  themselves 
uncomfortable. 
Room  soon  filled 
with     poisonous 
smoke  of  tobacco 
and  paper.  Hike 
a  cigar  at  dinner, 
or  evtn  two— in 
proper     place. 
This  spoiling  of 
the   palate  mid- 
way  through    a 
meal  was  wanton 
flying  in  the  face 
of       Providence 
who    had    next 
provided    excel- 
lent    saddle    of 
Welsh     mutton. 
Joe  Chamberlion  encouraging  the  Colonial  Cubs.         Custom    of    in- 
terpolating cigarette  has  not  even  colonial  origin  to  recommend  it. 
"  KICKY  "  likes  it,  'tis  true.    But  the  British  publio  scornfully  asks, 
"  Who 's  KICKY  ?"  and  will  be  no  wiser  if  I  tell  them  he 's  a  capitalist. 
After  dinner,  speeches.    For  a  man  whose  breast  is  blazoned  with 
Victoria  Cross,  never  saw  anyone  in  such  a  funk  as  REDVBBS  BULLKB 
when  he  roee  to  reply  to  toast  to  the  Army.    Knees  shook ;  manly 


rather  have  gone  through  the  Ashantee  Campaign  again,  or  worked 
hi*  way  once  more  through  the  fad  Sondan 

Nothing  of  this  feeling  apparent  in  demeanour  of  old  friend 
MARTIN  F.  TUFFER.  General  impresnon  is  that,  like  SHAKSPEARE, 
he  is  dead.  Allamistake;  only  changed  his  estate ;  dropped  his  earlier 
initial* ;  assumed  name  of  CHARLES,  with  a  baronetcy,  the  G.C.M.O., 
the  C.B.,  and  the  High  Commission ership  of  Canada.  Talks  prose 
now  instead  of  poetry.  But  the  old  style  indelible,  ineradicable. 
His  speech  to-night  marked  by  all  the  prosy,  kindly,  commonplace 
verbosity  of  the  Proverbial  Philosophy  of  his  earlier  state.  _ 

DON  JOSE,  rising  to  respond  to  toast  of  his  health,  met  with  hearty 
reception.  Misguided  man  at  end  of  room  proposed  to  greet  him  as 
"a  jolly  good  fellow."  Effort  well  meant;  had  the  songster 
managed,  at  outset,  to  strike  right  note,  the  thing  might  have  been 
done.  As  it  was  inappropriateness  of  this  particular  hymnal,  com- 
bined with  a  certain  flatness  in  the  opening  notes  of  the  songster, 
chilled  the  choir.  As  SABK  says,  "jollity  not  precisely  the  quality 
one  associates  with  JOE."  So  the  melody,  after  feebly  fizzling  round 
the  tables,  was  drowned  in  burst  of  langnter. 

Occasion  was,  as  DON  JOSK  remarked,  first  time  he  had  publicly 
appeared  in  capacity  of  Minister  for  the  Colonies.  In  every  way 
a  happy  one.  A  gathering  representing  the  uttermost  corners  of  the 
Empire,  each  vying  with  the  other  in  loyalty  to  Crown.  New  Secre- 
tary, with  easy  grace,  rose  to  height  of  situation.  Struck  lofty  note 
in  his  picture  of  our  fellow-subjects  throughout  the  world  recognis- 
ing the  great  inheritance  that  has  befallen  them  by  mere  virtue  of 
their  citizenship.  "  They  must  feel,"  he  said,  in  ringing  voice  that 
found  echo  in  the  crowded  room,  "  that  no  separate  existence,  how- 
ever splendid,  could  compare  with  that  they  enjoy  equally  wi'h  our- 
selves an  j  .bit  heirs  of  all  the  traditions  of  the  jast.  jnint  partakers 
of  all  the  influence,  resources,  and  power  of  the  British  Empire." 

A  speech  not  too  long,  splendidly  pitched,  admirably  phrased,  full  of 
the  old.  Palmerstonian  ring,  and  yet,  if  olqselv  examined,  signifying 
nothing  likely  to  embarrass  a  Minister  in  future  relations  either 


with  Colonies  or  foreign  powers.  Jnst  the  thiog'for  the  hour,  and 
the  place.  Full  of  promi«e  for  freth  triumph*  for  DON  Josf.  on  the 
new  pathway  he  surprised  gome  people  by  selecting  as  his  own. 

After  the  Colonial  Secretary,  the  Lord  High  Admiral.  DON 
CUBRIK,  also,  though  in  quite  a  different  way,  in  his  best  form. 
Could  not  look  upon  him  as  with  clasped  hands,  and  eyei  upraised  to 
a  perturbtd  firmament,  be  protested  (gainst  continued  absence  of 
imperial  subvention  of  mail  packets  to  the  Cape,  without  thinking 
what  a  tragedian  is  here  lost  to  the  stage  1 

Threw  (juite  a  fresh  light  on  the  Spanish  Armada.  "  Why,"  he 
exclaimed,  "the  Spanish  Armada,  with  the  assistance  of  Portugal 
and  Mexico,  did  not  include  as  many  ships  as  are  under  my  manage- 
ment in  the  Castle  fleet !  " 

"  Let  us  be  grateful,"  said  SAKE,  as  the  man  in  the  hat  and  cloak 
department  handed  him  through  the  pigeon-hole  someone  else's 
overcoat,  "that  Don  CCHHIR  was  not  born  before  his  time  or  out  of 
his  place.  Had  he  been  a  subject  of  PHILIP  THE  SECOND,  he  would 
certainly  have  commanded  the  Armada.  In  which  ca«e  the  whole 
course  of  history  would  have  been  changed,  and  to-day  Great  Britain 
would  have  been  even  as  Cuba." 


THE  NEW  WOMAN  IN  SOMERSET. 

(Told  by  the  Old  Woman  at  the  Farm.) 

TWERE  market  day,  and  JOHN  were  late, 

I  thart  o'  steppin'  out  up  t'  hill, 
When  there  in  t  road,  'gin  barton  gate, 

I  see  a  body,  aim  faint  and  ill. 
'Twere  one  o'  these  ycr  cyclist  folk, 

Us  ha' n't  tin  much  on  'em  Quantcck  way, 
But  ROBERT  to  Lunnon,  he've  often  spoke 

0'  women  in  breeks—  more  shame,  I  say. 
Well,  there !  'twere  one  on  'em,  sure  as  sure ; 

Look  fair  a-doneded — her  must  ha"  bin — 
So,  breeks  or  no,  when  htr  knock  on  t'  door, 

"  Wark  in,"  I  says  to  her.     "  Pla»e  to  wark  in." 

Her  'd  a  snmraat  to  eat  and  drink,  and  then 

Her  do  tark  so  fast  as  a  chatter-pie 
"Bout 't  rights  o'  women,  and  tyrant  men, 

I  tellee,  her  fair  a-flummoxed  I. 
Such  a  power  o'  words,  eim  Latin  and  Greek, 

As  yon  couldn't  tell  up  not  one  in  ten, 
And  her  said  as  us  art  for  to  vote  and  speak, 

And  be  in  t'  Parliament,  same  as  men. 
And  a  terrible  plenty  o'  nonsense  more— 

The  things  some  folk  do  get  pntt'n  about 
Afore  JOHN  come  home,  us  opened  t'  door. 

And  " Wark  out,  wull  ee?"  I  says,  "Wark  out ! " 


WHAT'S  IN  A  NAME  ?— The  Hampshire  County  Council  is  dubious 
whether  it  should  surrender  the  title  of  "  County  of  Southampton  " 
to  the  great  borough,  which  Sir  CHARLES  SCOTTIR  has  so  greatly 
benefited.  Why  not  call  the  county  Cockhamptonshire,  a  cognomen 
which  would  en-hantt  its  supremacy  over  the  district  with  a  similar, 
but  northern  appellation  P  Those  sensible  county  magnates  the 
Messrs.  PORTAL  are  always  open  to  a  practical  suggestion. 


Song  for  the  Shipbuilding  Trade. 
(On  the  Clyde.) 

[What  is  called  a  "  sympathetic "  lock-out  hu  been  carried  out  by  the 
employers  on  the  Clyde,  in  consequence  of  a  itrike  on  the  Larne  at  Be  If  ml]. 

Labour  (after  a  celebrated  model),  loquitur  .— 

I  SITS  with  my  hands  in  my  lap, 

And  if  any  one  axes  me  why, 

I  points  out  Belfast  to  the  chap ; 

"  It  is  '  BJ  mint hy '  makes  me,"  says  I. 


"  SPEID  THE  PABTINO,  WELCOME  THE  COMLWO  GUEST,"  OH  "  THI 
1  Ours  AND  INS  '  OF  IT."— Lord  ROSEBERY  left  Sandringham,  and 
Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  arrived. 

"0  REFORM  IT  ALTOGETHER  I "— The  LOED  MAYOR'S  Show  U  a 
thing  of  the  past.  It  «as  better  done  last  Saturday  than  it  has  been 
on  any  recent  occasion.  But  it  would  be  "  better  done  " — away  with. 


To  MR.  CHAMBEBXAIN  AS  COLONIAL  MINISTER.  —  Many  Happy 
Returns  of  his  "  Natal "  Day. 


VOL.   CM. 
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"AU    PIED    DE    LA    LETTRE." 

Customer  (to famous  Modiste).  "I'll  PARTING  WITH  icr  MAID,  MADAME  ALDBGONDE,  AND  I  SHOULD  LIKE  TO  GIT  HER  INTO  YOCK 
ESTABLISHMENT."  Madame  A.  "WHAT  CAN  SHK  DO?"  Customer.  "  SHI'S  ALREADY  A  VERT  DECENT  DRESSMAKIR." 

Madame  A.  "  I  'M  AFRAID,  MADAM,  THAT  SHE  WOULD  NOT  DO  FOR  MOST  OF  uv  CUSTOMERS  I " 


ROUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

IN  this  depressing  weather  it  is  always  well  to  have  something  tj 
be  thankful  for.  My  own  special  subject  for  gratitude  is  the  cessa- 
tion and  final  end  of  the  Marlborough-Vanderbilt  wedding.  All 
these  columns  of  matrimonial  gush  which  have  been  arriving  by 
mail  and  cable  from  America  have  been  sufficient  to  make  even  a 
pood  man  curse  his  fellow- man,  and  retire  to  some  othei  planet. 
Perhaps  the  young  Duke  himself  ought  not  to  be  blamed.  I  know 
nothing  against  him  except  that  he  was  arrested  in  New  York  for 
"coasting"  on  a  bicycle,  and  that  he  has  made  one  speech  in  the 
House  of  Lords.  These  are  grave  matters,  no  doubt,  but  they  mutt 
not  be  allowed  to  blast  a  young  man's  career  at  its  very  outset. 


NOR  possibly  are  the  VANDKiBais  altogether  in  fault.  They 
pos«es3  many  millions,  and  it  is  perhaps  natural  that  they  should 
detire  to  celebrate  the  marriage  < f  their  daughter  by  spending  some 
of  their  dollars  on  diamonds,  rubies,  gold,  silver,  and  exotic  flowers. 
But  what  is  oifemive  about  the  business  is  the  morbid  excitement 
of  the  American  public.  The  American  public  may  declare  that  it 
was  not  excited ;  but,  in  that  case,  it  is  difficult  to  understand  why 
its  newspaper  proprietors  should  have  flotded  their  columns  with 
descriptive  gush  in  which  not  even  the  bride's  underclothing  is 
spared  from  pubiicily. 

MOREOVER,  this  marriage  was  rehearsed.  I  don't  think  I  am 
putting  the  matter  too  strongly  when  1  say  that  this  constitutes  an 
outrage  not  only  on  good  taste,  but  on  all  proper  religious  feeling. 
I  imagine  the  happy  pair  bowing  and  kneeling  with  their  bridesmaids 
and  attendants,  and  the  weeping  maiden  aunts  who  are  never  absent 
from  such  a  ceremony,  going  solemnly  through  the  intricate  maze  of 
responses,  while  a  mock  clergyman  reads  a  mock  service  and  all  the 
spectators  indulge  in  a  mockery  of  emotion  and  congratulation.  For 
myself  I  would  as  soon  re-marry  a  hearse,  as  rehearse  a  marriage. 

THK  whole  business  is,  in  fact,  an  illustration  of  that  passion  for 
tawdry  display  and  vulgar  ostentation  in  which  the  great  American 
Republic  seems  to  have  gone  not  one  but  about  a  million  better  (or 
worse)  than  the  parent  stock.  I  sincerely  hope  that  the  supply  of 


marriageable  peers  and  American  heiresses  is  now  exhausted,  and 
that  we  may  hear  no  more  of  these  international  engagement*. 

I  STOKE  last  weik  of  the  undergraduate  in  relation  to  Ml  dog 
This  week  I  should  like  to  say  a  few  words  of  the  undergraduate  in 
relation  to  his  clothes.  It  seems  to  be  generally  imagined  that  the 
undergraduate  is  addicted  to  dressing  himself  oat  in  the  smartest 
possible  clothes  for  his  daily  stroll  along  King's  Parade  or  the  High. 
Nothing  can  be  further  from  the  fact.  The  error  is  probably  due  to 
those  splendidly  inaccurate  descriptions  of  university  life  with  which 
novel  readers  have  been  of  late  perplexed.  From  these  it  might  be 
supposed  that  the  undergraduate  was  in  the  habit  of  changing  his 
clothes  some  six  times  a  day  merely  for  purposes  of  display,  and  of 
reserving  his  very  smartest  suit  for  the  daily  visit  that  he  payg  ti 
the  gorgeous  gambliog-hells  which  are,  as  we  aU  know,  to  be  found 
by  the  ecore  in  the  suburban  districts  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  average  undergraduate  is,  in  matters  of 
dress,  the  simplest  of  mankind.  His  great  ideal  is  comfort,  and  as 
old  clothes  are  naturally  more  comfortable  than  new,  it  is  quite  a 
common  sight  to  see  great  Bines,  presidents  of  clubi,  shining  lights 
of  the  river,  the  field,  or  the  schools  arrayed  in  Norfolk  jackets,  in 
trousers  on  which  at  least  two  winters  have  laid  their  defacing  hand, 
and  in  shirts  which,  though  of  an  immaculate  cleanness,  show 
evident  signs  of  wear  and  tear  in  the  onff  department. 

IT  mukt  be  remembered  that  the  ordinary  ui dergraduate  only 
wears  the  clothes  of  civilisation  for  about  half  of  every  day.  During 
the  rest  of  the  time  he  is  to  be  found  in  the  garb  most  appropriate  to 
his  athletic  pursuits.  In  the  ease  of  a  rowing  man,  these  extend 
only  to  within  six  inches  of  his  knees,  and  spectators  have  been  h«aid 
to  wonder  how  such  large  and  heavy  frames  can  be  supported  on  so 
melancholy  a  deficiency  of  calves.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  it  is 
a  fact  that  if  a  rowing  man  stands  more  than  seventy-two  inches  in 
height,  the  girth  of  his  calves  will  not  exceed  some  ten  inches. 

IF  in  writing  thus  of  undergraduate  dress  I  have  destroyed  a 
cherished  illusion,  I  can  only  express  n»y  regret ;  but  I  have  a  strong 
feeling  that  the  truth  should  be  at  last  made  to  prevail,  even  against 
the  inexactitudes  of  university  novelists. 
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THE  MARVELLOUS  FEAT  OF  TREE-ILBY  SVENCALIVANISED! 

"  Trilby't  tootsies !    Trilby'i  feet ! 

There 's  no  mistake, 

They  take  the  cake, 
Do  Trilby' »  model  feet !  " 

Chorus  of  Popular  Nigger  Song,  adapted. 

THE  state  of  those  who  have  read  the  novel  hefore  seeing  the  play, 
is  gracious;  the  state  of  those  who  have  seen  the  play  without  having 


Mr.  Iree  Svmgalitanting.  "You  must  learn  to  love  me!  " 

previously  read  the  novel,  is  the  more  gracious.  Svengali,  the  weird, 
unwashed  Hebrew,  the  fantastical,  musical  magician,  so  dominates 
the  story,  that  the  author  of  his  heinsr  will  he  remembered  as  GEOHGE 
r  MitraiER.  And  Svengali  the  Satanical,  marvellously  imperso- 


luujwu,  wuv  luirprwuftj  tuo  lenriui     oDjeci,    me  airty 

demoniac  hypnotiser,  on  whom  all  eyes  are  fixed,  and  in  whom  the 

iterest  is  centred.    He  is  Shylock  and  Fagin,  Mephistophelesized ; 


he  is  as  loathsome  as  Hyde  without  Jekyl ;  he  is  the  Spirit  of  Evil  in 
the  story  of  the  Devil's  Violin  ;  he  is  the  haunting,  cringing  fiend  in 
the  Shadowless  Man  ;  he  is,  in  fact,  the  very  Deuce  himself. 

"  0  don't  you  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt,"  is  the  ' '  old  song  " 
which,  at  first,  Miss  Trilby  O'Ferrall  "  cannot  sing,"  hut  which, 
when  hypnotised  by  Satanical  Svengali,  she  does  sing ;  and,  with 
this,  and  with  one  or  two  other  ancient  ditties  in  her  rather  limited 
repertoire,  she  makes  Svengah's  fortune.  The  Diva  is  beaten  and 
kicked  by  the  savage  Svengali  (not  in  the  presence  of  the  audience) 
as  if  she  were  his  slave,  and  he  the  brutal  slave-driver.  But, 
why  this  treatment,  if  he  has  only  to  hypnotise  her  in  order  to 
render  her  obedient  to  his  slightest  wish  f  It  is,  I  suppose, 
considered  necessary  he  should  do  so,  in  order  to  excite  our 
compassion  for  his  victim,  the  unfortunate  Miss  Trilbyl  and  so  to 
bring  down  upon  him  the  just  chastisement  which  is  the  immediate 
cause  of  his  death.  Otherwise,  as  Srengali  has  told  her  he  loves 
her,  and  as  she  (hypnotised  of  course)  becomes  his  wife,  why  this 
horrible  ill-treatment  ?  This  ceems  to  me  to  be  the  only  weak 
pi  int  in  the  plot  of  Mr.  PAUL  POTTER'S  undeniably  clever  and  most 
effective  play.  But  surely  Srengali' t  diabolically  jtalous  hatred  of 
"Little  SMee,"  his  successful  rival  in  the  affections  of  Trilby 
fwhen  unhypnotised)  would  be  sufficient  motive  for  the  brutal 
insult  he  inflicts  on  Miit  O'Ferrall's  faithful,  but  insignificant, 
jittle  lover,  and  for  which,  at  the  hands  of  the  strong  man,  Taffy, 
the  fiend-like  Svengali  has  to  pay  with  his  life. 

"  PAUL  POTTER,"  a  name  hitherto  historically  associated  with  the 
celebrated  "Bull,"  not  Papal  but  pictorial,  now  about  two  centurio3 
uld,  has  hit  the  bull's-eye  this  time,  and  will  realise  a  good  round 
sum  from  JOHN  "of  that  ilk."  Thoroughly  does  PAUL  deserve  it 
for  his  audacious  ingenuity  and  Ids  diring  disregard  of  dramatic 
conventionality.  His  third  act,  in  which  there  is  hardly  any  action 
until  the  second  entrance  of  Svengali,  is  so  contrived  that  a  few 
persons  narrating  in  dialogue  what  they  are  supposed  to  see  hap- 
pening off  the  stage,  work  up  the  excitement  of  the  audience  to 
such  a  pitch  that  they  instinctively  cry  "hush!"  in  order  that 
they  too  may  join  with  the  characters  on  the  scene  in  listening  to 
the  voice  of  an  invisible  Trilby  singing  the  hackneyed  ditty  "  Sen 
Salt"  .'  This  is  a  triumph  due  to  the  dramatist,  to  Messrs.  LIONEL 
BBOUGH  (The  Laird),  Mr.  EDMUND  MAURICE  (Taffy),  and  Mr. 
PATRICK  EVANS  (Little  Billee],  with  Miss  FILIPPI  as  Madame 
Vinard. 

In  this  scene  Mr.  TREK'S  Svengali  is  no  longer  the  squalid  Fagin, 
but  is  like  the  old  pictures  of  PAGANINI,  the  famous  violinist,  decked 
with  the  jewellery  of  the  once  celebrated  "  Mons.  JULLIKN."  Now 
comes  the  exhibition  of  Scengah's  venomous  hatred  for  Little  Sillee, 
in  whose  face  he  spits  ;  a  horrible  and  revolting  thing  to  see  done  en 
the  stage,  even  though  we  know  he  is  "only  purtendin'."  For 
this  disgusting  exhibition  of  temper,  he  is  half  strangled  by  the 
Welsh  giant  Taffy. 

Trilby,  no  longer  under  the  hypnotic  influence  of  Scengali,  sings 
horribly  out  of  tune ;  the  audience  are  supposed  to  rise  in  their 
wrath  and  threaten  to  wreck  the  house  (rather  a  strong  order  this, 
but,  as  I  have  hinted,  what  no  other  dramatist  dares  POTTER  dares); 
and  then  the  miserable  Srengali,  after  writhing  and  twisting  in  his 
last  agony,  and  "doing  a  back-fall"  across  a  table  with  his  head 
downwards  towards  the  foot-lights,  his  breath  shaken  out  of  his 
body,  his  hair  out  of  curl,  his  eyes  staring  horribly,  dies,— a  terrible 
topsy-turvy  death  never  before  seen  on  any  stage. 

In  the  last  Act  poor  ill-used  Miss  O'Ferrall  also  dies.  The 
dramatist  has  prevented  this  scene  from  being  an  anti-climax, 
wherein  lay  the  danger,  by  preparing  the  audience  with  a  weird 
story  told  by  Zouzou  (Mr.  HEEBERT  Ross)  of  his  having  seen  the 
ghost  of  Scengali,  who,  soon  afterwards,  appears  as  a  portrait  of 
himself — not "  a  speaking  likeness, '  as  he  does  not  utter  a  syllable, 
— done  in  "luminous  paint,"  within  a  picture-frame  which  has  been 
forwarded  as  a  nice  little  wedding  present  to 
Miss  O'Ferrall  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage 
with  Little  Billee,  accompanied  by  a  letter  in 
Scengah's  handwriting.sent  probably  through 
the  infernal  agency  of  the  Dead  Letter  Office 
authorities.  Thus  the  Satanical  Svengali, 
taking  a  hint  from  the  Commendatore's 
statue  in  Don  Giovanni,  dominates  the  play 
till  the  final  descent  of  the  curtain. 

Miss  DOROTHEA  BAIKD,  with  naked  tootsies 
exposed  to  the  naked  eye— she  is  henceforth 
"Miss  DOLLY  BAiRD-feet"— cannot  be  im- 
proved on  as  the  pretty,  gay,  sad,  much-suffer- 
ing, hypnotised  Trilby.  Of  all  possible  Trilby  s, 
"  BATBD'S  the  Best."  The  play  could  not  be 
better  acted  all  round.  The  French  Due,  for- 
merly Zouzou  the  Zouave,  is  first-rate.  Mr. 
CHARLES  ALLANS  as  a  respectable  English  Archdeacon,  finding 
himself  in  Bohemian  Paris,  is  excellent.  The  success  of  Trilby,  with 
her  nude  tootsies,  may  give  new  life  to  the  ancient  slang  inquiry, 
"  How 's  your  poor  feet  f  " 


"A    Bsird    in    the 
Haymarket    is    worth 
two  in  the  Book." 
(Signed}  P-L  P-TT-K. 


HI 
X 
ta 


- 

3 

— 

HH 

O 


o 

Q 


o 
o 


NOVEMBBR  16,  1896.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI 


237 


MODERN    EDUCATION. 


She  (to  athletic  cousin).  "Do  YOU  WOBK  MUCH  AT  CAMBKIDGK  t ' 
ffe.  '  Yis  ;  WHIN  I  'vx  TIMS  I" 


CABBY ;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE  RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

(By  "Hansom  Jack.") 

No.    XI. —CABBY'S    NOTES  ON    NOVEMBER-FOG    ON  THE 
FIFTH— A  PYROTECHNIC  FARE-ASTRAY  IN  THE 

SUBURBS-FIREWORKS  IN  FOGLAND. 
"REMIMBEB,  remember,  the  fifth  o' November  "  P  You  bet  if  there 's 

any  one  does,  'tis  a  Cabby. 
Novtmber's  the  month  when  all  London's  smudged  out,  and  the 

Cookneyist  driver  runs  wild  as  a  babby. 
Eugh  I    I  oould  tell  you  some  chump-chilling  tales  about  life  on  the 

box  in  a  London  peasouper. 

Which  'im  who  would  stand,  after  twenty  or  so,  must  be  'ard  as  tin- 
tacks,  and  as  tough  as  a  trcoper. 
"  Jimminy-whiz  I "  as  YANK  MUSHGITOBBER  puts  it,  our  sububs  in 

frost,  with  a  fog,  is  tremenjous. 
And  arter  a  few  'ours  oold  crawl  up  to  'Ampstead,  we  long  for  a 

something  to  mend  us  or  hend  us, 
We  don't  care  much  which,  till  the  rum  'ot  'as  warmed  us.    Ah  I 

life  is  a  matter  of  cumfable  feeling, 
And  if  it's  wuth  living  or  not  is  a  question  of  temperytoor;  that 

there  ain't  no  concealing. 
Wy,  a  chap  warm,  and  one  chilled  to  the  marrer,  is  no  more  alike 

than  hegg-flip  and  a  hicicle. 
Lose  me  about  Peckham  Rye  in  a  fog,  and  I  'd  kick  a  stray  dog,  or 

knock  over  a  bicycle. 


Darkness  as  lets  you  drive  into  a  lamp-pott,  ind  make*  your  shirt 

feel  just  like  moist  paper-mathy, 

Would  make  a  harkangel  a  porky-pine  ;  ipeshul  if  [yon  've  a'lamp 
A  broke,  and  the  branches  are  splashy. 

You  just  take  a  taint  or  a  syrup,  and  git  'im  to  drive  a  cross  fare,   in 

a  fog.  up  to  Streatham,  [and  if  'e  don't  let  'em 

And  find  'isself  lost,  running  into  a  churchyard  or  up  a  blind  halley. 
Fly  frequent  and  free,  words  beginning  in  d,  and  a  few  more  loud 

letters,  as  bring  coimrlation 
In  trials  and  tantrums  to  cabbies  and  gents,  you  can  mike  'im  arch- 

buhop  without  consecration ! 
[  'm  nuts  upon  good  old  November— sometimes— though,  when  fof 

isn't  on,  and  there  ain't  too  much  drizzle, 
A  spin  through  the  sububs  about  ten  o'clock,  on  the  fifth,  when  the 

place  seems  snare  and  a  fizzle 
With  bonfires  and  fireworks,  and  up  through  the  tree-tops  the  rockets 

go  whizzing  and  busting  like  winking- ; 
Wy,  somehow  it  makes  me  feel  just  like  a  boy  again;  not  a  bad 

fetling,  at  least  to  my  thii  king. 

Some  years  agone,  on  a  damp,  misty  Guy-night,  a  jolly-faced  gent, 

with  one  eye,  and  a  bundle 
As  loik-d  like  a  parcel  o'  props,  came  towards  me  a-trottin'  as  bruk 

as  'is  thort  lens  could  trundle ; 
"  Take  me  to  Tooting  ?  "  'e  garsps.    "  At  t,  price.  Sir,"  I  arnseri  'im 

sharp.    "  Right!  "  se/  Te :  "  put  a  name  to  it  1 " 
"  Fog 's  thickemn'  up.  Sir,"  I  KT..    "  If  you 're  game  to  say— so-much 

— I  'm  on."    And  the  old  gent  wai  game  to  it. 
Fast  we  'd  a  Ijquor,    and  then  'e  sez  "  Fireworks  I  "    a-bofsing 

'is  bundle  with  one  heye  a-glitter.  [I  sez  with  a  titter. 

'  Don't  blow  us  up,  Sir.   I  ain't  got  no  licence  to  carry  hexplosives," 
".Young  'uns  a-waiting  at  Tooting,"  'e  lez ;  "so  drive  sharp,  and  I 

won't  be  too  tight  on  the  pocket ; 
I  do  like  a  good  firework  frolic,  with  buys,  though  I  blew  this  heye 

out— at  a  boy— with  a  rocket" 

"  Flncky  old  oock,  and  most  pleasant  I  "  thinks  I,  tooling  off  at  full 

trot  with  old  BBOCK.     "  Hf  re 's  a  barney  !  " 
But  I  wai  a  mossel  too  previous  this  time,  as  I  jolly  well  found 

when  arf  way  through  my  journey. 
Just  this  side  o'  Balham  the  fog  irrew— well  black  1    There  ain't  no 

other  word  for  it.    Black  as  Thames  banks  are, 
And  thick  as  their  mod.    It  you  arek  where  we  got,  yon  oarn't  know 

what  a  London  Pertikler  s  queer  pranks  are. 

We  got  everywhere  save  to  Tooting,  I  fancy.    Slap  on  to  a  common, 

bug  into  a  river, 
Or  something  dashed  like  it ;  I  stuck  to  the  box  till  my  fingers  were 

ice  and  my  spine  all  a-shiver ; 
Then  took  out  my  lamp,  and  led  Molly  a  mile  or  so.    'Twasn't  no 

good.    We  pulled  up  in  a  medder, 
Aside  of  a  ditch  wich  I  bloomin"  near  plumped  in.     "  Hillo !  "  sez 

old  BROCK.    "That  was  nearly  a  header  I" 

Tarbloic  Vivong  !    Not  so  very  much  rivong,  though,  seeing  the  lot 

was  'arf  dead  with  the  chatters. 
"  Well,"  »ez  old  One-heye,  "  where  are  we,  I  wonder  P    Two  guys— 

without  bonfire* .'    As  mad  as  two  'attars 
To  try  it  so  fur.    '  Ave  a  nip  I    Ah !  that 's  better.    Don't  grizzle ! 

Neat  brandy,  like  love  and  like  ire,  works 
In  warming  one  up.    If  we  could  draw  attention.    By  Jove  I     Appy 

thought  II     We  uM  Ut  off  tome  fireworkt ! .'.'" 
So  said,  and  so  done  I    Talk  of  pantermines  I    Scott !    If  yon  'd  seen 

hus  two  shivering,  wropt-np,  grey  ghostes. 
Like  two  steaming  bundles,  a  tumbling  around,  fixing  rockets  and 

Catherine-wheels  to  damp  postes, 
And  striking  of  splntt'riiig  fusees,  you'd  'a'  thought  we  was  demons 

a  doin'  of  Guy  Fox's  duties. 
At  last-  whizz .'    Away  went  a  couple  of  rockets  a-rending  the  fog, 

reg'lar  red-and-green  beautit  s. 
Don't  talk  of  Der  Fryshoots !    We  looked  like  a  party  of  spooks 

celebrating  the  fifth  in  old  bogland  ; 
Wy  even  poor  Molly  pricked  up  'er  froze  ears  at  this     Whistler-like 

picter  of  Fireworks  in  Fogland." 
As  old  One-heye  called  it,  woteyer  'e  meant    But  it  ad  its  effect 

though,  for  torches  come  flaring. 
And  voices  come  'owling  across  the  damp  flats,  to  inquire  wot  it  w»s 

that  still  neighbourhood  scaring. 
"  Wy  Huncle! .'.'"  a  sharp  little  nipper  voice  squeaks  as  the  puty 

drew  nigh.    Cries  old  BBOCK,  "Wot,  young  TEDDT  I ' 
We  wasn't  a  b  >w-thot  away  from  the  'ouse  where  old  One-heye  was 

due,  and  the  Guy-games  all  ready, 
Though  boshed  by  the  fog !    Talk  of  larfter  and  liquor !    I  don  t 

think  I  ever  felt  dryer,  or  wetter, 
But  of  both  them  taps,  larf  and  lap,  /don't  care  if  on  no  Guy  Fox 

night  I  don't  get  more,  or  better  1 
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A  TALE  OF  THE  TOLL'D. 

PBESENT  Etonians  ought  to 
hail  with  delight  the  prospect 
of  the  approaching  abolition  of 
the  Windsor  Bridge  Toll.    A 
decade    ago   it    caused— and, 
doubtless,  does  to  still — many 
a  precocious  D  ti  etcape  tb.9 
lips   of    infuriated    Oppidans 
poing  to  town  on  Saturday-to- 
Monday  "  leave."    Thus: — 
SCENE— "  3Iy  dame's"  house 
in  Keafi  Lane  ;  wall- eyed, 
knock-knee' 'd,  sleeping  Rosi- 
11  ante  attached  to  prehistoric 
Windsor  "fly,"  with  oldest 
inhabitant — also  asleep— on 
box,  waiting  outside. 
TIME — Winter:   immediately 
after  "  early  school."  Enter 
hurriedly    three    Etonians 
who  take  "fly." 
First    Etonian.     Ju«t    siz 
minutes  for  the  train  I  (Shout- 
ing at  driver.)  To  the  station 
— and  drive  like  blazes ! 
Second  E.  Drive  like  Jehu! 
Third  E.  (a  wag).  "Drive" 
like  W.  G-huI    (Third   E. 
promptly  sat  upon  by  his  com- 
panions.) 

\_Rosinante  and  Driver  waJte. 
up  and  succeed  in  matting 
astonishing  pace  up   High 
Street,  but  pull  up  half-way 
across  Windsor  Bridge. 
First  E.   (having  forgotten 
the  "  toll").  What  in  thunder 
are  yon  pulling  up  for  P 
Driver.  Toll,  Sir. 
Second  JS.  Can't  wait  for  the 
toll.    Drive  on  I 
[But   HORATITTS    too  good   a 


FROM    ERIN. 

Rxtaurant   Waiter.   "  BILL,   SOBR  ?     YBS,   SORR.     IT'S  FoivE-*ND-Six- 

PBI.CS  IKCLT7DINO  THB  ClGVAR,    AND  1HAT  MAKES  SlX  SHILLINGS    SOKK  I  " 


"keeper,"  and  exacts  tax. 
Unwonted  opulence  of  Eto- 
nians, who  have  nothing 
"  less  than  a  ten-shilling 
piece  "  :  consequent  delay — 
nearly  two  minutes  —  for 
change.  Chorus  from 

Cab 1! 

[They  arrive  in  station  to  find 
train  just  steamed  out. 
Chorus  ("  in  which  the 

Driver  also  joins  ") ! ! ! 

RESULT  —  Next  train  not 
starting  for  an  hour-and-a- 
ha/f,  that  period  is  spent, 
with  much  consumption  of 
consolatory  cherry  brandy, 
at  LATTON'S. 

So  that  the  Windsor  Bridge 
toll  was  altogether  a  demora- 
lising institution. 


LAST  WOHDS. — Said  the  then 
LORD  MAYOR  (as  reported  in 
the  Standard),  now  Ex-LoRD 
MAYOR,  at  the  BARNATO  Ban- 
quet given  by  his  Ex-Lord- 
ship, then  Lordship,  at  the 
Munching  House:  "What- 
ever mistakes  I  might  have 
made  during  the  past  twelve 
months,  I  am  sure  that  I  have 
made  r.o  mistake  this  night. 
(Applause.)"  Odd !  Why, 
Ex-Lord  Mayor  RENALS  never 
made  a  greater  mistake  in 
thinking  he  hadn't  made  any 
mistakes,  and  no  mistake ! 

NICE  FOB  COLD  WEATHEB. 
— "  A  Wrap  o'  the  Knuckles  " 
(suggested  by  A  Chili 
Widow). 


JOSEPH'S  DREAM. 

(A  New  Song  to  an  Old  Setting.') 

[Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  has  apparently  satisfied  himself  that  Imperial  Fede- 
ration is  not  a  mere  dream,  as  many  among  us  and  in  the  Colonies  still  regard 
it.  Such  dreams,  he  remarked,  iave  a  way  of  being  realised.  "  It  is  a 
dream  that  appeals  to  the  highest  sentiments  of  patriotism,  and  even  of  our 
material  interests.  It  is  a  dream  celcuUted  to  stimulate  and  improve  every 
one  who  cares  for  the  future  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race."— Leeds  Mercury.'] 

AIB— "  Let  me  Dream  Again."    New  Colonial  Minister  carolleth  :— 

OUB  sun's  not  setting,  as  fools  said  of  late, 

Nor  shall  it,  whilst  /  stand  at  England's  gate  I 

The  cheers  are  ringing  at  the  words  I  say, 

As  I  point  the  Kingdom  to  the  Federal  way. 

I  say  it  appeals  to  our  patriot  sentiment, 

And  the  Colonies  are  gathering  round  in  calm  content : 

Is  this  a  dream  ?    Then  waking  would  be  pain. 

Oh,  do  not  wake  me  1    Let  me  dream  again ! 

The  thought  is  striking-,  one  to  make  man  tower, 

Of  the  Federation  of  Old  England's  power. 

Onr  children  grow  tip  as  time  onward  glides, 

But  though  youth  may  pass  away,  home-love  abides. 

The  Little-Englanders  were  wrong,  somehow. 

They  said  we  must  part ;  ah !  but  dare  they  say  so  now  P 

Is  this  a  dream  ?    Then  waking  would  be  pain. 

Oh,  do  not  wake  me  I    Let  me  dream  again  I 

GOLF  is  becoming  quite  the  rage  in  the  United  States.  A  game 
which  has  beea  described  as  "hitting  a  ball  in  the  morning  and 
spending  the  afternoon  in  search  of  it "  might  have  been  thought  too 
slow  for  Cousin  JONATHAN.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  lynx-eyed 
American  eagle  has  developed  a  keen  eye  for  the  links,  and  the 
best  green  is  said  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Bunker's  Hill. 

GROSS  INGRATITUDE  TOWABDS  Two  OLD  PUBLIC  FAVOUBITES  —At 
^ortemouth  municipal  elections  Messrs.  Cox  and  Box  were  at  the 
ttom  of  the  poll  in  their  respective  warde. 


THE  IMPERIAL  FEDERALIST'S  YADE  MECUM. 

Question.  Is  not  the  idea  of  the  Federation  of  the  British  Empire 
merely  a  dreamP 

Answer.  Scarcely,  since  the  matter  has  attracted  the  attention  of 
Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN,  who  is  hardly  a  visionary. 

Q.  Has  public  opinion  anent  the  question  seen  any  chance  of  late  P 

A.  Distinctly.  The  idea  is  at  this  moment  popular.  Tea  years 
ago,  what  may  now  be  called  a  dream  was  regarded  as  a  nightmare. 

Q.  What  is  the  chief  difficulty  in  the  way  of  Imperial  Ftderation? 

A.  The  varieties  of  race.  A  Canadian  is  scarcely  an  Australian, 
and  there  is  little  in  common  between  a  Hindoo  and  a  native  of  the 
Cape. 

Q.  But  cannot  much  be  done  in  the  direction  of  merging  the 
cosmopolitan  elements  of  the  British  Empire  into  one  huge  family 
by  establishing  under  the  shadow  of  the  Union  Jack  the  penny  post  P 

A.  Such  is  the  opinion  of  Mr.  HENNTXEB-HEATON,  M.P. 

Q.  Aid  could  not  free  trade  for  the  colonies,  as  distinguithed  from 
protection  applied  to  foreign  countries,  be  successfully  employed  ? 

A.  Such  19  the  opinion  of  several  Members  of  the  Government. 

Q.  Has  any  other  plan  occurred  to  the  patriotic  statesman  ? 

A.  Yes;  it  has  been  believed  that  a  general  tax  for  the  National 
Defence  would  be  a  bond  of  union  bttween  the  colonies  and  the 
mother  country. 

Q.  Does  there  not  already  exist  a  stronger  tie  than  taxation  ? 

A.  Certainly.  The  Empire  has  a  common  friend,  adviser, 
amuser,  and  instructor,  beloved  of  all  the  world. 

Q.  Does,  then,  the  profound  respect  felt  for  this  popular  personage 
keep  the  Empire  in  accord  P 

A.  UE questionably.  The  popular  personage  represents  not  only 
Britons  at  home,  but  Britons  oeyond  Ine  sea. 

Q.  And  where  is  this  popular  personage  found  P 

A.  In  every  part  of  the  colonies,  in  India,  in  China,  in  fact,  every- 
where. 

Q.  But  has  not  this  popular  personage  headquarters  in  London  ? 

A.  He  has,  at  85,  Fleet  Street. 


WANTED  IMMEDIATELY.— A  key  for  the  dead-lock  in.  the  ship- 
building trade. 
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THE   COVER   SIDE. 

"LITTLE  ME.  TIMMINS  EVIDENTLY  THINKS  THAT  HAT  SUITS  HIM  DOWN  TO  TH«  GROUND  I" 

"SO   IT  WOULD,    IF   HIS   EARS  DIDN'T  STOP   IT  I  " 


CYCLING  IN  RUSSIA. 

(The  only  lady-cyclist  in  St.  Petersburg  has  lately  met  with  an  accident, 
and  is  now  in  hospital.  The  police  will  issue  no  more  permits  to  women.] 

FAIR  Ifarwya,  why  did  you  go  and  tumble  off  your  wheel  ? 

Your  sad  mishap  has  roused  VON  WAHL'S  and  all  his  minions'  zeal — 

He  vows  that  ladies  now  no  more  shall  ride  their  horse  of  steel ! 

What  was  it  that  upset  you  ?    Was  it,  pray,  the  great  Protpvkt, 
With  those  eix-sidea  wooden  blocks  that  here  and  there  project, 
Or  else  its  three-mile  tram-Jine,  where  your  giddy  "  tveeft "  was 
wrecked  ? 

Or  were  you  racing,  'gainst  the  rules,  along  the  English  Quay, 
And  trying  to  inaugurate  a  Russian  Battersea, 
Or  threading  the  Millionaya  with  over-rapid  glee  P 

Perhaps  'twas  on  Yelagin  Isle  you  were  careering  round, 

And  ran  into  the  flower-beds  or  the  ponds  that  there  abound, 

Or  bumped  against  a  drunk  muzhik,  that  brought  you  to  the  ground. 

Whate'er  it  was,  the  fact  remains,  your  fatal  lack  of  skill 
In  "Peter"  future  lady-bikes  has  stopped  for  (rood  or  ill — 
Come  over,  then,  to  London,  and  enjoy  your  daily  spill  1 

POKER  CHIPS  FROM  THE  GOLD  COAST.  —  By  rejecting  Great 
Britain's  ultimatum,  the  King  of  COOMABSEE  has  paid  his  ante." 
The  next  move  will— in  all  probability— be  the  surrender  of  his 
Ash-antee.  

APPROPRIATE.— By  what  law  are  water  rates  settled?  By 
Torren(t)s'  Act.  

A  NEW  TERROR  IN  THE  LONDON  STREETS.— The  Policeman. 


NAME  I  NAME ! 

T  ii  K  example  of  Mr. '  E  XBT  HAUTHOR  JONES,  in  dropping  the  JOHM 
and  Mickin?  to  the  'EfRT  HAUTHOR,  will  probably  be  followed  by 
Sir  EDWARD  BCKNB-JONES,  who  will  henceforth  figure  ai  Sir 
EDWARD  BURN.  Pity  this  idea  never  occurred  to  the  renowned 
architect,  INIOO  JOSES.  How  much  nobler  to  remain  in  the  annals 
of  your  country  simplyai  "  IHIOO." 

Isn't  "JoxM"  a  Welsh  name?  Will  Cambria  disown  JONE*? 
Oh,  let  the  dramatist  pause  before  it  be  too  late  Ti«  true  that  "  a 
JONES  by  any  other  name  will  write  as  well,"  but  he  hat  written 
well  enough  as  our  own  "  'ENRT  H*UTHOR."  and  we  beseech  him  t> 
spare  his  family  tree,  not  to  lop  off  a  single  bough,  and  to  remiin 
JONES  till  the  last  act  is  over,  and  the  curtain  descends  to  general 
applause.  We  can  understand  an  author  of  the  name  of  "  DAM  " 
changing  his  name,  or  altering  it  to  "  GRANDAM,"  but  that  JONKB, 
successful,  jubilant  JONES,  should  do  this  thing  I  Nay,  by  onr  hali- 
dom !  Let  us  give  H.  A.  J.  our  own  immortal  advice,  which  appliei 
as  well  to  a  person  about  to  change  his  name  as  to  a  person  about  to 
marry— "Dan't!"  

Minor  Critic  on  Minor  Poet. 

THIS  Minor  Poet  is  an  ass, 

As  is  the  common  way  of  them. 
They  're  "  fleshly,"  and  "  all  flesh  is  grass"  ; 

Aid — that 's  why  we  "  make  hay  of  them "'  I 


ON  LORD  SALISBURY'S  MEMQRABLS  SPEECH  AT  THE  LORD  MAYOR'S 
BANQUET,  NOVEMBER  9.—"  Hope  told  a  flattering  tale." — Old 
Song. 

SHAKSPKARE  IN  THE  CITY  (ADAPTED  BT  EX-LORD  MAYOR  RENALS). 
— "  Let  us  hear  BARNATO  speak  of  this."— Hamlet,  Act  I.,  So.  1. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

MB.  PUNCH  is  obviously  not  the  most  fitting 
person  to  review  his  own  history.  It  has  been 
enough  for  him  during  the  last  fifty-four 
years  to  make  it.  But  a  word  must  be  said  in 
these  columns  of  The  History  of  Punch,  just 
issued  in  a  handsome  volume  by  Messrs. 
CASSEZ  . .  Through  four  years  Mr.  SPIELMANN 
has  been  engaged  upon  what  he  indicates  on 
every  page  has  proved  a  labrar  of  love.  There 
was  danger  that  enthusiastic  admiration  for 
the  subject  might  induce  in  the  author  a 
fulsome  tone  that  would  have  been  fatal  to 
the  historical  and  literary  vaJue  of  the  book. 
Mr.  SPIELMANN  happily  avoids  that  pitfall. 
He  is,  upon  occasion,  sternly  and,  my  Baronite 
adds,  justly  critical.  But  it  is  the  personal 
traits  in  his  story  that  will  most  attract.  In 
his  pages  there  live  once  more  for  the  world, 
seen  in  the  borrowed  but  skilfully  managed 
light  of  intimate  personal  acquaintance,  figures 
whose  memories  are  ever  enshrined  in  the 
hearts  of  those  who  still  from  week  to  week 
gather  round  the  old  "  Mahogany  Tree." 
MARK  LEMON,  SHIRLEY  BROOKS,  TOM  TAYLOR, 
LEECH,  KEENE.  DOUGLAS  JERROLD,  The  PBO- 
FKSSOR, TOM  HOOD,  THACKE RAY,  DiCKYDoYLE, 
WILLIAM  BRADBURY,  G.  A.  A.BECKETT  and,  a 
generation  later,  his  gifted  eon  GIL— all,  all 
are  gone,  the  once  familiar  faces.  They  are 
met  with  again  in  Mr.  SPIELMANN'S  book,  the 
pen  and  pencil  sketches  illustrated  by  admir- 
ably reproduced  contemporary  portraits.  The 
inner  history  of  Punch  is  a  subject  that  has 
ever  had  a  fascination  for  the  British  public. 
Attempts,  more  or  less  futile,  to  gratify  the 
desiredacquaiatance  have  been  made  at  various 
time;  through  the  last  thirty  years.  Mr. 
SriKLMAXN  has  not  only  brought  singular 
aptitude  t  >  the  task  assigned  to  himself,  but 
has  had  the  advantage  of  the  cordial  assist- 
ance of  divers  men  having  personal  know- 
ledge of  events  they  record  and  personages 
of  whom  they  speak.  Mr.  Punch  desires  to 
add  his  testimony  to  the  general  approval  the 
History  has  received  by  the  voice  of  the 
Press.  The  work,  full  of  difficulty  and  not 
without  delicacy,  is  thoroughly  well  done. 
Looking  at  himse'f  in  the  mirror  held  up  by 
Mr.  SPIELMANN,  Mr.  Punch  finds  no  flaw  in 
the  glass. 

My  Baronite  would  not  advise  those  about 
to  travel  to  take  passage  by  any  ship,  whither- 
soever bound,  of  the  start  whereof  CLAHK 
U  r>s  Ki.r,  knows  anything.  His  cruisers  mostly 
set  out  in  tine  weather,  with  swelling  breeze,  in 
the  full  sunshine  of  circumstance.  Then 
comes  a  hitch,  and  there  follow  the  most 
blood-curdling  adventures  that  ever  happened 
since  men  first  began  to  go  down  to  do  busi- 
ness in  the  great  waters.  The  marvel  of  it  is 
that  Mr.  RUSSELL'S  imagination  never  flags, 
nor  is  he  ever  at  loss  for  those  minute  details 
which,  skilfully  and  artistically  piled  up,  go 
to  make  a  living  picture.  Heart  of  Oak,  his 
last  work,  just  published  by  CHATTO  AND 
WINDUS,  is  worthy  to  take  its  place  in  the 
matchless  roll  of  his  sea  ftories.  Of  living 
writers  Mr.  RUSSELL,  alike  in  style  and 
method,  most  nearly  approaches  the  clastic 
standard  of  DEFOE,  n  his  last  work  he  has 
captured  the  stormy  seas  south  of  Cape 
Horn,  brings  home  their  turmoil,  their  snow 
squalls,  their  icebergs,  and  a  general  sense  of 
their  desolation  to  the  gentleman  of  England 
who  sits  at  home  at  ease.  That  historic 
person's  opportunity  of  making  acquaintance 
with  those  interesting  parts  is  decidedly  more 
agreeable  and,  under  Mr.  CLARK  RUSSELL'S 
guidance,  is  scarcely  less  informing  than  a 
voyage  in  the  Lady  Emma,  a  vessel  of  six 
hundred  tons,  which  was  the  sad  fate  of  the 
principal  characters  in  this  thrilling  story. 

The  Baron  feels  it  incumbent  upon  him  to 
correct  a  statement  in  Mr.  T.  H.  8.  Escon's 


"WHAT  I    AN  ACTRESS  WITHOUT  SHOSS  OR 
STOCKINGS  I      I    NEVER    HEARD    OF  SUCH    A 

THING  I        I     SHOULD    LIKE      TO     KNOW     WHAT 

PBOPLE  WOULD  SAT  IF  /  WERE  TO  oo  FLAUNT- 
ING ABOUT  ON  THE  STAGE  WITH  BARB  FEET  I  " 


most  readable  and  interesting  work,  entitled 
Platform,  Press,  Politics,  and  Play,  which, 
if  allowed  to  go  uneontradicted,  would  thereby 
allow  a  great  error  to  creen  into  University 
and  Dramatic  History.  Mr.  ESCOTT  says 
that  the  late  Mr.  ALFRED  THOMPSON  "had, 
together  with  several  others,  been  one  of  the 
A.  D.  C.'s  founders  at  Cambridge."  This  is 
not  so ;  Mr.  ALFRED  THOMPSON  had  taken  his 
degree,  and  "gone  down,"  some  four  years 
before  the  A.  D.  C.  was  founded ;  vide  preface 
to  Personal  Reminiscences  of  the  A.  D.  C., 
first  paragraph,  and  also  p.  xi.  of  the  same. 
Mr._  ESCOTT  is  a  most  entertaining  companion, 
as  is  also  Mr.  HENBY  RUSSELL,  whose  pro- 
fession was  for  years  "  entertaining,"  and 
who  wrote  such  songs  as  the  world  will  not 
willingly  let  die.  '•  Woodman  Spare  that  Tree" 
is  one  of  them.  The  RUSSELL  Reminiscences 
(published  by  MACQUEEN,  in  one  volume, 
entitled  "  Cheer,  Soys,  Cheer  ! ")  the 
Baron  mnst  take  leave  to  correct  on  one 
point.  HENRY  RUSSELL  alludes  to  "  that  dis- 
tinguished Punch  trio,  DOUHLAS  JERROLD. 
MAHK  LEMON,  and  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANIT." 
The  last  mentioned  was  never  "  on  Punch," 
He  was  a  great  friend  of  MARE  LEMON'S,  but 
never  drew  for  Mr.  Punch. 

THE  BAKON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 

P.S.— Phil  Mat/'t  Winter  Annual  is  in 
brilliant  bloom.  Though  comin?  out  in  the 
cold,  bleak  season,  the  touch  of  May  is  in 
every  picture. 

ANTI-BICTCLIST  Mono. — Rather  a  year  of 
Europe  than  a  cycle  of  to-day. 


SCRAPS  FROM  CHAPS. 

PRESS-GANG,  TO  THE  REAE! — 'A  delicious 
"[exchange  of  views  "  took  place^at  the  elec- 
tion of  Dnngarvan  Commissioners.  Mr. 
RYAN  is  a  gentleman  who  deprecates  pub- 
licity. He  observed : — 

My  heart  is  full  of  gratitude  to  you,  and  we  will 
work  hand  in  hand.  Scribblers  must  take  a  back 
seat.  (Laughter.)  No  "terrible  scenes"  will 
take  place  here.  I  saw  Dungarvan  placarded  in 
London,  "tenible  scenes  at  Dungarvan,"  and  all 
the  disgrace  is  brought  on  the  town  by  one  man, 
who.  for  a  few  shillings—  and  if  it  cost  me  my 
life  I  will  put  it  down.  Woe  to  the  man  who  will 
continue  to  d>  it  here.  I  saw  him  a  pot-boy  at 
the  Monk?'  fchool,  and  I  say 

Mr.  O'S/ua.  If  you  refer  to  me,  Mr.  RYAN,  the 
people  of  Dungarvan  know  me  better  and  respect 
me  Detfer  than  they  do  you.  I  am  better  off  than 
you.  Ton  have  only  a  few  shillings  a  week  for 
minding  the  shop. 

Mr.  Ryan.  You  are  lyif'g.  Sir. 

The  Board  broke  up  in  disorder. 

"  Ous  'scenes'  to  publish  far  and  wide 
Denotes  a  lack  of  local  pride ; 
These  soribblers  I  can  not  abide  " — 
Said  RYAN'of  Dungarvan. 

"  Discord  I  hate— so  I  declare 
My  friend  and  colleague  on  that  chair 
Once  did  the  alehouse  tankards  bear" — 
Sneered  RYAN  of  Dungarvan. 

"  Mild  language,  too.  I  greatly  prize ; 
If  any  one  this  fact  denies 
I  must  remark  he  foully  lies  " — 
Roartd  RYAN  of  Dnngarvan. 

0  MORES  ! — Farewell  to  the  adjective  gallant 
as  a  prefix  to  "  little  Wales,"  for  no  longer 
can  it  justly  be  used  in  sneh  conjunction! 
The  British  Lady  Football  Club  gave  an  ex- 
hibition game  in  Cardiff,  and  the  inhabitants, 
says  the  South  Wales  Daily  News,  gathered 
in  their  thousands  to  witness  the  display, 
in  which  they  were  intensely  interested.  But 
— horribile  dictu — whenever  a  fair  fonteress 
"came  a  cropper,  the  crowd,  of  course,  shouted 
with  glee"  !  Of  course  !  When  a  recreant 
m«le  sustains  a  fall,  what  expressions  of 
tender  solicitude  burst  from  the  sympathetic 
lady-spectator's  lips  1  And  this  her  reward ! 
If  any  of  our  Gallic  neighbours  had  been 
present  at  the  ma* oh  to  hear  those  rude, 
derisive  "  shouts  of  glee,"  their  comment, 
most  probably,  would  hive  been — 
"  Gallois— mais  pas  gulant !  " 

INJURED  INNOCENCE.  —  A  Bristol  paper 
lately  suggested  that  possibly  some  local 
butcher  might  have  bought  some  of  the 
thousands  of  sheep  brought  from  Montreal 
in  the  Memphis  steamship.  The  very  idea 
of  such  a  thing  has  scandalised  the  local 
trade,  and  a  butcher  wrote  to  repel  the  vile 
aspersion.  The  paper  tays :  — 

It  is  refreshing  to  hear  from  this  subscriber  in 
the  trade  that,  after  trying  it  once  some  years  ago, 
he  has  never  had  a  bit  of  foreign  meat  in  his  shop 
since.  We  are  afraid  we  must  not  give  his  name, 
though  he  is  one  of  the  best  known  butchers  in 
Bristol. 

This  is  excellent.  Why  should  not  local 
bodies  everywhere  give  prizes  to  butchers 
who  sell  no  foreign  meat  ?  It  would  be  pro- 
tection, somebody  objects  ?  Yes,  it  would  be 
rank  protection  to  the  meat-consumer,  and 
as  such  it  is  never  likely  to  be  adopted. 


MANSION  HOUSE  MEM.— If  the  late  Lord 
Mayor's  example  of  entertaining  as  shown 
in  the  BABNATO  Banquet  is  to  be  followed, 
the  guests  on  such  occasions  will  be  known  as 
"  The  latest  copy  of  '  RENALS'  Miscellany.'  " 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

TUB  Three  Impostor*,  a  novel  ("Key-note"  Scries)  by  ARTHUK 
M  \i  ii  H:N,  opens  wtll,  which,  by  the  way,  is  more  than  the  book  does, 
being  a  bit  it .  IV ;  but,  though  it  has  the  maohens  of  a  good  story  in 
it,  there  is  very  little  worth  reading  after  juge  01. 

This  tame  remark  applies  to  the  Adrenturei  of  Captain  Hum,  by 
FKAMC  A.  SIOCKTOX,  which  you  may  just  finish  at  page  187,  having 
got  the  best  of  it.  This  Horn  plays  only  one  monotonous  tune, 
without  variations. 

The  Carred  Linns,  by  Mrs.  MOI.ESWOKTH  (MACKILLAN).    "This," 

quoth  the  Baron,  "ought  to  be  a 
pretty  dish  to  set  before  the  children 
as  Christmas  fare.  Thera  should  be 
a  frontispiece  of  Mrs.  M.  carving 
the  lions,  and  asking  the  juveniles 
'  whether  they  'd  like  a  slice  of  the 
fore-paw,  or  would  prefer  a  little 
lion's-taii  soup  ? ' ' 

Good,  says  a  Baronite,  to  G.  A.  Hi  STY, 
Of  thrilling  adventures  you've  given 

u«  plenty. 
Per    BLACKIE    AND    SONS    Thrtugh 

Stasian  Snout 

He  takes  his  NAP.  Then  againit  all  foes 
A  Knight  of  tht  White  Croti  gaily  gocj 
(The  White  Cross  is  per  BLACKIE  too), 
Then  comes  a  tale  of  the  Great  lip-poo. 

But  here  the  Baronite  pauses 
for  breath,  foreseeing  uneasy  change 
of  mefrd,  for  The  Tiger  cf  Mysore,  alias  Tirroo  SAHIB,  is  a 
difficult  party  to  be  caught  in  a  short  line — so  this  Baronite  dis- 
cardeth  verse  and  deponeth  that  this  tiger  is  a  playful  sobriquet  for 
Tirroo  SAHIB,  who  has  captured  the  father  of  the  juvenile  hero,  and 
this  new  "  tale  of  a  tiger  "  records  how  a  brave  boy  went  out,  like 
Japhet,  "in  search  of  a  father,"  and  how  he  found  him.  Cheer, 
boys,  cheer  1  Curtain. 

The  modern  sj  stem  of  competitive  examination  is  somewhat  a  draw- 
back to  romance.  In  these  days  no  two  schoolboys  could  thoroughly 
enjoy  running  away  to  serve  under  a  foreign  flag,  as  our  two  heroes 
did  in  fighting  For  Life  and  Liberty,  by  GORDON  STABLKS,  M.I)., 
R.N.  ( BLACK  i  K  AND  SON),  during  the  American  War.  Probably  they 
would  feel  the  stripes  atd  see  stars  on  their  return.  N.B.  The 
"Gordon  Stablep,"  is  this  a  company  limited?  and  any  connection 
with  "  Gordon  Hotels"  ?  My  Baronitess  only  asks  for  information. 

All  varieties  of  TOM  M  Y  and  HARRY  will  be  delighted  with  the  col- 
lection of  Ftfty-tico  Stories  of  Life  and  Adcenture  far  Soys,  edited 
by  ALFRED  MILES  (always  thought  ALFRED  MILKS  was  celebrated  for 
his  "sixteen  shilling  trousers"),  and  published  by  HUTCHINSON  & 
Co.  Any  number  of  miles  is  traversed  by  the  various  adventuresome 
heroes.  The  companion  book  of  Fifty-  two  Stories  of  Life  and  Adven- 
ture for  Girls,  by  the  same  editor,  is  meant  for  the  advancing  young 
woman  who  won't  be  left  out  of  anything.  The  domestic  hearth  being 
somewhat  cramped  for  action,  the  girls  of  to-day  wander  very  far 
afield,  perhaps  with  prospects  of  enjoying  a  "  Wunderjahr" — which 
is  a  poetic  term  for  the  feminine  sowing  of  wild  oats. 

The  twenty-first  edition  of  Hadyn's  Dictionary  of  Dates,  issued 
by  WARD,  LOCK,  AND  BOWDBN  (why  not  WARD,  LOCK,  AND  KBT?), 
modestly  announces  that  it  "  contains  the  History  of  the  World  to 
the  Autumn  of  IS'.i.")."  That  is  a  bold  claim,  but  an  hour  or  less 
spent  in  turning  over  its  pages  shivers  scepticism.  Within  its 
compass,  and  at  its  price,  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  it  is 
one  of  the  most  marvellous  and  most  valuable  volumes  issued  from 
the  press.  If  any  modest  householder  wants  to  form  a  library,  and 
has  neither  the  means,  the  time,  nor  the  shelves  wherewith  to 
accumulate  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  the  ordinary  kind,  let  him 
save  up  sixteen  shillings  to  buy  Hadyn's  Dictionary  of  Date*,  and 
there  he  is ;  or,  to  be  more  precise,  there  'a  his  library.  By  a  coinci- 
dence, full  of  happy  omen  for  the  Dictionary,  it  first  saw  the  light  in 
1841,  the  natal  year  of  Mr.  Punch.  It  began  a  sturdy,  bulky 
babe  of  .")OS  pages,  smaller  in  size  and  larger  in  type  than  later 
editions.  It  has  grown  into  a  volume  of  121(5  pages,  closely  printed, 
each  one  crowded  with  miscellaneous  information  reaching  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth.  "  If,"  my  Baronite  says,  "there's  anything  you 
want  to  know,  and  you  can't  find  all  about  it  in  Hadyn's  Dictionary 
of  Dates,  yon  can  console  yourself  with  the  conviction  that  it's  not 
worth  knowing." 

"  What  price  Winifred  Mount  f  "  Answer  RICHABD  PBYCE.  This 
is  a  "  new  edition  "  brought  out  by  INNKS.  The  story  excites  a  certain 
amcunt  of  curiosity  up  to  end  of  ChapterXlV.  After  this  the  re  ader, 
if  inclined  for  exercise,  may  indulge  in  skipping,  and,  indeed,  may 
go  by  leaps  and  rounds  till  he  alights  on  Chapter  XXXVI. .  when  he 
will  learn  all  that  Winifred  Mount  wanted  to  know,  which  isn't 
very  much.  "  Decidedly  disappointing.  Next  please !"  quoth  the 
JUDICIOUS  BARON  DE  BOOK- WORMS. 


THE  SKITTISH  SKIRT-DANCERS. 

A  Tip-Tor  NOVEL. 
[N.B.  All  my  novel*  are. — GR-XT  ALI.-X.] 

INTRODUCTION. 
(Oitce  read,  abustd  evtr  afttrtoardi.) 

THIS  is  a  Tip-Top  Novel.  I  sell  it  to  all  who  have  gold  enough, 
silver  enough,  or  copper  enough  to  pay  for  it. 

What  do  I  mean  by  a  Tip-Top  Novel  '<  Well,  of  late  there  has 
been  a  great  flow  of  it'iriot  which  have  strack  a  false  key-note.  A 
Tip- Top  Novel  is  one  written  by  myself. 

Hitherto,  owing  to  the  stern  necessity  laid  upm  the  modern  teer 
for  earning  his  daily  bread,  and  incidentally  ot  getting  a  publisher 
to  assist  him  in  promulgating  his  prophetic  opinions  (i.e.,  the  opinions 
out  of  which  he  makes  a  profit— my  own  Woman  who  Did  ii  in  it* 
isth  edition,  and  I  net  price  a  good  deal  of  the  proceeds),  the  really 
great  works  of  fiction  have  never  been  written.  I,  myself,  have  had 
to  eke  out  a  precarious  livelihood  from  short  stories  and  scrappy 
science  whilst  my  inward  thoughts  were  tearing  me  to  masterpieces. 
Bat  it's  a  JOHN  LANE  that  has  no  turning,  and  at  length  I  have 
found  him,  or  (to  be  accurate)  it  was  the  Woman  uiho  Diil.  la  the 
future,  just  to  mark  the  distinction  between  the  books  which  are 
mine  and  those  which  other  people  write  to  satisfy  mere  editors  of 
periodicals,  I  propose  to  add  the  words  "  A  Tip-Top  Novel "  to  every 
one  of  my  stories.  When  you  see  the  magic  words  "  A  Tip-Top 
Novel,"  just  stip-stop  and  buy  it.  I  am  a  Democrat  of  the  first 
(Grant)  Allen  Water,  but  I  live  on  royalties. 

Not,  of  course,  that  all  my  previous  works— stories,  venes,  gossips, 
science  oauserics,  idylls,  and  what  not— have  not  been  all  Tip- Top. 
I  divide  with  GEOBGB  WASHINGTON  the  distinction  of  never  having 
been  untrue  to  myself.  But  I  have  often  had  to  suppress  my 
thoughts,  and  treat  them  as  mere  guarantees  of  good  faith,  not 
necessarily  intended  for  publication.  In  fact  (as  I  nave  said  else- 
where) I  have  served  babes,  a  mere  milkman.  In  the  glorious  future, 
a  minister  to  men,  I  am  to  blaze  with  all  the  brilliancy  of  a  full- 
blown butcher.  In  the  Tip-Top  Novels  (published  at  tip-top  prices) 
I  hope 

To  say  my  say 
In  my  own  way, 

representing  the  world  as  I  tee  it.  I  shall  be  the  moral  Kodak  of  my 
time. 

Whenever  in  future,  my  friend  and  (I  hope)  patron,  the  words 
"  A  Tip-Top  Novel"  appear  upon  the  title  page  of  a  book  by  me,  the 
reader  who  is  keen  on  culture  may  bet  his  boots  (1)  that  the  scene 
(and  the  characters)  will  lie  in  Surrey,  and  (2)  that  the  book  repre- 
sents my  own  high  thinking  on  some  great  problem,  with  sex  as  it* 
unknown  quantity. 

Not  that  I  shall  ever  attempt  to  prove  anything,  except  to  prove 
successful.  Otherwise  my  books,  like  my  spirits,  will  be  well  above 
proof. 

Once  again,  Why  a  Tip-Top  Novel  P  Well,  here  '•  one  last  purple 
patch. 

I  am  writing  this  in  my  study,  on  the  back  of  a  gold-mine  pro- 
spectus. As  I  thoughtlessly  turn  it  over,  thinking  to  write  on  both 
sides  of  the  question,  my  eye  falls  upon  millions  and  millions  of  on- 
raised  capital.  More  is  going  to  be  spent  on  one  gold-mine  than  has 
been  given  for  all  my  novels  put  together  I  My  window,  however, 
looks  out  upon  unsullied  nature.  Through  the  open  casement  I  hear 
popular  airs  being  sung  by  happy  villagers,  threading  the  pine 
needles.  Clodhoppers  chirp  from  the  tense  tangle  of  boundless 
bracken.  And  yet  where  at  night  the  sky  shows  it  self  well  read,  the 
great  oven  of  London  incloses  a  Lord  Mayor  and  a  Kallir  Circus. 

This  is  a  gold-mine  age.  The  men  of  the  suburbs,  alas !  are 
crowding  to  the  City  to  kiss  the  Barney  stone.  Strange  cent-per- 
cent, things  and  abnormal  dividends  attract  them.  I  desire  in  these 
books  of  mine  to  utter  one  last  word  in  favour  of  the  Higher  System 
as  applied  to  life.  Have  I  no  doubts  at  all  myself  't  Ay,  marry, 
I  have— for  to  marry,  have  I  not  said  it  is  doubtful  '*  Yet,  as  I  take 
my  eye  from  off  the  prospectus,  my  gaze  transfers  itself  to  the  brio- 
a-bracken  outside,  and  then  to  a  little  shelf  where  lies  the  greatest 
work  of  our  greatest  philosopher.  It  is  (I  need  hardly  say)  the 
Woman  who  Did.  What  comfort  and  counsel  has  its  author  ?  Bay 
the  book  and  read  it  for  yourself. 

I,  myself,  read  the  words  "  eighteenth  edition  "  on  the  title-page, 
and  the  words  comfort  me.  This  will  show  yon  what  my  ideas  are. 
They  may  pay  or  they  may  not.  But  at  any  rate  they  are  the 
genuine  attempts  of  a  far-reeing  man  to  turn  Key-  into  Bank-Notes, 

VT<    A. 

[The  story,  The  Skittith  Skirt- Danteri,  is  too  comparatively  dull  to 
print.— Eo.J  

FA.VOUKITK  SONG  ON  THK  STOCK  EXCHANGE.—  "  Oh!  what  a 
difference  IH  the  morning  .' " 
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THE    IMPERIAL    ART    SALESMAN;    OR,    PENNY    PLAIN    AND    TWOPENCE    COLOURED. 

ILLS.  Emp-r-r  ofG-rm-ny  (urbi  ct  orbi).  "To  POSSESS  A  COPT  OF  THIS  WORK  MUST  BB  THB  DESIRE  OF  EVERYONE.      IT  WILL  BB 

)ID.    SIGNIFICANT    ORNAMENT    FOR     EVERY    HOUSE,     FOE   TOUR   ROOM,     FOR   YOUR   FlRESTOVES.        THE  PfilCE  PEACES   IT  WITHIN 
ACH    OF    EVERYONE'S     PoCKET-SlX    MARKS     ON    WHITE    PAPIR,    AND    NlKE     MARKS     ON   tewW*.        REDFCTION    ON    TAKING     A 

QUANTITY.     GOING  !  GOING  1 1  '     (" North  Qermin  Gazette."     Vide  "  Times,"  November  12  ) 
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WITH   THE    HARDUP   HARRIERS. 

Dismounted  Huntsman  (to  his  mount).  "  WHOA,  you  OLD  BBTJT*  I    To  THINK  I  WBNT  AND  SPABKJ  YM  FROM  THB  BILIB  CULT 

LAST  WEEK  I      YOTT  HUXORATEFUL  OLD   'iDBBOtTND   'UMBUO  I " 


MR.  BRIEFLESS  ON  LEGAL  EDUCATION. 

SIR,— To  my  great  surprise,  I  find  that  many  members  of  th 
profession  to  which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  have  been  forward- 
ing  letters  to  a  contemporary  on  the  subject  of  the  Lord  Chie 
Justice's  address  concerning  Legal  Educ  ition.    This  seems  to  me.  Sir 
a  singular  mistake.     I  grant  that  your  contemporary  is  a  paper  of  the 
highest  respectability,  and  deserving  of  infinite  respect ;  but.  Sir 
the  periodical  you  edit  with  so  much  distinction,  has  been  considers 
for  more  than  half  a  century  the  recognised  organ  of  the  Bench,  the 
Bar.  and  the  remainder  of  the  Forensic  Profession.    And  as  this  is 
so,  I  address  my  remarks  on  the  subject  to  which  I  have  referred 
and  which  is  a  subject  of  great  importance,  to  you  personally. 

Lord  RUSSELL  OF  KILLOWEN  seems  to  consider  that  the  theories  of 
the  Law  fhould  be  learned  before  call,  and  "  the  practical  study"  be 
postponed  until  "those  earlier  years  of  professional  life,  when  pro- 
fessional woik  is  insufficient  for  full  oecupation."    Speaking  from 
my  own  experience,  I  must  confess  that  the  time  allowed  by  the 
Lord  Chief  Justice  is  ample  in  excess.     I  can  honestly  declare, 
without  fear  of  contradiction,  that  never,  during  a  very  long  forensic 
career,  have  I  found  "  professional  work  sufficient  for  full  occupation." 
It  is  true  that  during  term  I  make  it  my  custom  of  a  forenoon  to  be 
present  at  one  or  other  of  the  Royal  Courts,  in  order  that  I  may 
exchange  greetings  with  the  presiding  judge.    But  after  I  have 
accirded  this  appropriate  act  of  courtesy  to  his  Lordship  on  the 
Bench,  I  Had  the  time  hang  beaviljr  on  my  hands.    Of  course,  if  I 
hold  a  consent  brief,  I  am  on  the  qui  vice  until  my  case  is  reached, 
mentioned,  and  disposed  of.    But  should  the  day  be  blank  when 
I  have  no  need  to  call  upon  the  fifth  part  of  the  services  of  my 
excellent   clerk,  POKTINOTON  (services  I    share  with  my  learned 
friends  in  Chambers),     I  have  to  fall  back  upon  the  perusal  of 
the   daily  journals  or   the   concoction   of    caricatures.      It   is  at 
such  a  moment  that  I  feel  the  need  of  occupation,  and  perhaps  I 
might  venture  to  suggest  that  mjr  time  might  be  usefully  employed 
in  the  teaching  of  freehand  drawing.    Would  it  not  be  possible  to 
organise  a  school  of  "  Barrister  black-and-white  men  ?  "     The  Lord 
2hief  Justice  favours  the  academical  idea,  and  here  would  be  a  com- 
mencement.    I  would  propose  that  my  scholars,  properly  robtcl, 
should  take  their  places,  supplied  with  paper  and  pencil,  and  study 


from  the  life.  They  mi$ht  rapidly  sketch  the  witnesiea,  the 
counsel,  even  the  judge  himself.  During  the  luncheon  interval  I 
would  come  round  to  inspect  the  drawings.  I  oould  point  oat  the 
dtfeots  of  beginners,  and  applaud  any  evidence  of  talent  that  I  might 
diecover  in  the  maturer  work  of  more  experienced  scholars.  At  the 
end  of  term  a  distinguised  U.C.,  who  has  had  the  honour  of  acting  as 
a  Law  Officer  of  the  Crown,  might  act  as  "  Examiner  of  Caricatures." 
I  would  present  prizes  to  those  who  passed  first — a  wig  (well 
seasoned)  in  travelling  case,  a  gown  (nearly  new),  a  dozen  bands, 
a  fee  book  (first  sheet  missing),  and  other  appropriate  rewards  of 
merit.  I  submit  that  the  idea  i<  worthy  of  adaption,  and  when 
carried  out,  will  run  on  all-fours  with  Lord  RUSSELL  OF  KILLOWKN'S 
excellent  system  of  legal  education. 

For  the  rest,  the  suggestion  that  the  teachers  of  Law  in  the  Law 
School  fhould  devote  their  entire  time  to  the  duties  of  tuition, 
merits  the  most  careful  consideration.  Speaking  personally,  I  would 
be  very  willing  to  sacrifice  my  present  practice  to  accept  the 
Principalship  of  the  proposed  Acidemy.  It  is  true  that  this  would 
be  a  little  hard  upon  my  existing  clients ;  bat  I  feel  sore  that,  when 
they  realised  what  good  I  might  do  to  the  profession  by  showing  the 
budding  barrister  and  the  juvenile  solicitor  how  to  obtain,  without 
.088  of  dignity,  a  living,  they  would  readily  forgive  the  desertion 
and  forget  the  injury.  And,  having  said  this,  I  write  my  name  and 
iddress,  for  the  information  of  Lord  RUSSELL  OP  K ILLOWK.V,  and 
:hose  who  will  hereafter  be  associated  with  his  Lordship  in  carrying 
lis  Lordship's  views  of  reform  into  expeditous  execution. 

(Signed)          A.  BRIEFLESS,  Jew. 
Pump  Handle  Court,  November  18,  1895. 


CRCEL. — It  is  more  than  trying  when  a  country  backer  of  race- 
inrses,  after  driving  ten  miles  in  blinding  rain  to  get  the  special 
dition  of  the  evening  paper,  gazes  on  the  following  :  — 

The  Space  Mow  it  referred  for  Late  Newt. 
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THE   SCIENTIFIC   INVESTIGATION   OF   INFANCY. 
Br  AN  AMATEUB  PSYCHOLOGIST. 

MUCH  stniok  by  admirable  article  iu  the  Fortnightly  on  "  The  New 
Study  of  Children."  by  Professor  SOLLY.  Most  suggestive.  Have 
read  portions  of  it  aloud  to  LUCILLA,  pointing  out  the  value  and 
importance  of  careful  and  methodical  investigation  of  the  child- 
mind,  the  interest  in  the  doings  of  infancy  taken  by  the  naturalist, 
evolutionist,  psychologist,  and  so  on.  LUCILLA  impressed ;  declares 
her  conviction  that  there  never  was  such  a  wonderful  and  interesting 
baby  as  OSWALD  MABMADUKE. 

Privately,  I  am  of  opinion  that  OSWALD  MABMADUKE,  at  his 
present  age  of  seven  months  and  some  odd  days,  has  done  nothing 
as  yet  to  justify  the  insurance  companies  in  raising  the  premium  on 
any  policy  affecting  the  River  Thames,  but  this  I  keep  to  myself.  I 
remark  insidiously  that  Professor  SULLY' s  article  distinctly  indicates 
the  Father  as  the  person  best  qualified  to  "  undertake  the  earlier 
experimental  work  in  the  investigation  of  child-nature."  To  which 
LUCILLA  only  smiles  ambiguously  and  says  ''  Does  it  ?" 

I  ask  LUCILLA  what  she  says  to  my  having  OSWALD  MABMADUKE 
down  and  beginning  a  scientific  inquiry  at  once.    She  says  he  is 
asleep  and  she  can't  have  him 
disturbed  for  any  such  nonsense. 

Rather  amused  at  this  charac- 
teristically feminine  attitude 
towards  Science  in  LUCILLA,  who 
was  such  an  ardent  advocate  of 
the  higher  education  of  women 
—before  the  days  of  OSWALD 
MABMADUKE.  I  ask  her  if  she 
calls  Science  "nonsense."  She 
replies  that  if  baby  is  to  be  ex- 
perimented with  at  all,  she 
W9uld  rather  have  it  done  by  a 
fcientitic  person. 

I  triumphantly  quote  Pro- 
fessor SULLY  to  the  effect  that 
"the  study  can  be  pursued  by 
any  intelligent  observer  pre- 
pared for  the  task  by  a  reason- 
able amount  of  psychological 
study."  Whereupon  LUCILLA 
says  she  wasn't  aware  that  I 
had  ever  taken  up  psychology. 
She  even  expresses  a  doubt 
whether  I  can  tell  her  what 
psychology  is. 

For  the  moment  I  can't  hit 
upon  a  really  neat  definition,  so 
I  merely  retort,  with  some  natu- 
ral irritation,  that  I  am  quite 
a'ware  she  considers  me  a  perfect 
ass. 

Oa  this  LUCILLA  becomes 
penitent,  and,  as  soon  as  the 
tees  I  am  really  in  earnest,  in- 
clined to  compromise.  "By-and-by,  perhaps,"  she  concedes,  "if  I 
promise  faithfully  not  to  be  rough,  I  may  have  OSWALD  MABMADUKE 
down  just  for  half-an-hour."  1  wonder  what  scientific  results  she 
supposes  I  can  get  in  such  a  ridiculously  short  time  as  half-an-hour  I 
hut  I  must  make  it  do  for  a  beginning,  and  increase  the  periods 
gradually  every  day.  Spend  the  interval,  while  LUCILH  is  upstairs, 
in  thinking  out  and  preparing  a  few  simple  experiments. 

The  moment  is  at  hand ;  LUCILLA  has  just  rung  for  the  nurse. 
Somehow  I  feel  rather  nervous.  The  nurse  comes  in,  bearing 
OSWALD  MABMADUKE,  who  clucks,  and  gurgles,  and  gasps,  as 
LUCILLA  rushes  at  him,  and  addresses  him  as  "Diddums,"  and 
"  Mummy's  ownest  ickle  pet."  Am  forced  to  remind  her  of  Pro- 
fessor BULLY'S  remark  that  "  baby  worship  is  inimical  to  carrying 
out  a  perfectly  cool  and  impartial  process  of  scientific  observation." 

The  nurse— a  woman  I  never  have  liked— sniffs  disdainfully,  and 
LUCILLA  takes  OSWALD  MABMADUKE  on  her  lap,  and  says,  I  can 
begin  to  observe  him  as  coolly  and  impartially  as  I  please ;  but  I 
mustn't  come  too  close. 

It  would  have  been  more  scientific  if  I  could  have  had  him  all  to 
myself  on  a  table,  under  a  lamp ;  but  I  suppose  I  must  be  content 
with  what  I  can  get,  for  the  present.  But  I  can't  begin  investigat- 
ing with  the  oonfoundel  nurse  in  the  room.  Thank  goodness, 
LUCILLA  has  got  rid  of  her  ;  now  I  can  begin. 

OSWALD  MABMADUKE  ia  regarding  me  with  a  glassy  stare  that 
makes  me  uncomfortable.  Professor  SULLY  suggests  that  "  it  may 
be  that  the  baby  mind  is  not  so  perfectly  simple  as  it  looks,"  and 
there's  something  in  my  infant's  eye  that  almost  makes  me  fancy  he 
knows  I  only  took  a  Poll  degree  instead  of  a  First,  like  his  dear 
Mamma.  But  he  can  hardly  have  heard  of  it  yet. 


"  Well,"  says  LUCILLA,  "have  you  observed  that  he  is  a  boofnl 
darling  ?  " 

Honestly,  OSWALD  MABMADUKE  strikes  me  as  more  like  than  ever 
to  a  pale  and  puffy  sort  of  dumpling — with  a  dash  of  putty— but  I 
don't  think  this  is  precisely  the  moment  to  say  so.  I  was  thinking, 
I  tell  her,  how  imperfect  and  incomplete,  how  feeble  and  in- 
capable any  infant  is  compared  to  other  animals!  She  indig- 
nantly refuses  to  admit  that  OSWALD  MAHMADUKE  is  anything  of  the 
sort.  "  In  one  respect,  curiously  enough,"  I  admit,  to  humour  her, 
"  even  a  little  creature  like  this  possesses  extraordinary  muscular 
strength.  In  its  prehensile  power  it  singularly  resembles  the  ape, 
LUCILLA.  For  instance,  you  would  be  astonished  to  see  how  long  it 

can  hang  on  to  this  walking-stick " 

LUCILLA  insists  on  the  walking-stick  being  put  away.  "  It  was 
Dr.  LIONEL  ROBINSON'S  experiment,  my  dear,"  I  say,  reproach- 
fully. But  she  doesn't  care  ;  she  says  "  her  baby  isn't  a  nasty  little 
gymnastic  monkey,  and  she  won't  have  his  ducky  little  neck  broken 
over  any  silly  experiments." 

So  I  have  to  test  OSWALD  MARMADUKE'S  prehensile  capacity  by 
giving  him  an  ivory  paper-cutter  to  clutch.  It  is  one  of  our 
wedding  presents,  and  has  a  wonderful  antique  Japanese  carved 
handle,  but  OSWALD  MAIM \DUKE  promptly  allows  it  to  drop  on  the 

steel  feeder,  where  it  is  smashed. 
Which  LUCILLA  (who  is  always 
insisting  that  women  are  just  as 
logical  as  men)  declares  is  en- 
tirely my  fault ! 

OSWALD  MABMADUKE  only 
bubbles  and  feigns  unconscious- 
ness, though  I  fancy  I  catch  a 
sardonic  gleam  in  his  marbley 
little  eye,  as  if  he  felt  that  was 
distinctly  one  to  him. 

I  am  anxious  to  ascertain 
whether  his  colour  sense  has 
developed  at  all,  and  if  he  has 
any  "preferential recognitions," 
but,  the  moment  I  begin  to  ex- 
hibit my  sheets  of  brightly 
tinted  paper,  LTCILLA  interferes, 
on  the  utterly  preposterous  plea 
that  it  will  "teach  him  to 
equint"! 

Test  his  hearing  instead,  and 
his  power  of  associating  sounds 
with  definite  ideas.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  his  hearing, 
_  or  his  intelligence — or  possibly 
both— are  defective ;  otherwise, 
as  I  tell  LUCILLA,  he  would 
surely  betray  some  interest 
when  I  imitate  a  blue-bottle 
fly  buzzing  round  his  head. 
LUCILLA  explains  his  apathy  by 
saying  that  my  buzzing  is  not 
in  the  least  like  a  blue-bottle. 

I  confess  I  am  rather  hurt ; 
for,  hang  it  all!  I  have  more  than  once  taken  in  a  fox-terrier  by 
the  accuracy  of  my  imitation,  and  there  was  a  time,  as  I  remind 

LUCILLA,  when  she  herself But  there,  it  h  hardly  worth  while 

losing  one's  temper  over  such  a  trifle. 

My  next  experiment  is  of  a  rather  more  elaborate  nature.  '  I  am 
going,  LUCILLA,"  I  say,  as  I  unmask  a  battery  cf  cruets  and  phiah 
which.  I  have  previously  collected  and  kept  in  the  background; 
am  now  going  to  test  the  child's  sense  of  taste.  If  you  will  induce 
OSWALD  MABMADUKE  to  put  out  his  tongue,  I  propose  to  place  a  drop 
of  these  various  condiments,  acids,  and  syrups  upon  the  tip,  and 
cirefully  note  the  reactions  called  out  by  each  successive  stimulus. 
It  will  be  highly  instructive." 

LUCILLA  won't  hear  of  it;  she  is  sure  it  will  make  baby  horribly 
siek. 

I  try  to  reason  with  her ;  but  it  is  easy  to  see  that  her  prejudices 
are  not  to  be  overcome,  and  so  I  waive  the  point,  and  pass  on  to 
something  else. 

"  You  wLU  admit  the  scientific  importance  of  discoveiing  the 
exact  degree  of  OSWALD  MAHMADVKE'S  sensitiveness  to  extremes  cf 
heat  and  cold,  LUCILLA,"  I  say,  patiently  and,  I  hope,  good- 
humouredly.  "  Well,  1  have  here  a  simple  test  to  which  even  you 

cannot  reasonably  object.    You  see,  I  take  this  poker  and " 

LUCILLA  is  on  her  feet  in  an  instant:  "  What!"  she  cries, 
clasping  OSWALD  MABMADUKE  tightly  in  her  arms  ;  "  do  you  think 
I  shall  let  you  torture  my  poor  helpless  baby  before  my  eyes? 
Never .'" 

Not  the  smallest  use  to  explain  that  the  poker  is  only  moderately 
warm.  Besides,  OSWALD  MABMADUKE  has  suddenly  burst  into  a 
passionate  bellow,  which  diverts  my  inquiry  into  another  channel. 
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"  Don't  try  to  pacify  him,  LUCILLA,"  I  implore  her.  "  Let  him  go 
on.  These  seizures  of  rage  and  terror  afford  a  very  valuable  study. 
Perhaps  you  may  not  be  aware  that,  as  Professor  BOUT  points  out, 
'  they  mirror  for  us,  in  a  diminished,  distorted  reflection,  no  douht, 
the  probable  condition  of  primitive  man.'  Yes,  OSWALD  MARMA- 
IU-KE'S  manifestation  of  fury  is  pretty  certainly  '  a  survival  of 
actions  of  remote  ancestors  in  their  fife  and  death  struggles.'  Under 
what  the  Professor  picturesquely  terms  'the  bull's-eye  lamp  of 
scientific  investigation ' " 

....  LVCILLA  has  gone,  and  taken  OSWALD  MARMADI-KK  with  her! 
From  her  parting  remarks  I  gather  that,  so  far  as  that  particular 
specimen  of  infancy  is  concerned,  the  Bull's-eye  of  Science  must 
remain  a  dark  lantern. 

And  yet  she  possesses— or  she  would  not  be  my  wife— considerable 
intellectual  capacity  1  If  she  were  a.  fool,  I  could  have  understood  it. 


LEAVES  FROM  THE  HIGHLAND  JOURNAL  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

SECOND  LEAF.— THE  DAWDLE  FKOM  THE  NORTH. 

Stirling,  Monday. — Hear  a  good  deal  of  the  Crawl  to  the  South. 
London  newspapers  full  of  plaints  from  belated  travellers  on 
Southern  lines,  weeping  for  unpunctual  trains  and  will  not  be 
cjmforted.  In  the  railway  race  where  prize  is  given  to  last  one  in, 
will  cheerfully  back  North  against  South.  Will  pit  the  Highland 
Kailway  for  a  golden  penny  against  most  superbly  slow  railway  going 
South  out  of  London. 

Was  it  yesterday,  day  before,  or  last  week  that  SABX  and  I  left 
Oban  full  of  hope  and  baggage,  bound  for  hospitable  mansion  near 
Carlisle  P  Or  was  it  before  railways  were,  and  did  we  start  in  stage 
coach  P  Can't  say  with  certainty  ;  seems  so  long  ago  ;  mightn't  have 
been  this  year  at  all.  Only  thing  certain  is  that  arrangements  as  per 
time-table  were  excellent.  Leave  Oban  12.35 ;  so  may  leisurely 
breakfast ;  time  to  walk  from  Gallanaoh  by  lovely  coast  line,  with 
blue  sea  rippling  on  skirt  of  road  to  left ;  on  other  hand  the  golden 
bracken  clothing  the  hills  that  stretch  away  eastward  to  Loch  Awe. 
Remember,  years  ago,  walking  along  this  road  with  bree/y  Professor 
BLACKIK,  towards  the  house  on  the  hill  which  he  built  for  himself, 
whence  he  could  see  the  sun  setting  over  the  mountains  of  Mull. 

No  railway  station  in  those  days.  When  you  left  Oban  homeward 
bound  you  went  by  stage  coach  landwards,  or  by  one  of  the  fine  lines 
of  steamers  DAVID  HUTCHKSON  created,  supplementing  work  of 
WALTER  SCOTT  in  opening  up  the  wonderful  beauty  of  the  High- 
lands. To  the  last  fine  old  DAVID  HUTCHKSOST  used  to  sit  by  the 
window  in  his  room  looking  down  the  bay,  watching  his  steamers 
come  and  go.  Now  JOHN  BLACKIK  has  folded  hisplaid  around  him 
for  last  time  and  is  quiet  for  evermore.  DAVID  HUTCHESON'S  keen, 
kindly  face  no  longer  looks  out  from  his  window.  A  granite  obelisk 
set  on  high  at  the  entrance  to  Oban  Bay  has  his  name  cat  deep  upon 
it,  and  his  memory  is  kept  green  by  the  ripple  of  the  sea  at  the  fore- 
foot of  the  fleet  that  carry  the  flag  of  his  farm  into  every  harbour  on 
the  West  coast. 

Here's  railway  station  and  we  in  good  time  for  12.35  train. 
Excellent.  Station  time-bills  confirm  BKADSHAW'S  statement. 
Shall  reach  Stirling  4.20  ;  half-an-hour  to  wait ;  will  pass  pleasantly 
over  cup  of  tea ;  on  to  Carlisle,  due  at  8.35.  With  five  mile  drive 
shall  be  a  little  late  for  dinner,  but  that  no  matter. 

"  We  '11  call  it  supper,"  said  SABK,  a  man  full  of  resources. 

Plenty  of  room  in  carriage.  Tide  of  traffic  ebbed.  We  are  going 
off  almost  on  last  wave. 

"  Another  slice  of  good  luck,"  says  SAKK,  rubbing  his  hands  with 
pleased  content.  "  In  height  of  season,  with  crowds  of  tourists, 
mountains  of  baggage,  hard  I  expect  always  to  make  connection 
with  English  mail  at  Stirling  even  when,  as  now,  we  start  with 
half-an-hour  to  spare.  But  with  carriages  nearly  empty,  baggage 
vans  only  a  quarter  filled,  we  are  safe  as  houses." 

Only  one  fellow-passenger.  Not  at  all  a  cheerful  party ;  cadaverous 
cheeks;  restless  eyes  with  curious  look  in  them,  as  if  he  were 
straining  to  catch  last  glimpse  of  some  prized  object  vanishing  in 
distance.  Twitching  gesture  with  bony,  nervous  hands.  At  brief 
intervals,  as  we  journey  east,  hoping  to  make  south  at  Killin 
Junction,  he  jerked  up  his  right  hand  as  if  to  stop  something,  and 
there  came  into  his  eyes  the  look  of  pained  entreaty.  Rather  an 
uncanny  person ;  hoped  he  wasn't  going  far.  Manoeuvred  SABK 
into  sitting  opposite  him  ;  fixed  myself  up  at  other  corner  seat. 

Rather  surprised  to  find  train  didn't  start  at  12.35.  Didn't  indeed 
move  till  12.50. 

"  In  no  hurry,"  I  remarked. 

"  Why  should  they  be  P"  said  SARK.  "  Lots  of  time.  Half-an- 
hour  to  spare  at  Stirling.  Besides,  train  is  light ;  can  easily  pick  up 
lost  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Cadaverous  Stranger  sighed  deeply. 

Off  at  last  with  much  shrieking  of  whistles,  waving  of  green  flag, 
and  frantic  farewells  of  groups  on  platform  seeing  friends  off.  Look 
up  morning  paper  to  see  whether  WALTER  LONG  's  been  promising 
the  farmers  anything  substantial ;  whether  GEOROIB  HAMILTON  's 


roing  to  abolish  Indian  cotton  duties  ;  whether  PRISCK  A K HICK  has 
Mtablished  any  fresh  Foundation  of  Belief  in  bi-metallir  m  ;  whether 
DON  JOSK  has  completed  hii  scheme  of  oil  age  pension  for  respectable 

Basuto* ;  and  whether  the 
DOOK  has  yawned  distant 
over  propositions  to  do  any- 
thing anywhere  in  any  cir- 
cumstance*. 

Interesting  paper  ;  got 
nearly  through  it  when 
train  stop*. 

"Ah!  Suppose  this  must 
be  Looh  Awe,  or  at  least 
Taynuilt." 

"Can't  be  Stirling,  I 
suppose?"  said  SAKK, 
who  had  been  fast  asleep. 

Cadaverous  face  of 
Stringer  in  corner  illu- 
mined by  blue  light  of 
melancholy ;  pitying  smile 
made  my  blood  freeze;  glad 
to  put  head  out  of  window 
to  inquire  what  station 
we  'd  reached.  Station- 
master  within  hail;  familiar 
face  and  figure ;  teemed  to 
have  seen  him  before  ; 
where  could  it  have  been  P 
Of  course,  it  'a  the  uniform 
makes  one  man  look  like 
"  Interesting  iiaptr ;  got  nearly  through  it  another 

when  train  .tops."  "What    place    il    this. 

Mr.  Stationmaster  P "   lasked,  with   the   bland   courtesy  born  of 
prosperous  travelling  circumstances. 
Stationmaster  stared  at  me. 
"  It's  Oban,"  he  answered,  shortly. 

"  Oban ! "  I  cried ;  "  why,  we  left  Oban  a  quarter-of-an-hour  ago ; 
at  ten  minutes  to  one,  and  now  it's  five  minutes  past." 

"Well,  it's  just  Oban,"  he  said,  as  if  he  had  heard  this  inane 
protest  before,  and  was  wearied  of  answering.  "Ye 're  been 
shunting." 

As  GRAND  CROSS  used  to  say  before  he  left  the  Commons,  I 
thought  I  heard  a  smile.  It  came  from  the  corner  where  the 
cadaverous  man  sat,  immovable,  unquestioning,  hopeless. 


WOMAN  AND  HER  WHKEL. 
(After  Tennysim,  by  an  Old-fashioned  Fe'.loto.) 

TURN,  woman,  turn  thy  wheel,  in  garments  loud. 
Turn  thy  wild  wheel  through  dust  that 's  like  a  cbud  ; 
Thy  wheel  and  thee  some  love,  and  same  do  hate. 
Turn,  woman,  turn  thy  wheel,  through  smile  or  frown 
Of  those  who  watch  thy  wobblings  up  and  down ; 
Thy  skill  is  little,  but  thy  pluck  is  great. 
Smile  the  rude  boys  and  howl  behind  their  hands, 
Frowns  the  grave  cit ;  the  worldling  understands  ; 
Woman  is  woman,  and  mistress  of  her  fate. 

Turn,  turn  thy  wheel,  amid  the  staring  crowd ! 
Thy  wheel  and  thee  are  loud,  and  yet  allowed  ; 
Thy  wheel  and  thee  some  love,  but  /  do  hate .' 

THE  remarkably  erratic  progresi  of  a  certain  Hibernian,  wh->. 
shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  and  elbowing  peaceable  citizens  off 
the  pavement,  reeled  along  a  Dublin  street,  wai  brought  to  an 
abrupt  termination  by  a  constable.  But  the  "  public  guardian  "  was 
considerably  astonished  to  find  that  his  prisoner  wa«  neither 
"charioted  by  Bacchus  and  his  pards,"  nor  even  "  on  the  viewlesi 
wings  of  Poesy,"  but  perfectly  sober,  and  only  pretending  to  be 
drunk.  The  reason  for  his  feigned  inebriety  was  not  explained. 
Perhaps,  in  a  like  predicament  with  "  DAVID  GABBICK,"  and  mindful 
of  the  famous  simulated-intoxication  scene  in  the  play  of  that  name, 
he  hoped,  in  the  same  manner,  to  "disillusion"  some  fair— or  too 
importunate— inamorata.  However,  his  excellent  acting  on  this, 
"  his  first  appearance,"  received  due  magisterial  appreciation  in  the 
shape  of  a  one-sovereign  fine ;  and  if,  in  future  and  in  stem  reality, 
he  should  ever  indulge  too  freely  in ' '  potheen,"  it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
his  undoubted  histrionic  ability  will  stand  him  in  good  stead,  and 
enable  him,  on  occasion,  to  pretend  to  be  tober  with  equal  success, 

ENCORE  TRILBY!— "The  Trilby  etchings  in  Bond  Street,"  says 
Mr.  TREE,  "are  all  very  well,  but  THE  Trilby  'drawing'  at  the 
Haymarket  is  what  I  prefer." 
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TOO    MUCH    OF    A    GOOD   THING. 

Bevy  of  Fair  Dames.  "OoR  WARMEST  CONGRATULATIONS,  MR,  BINKS  I    OUR  VERT  BUST  FELICITATIONS,  MR.  BINES!"   &c.,  &c. 
Mr.  Sinks  (just  engaged).  "OH,  REALLY — THANKS  so  MCCH!     Bur  COULDN'T  TOU  SPARE  SOME  OF  TOUR  CONGRATULATIONS  FOR 

MT  FlANCltS?" 


MOKE   KNIGHTS   HOSPITALLEBS ; 

Or,  the  Ministry  of  our  Merchant  Princes. 

[The  "Merchant  Princes"  of  London  have 
given  £48,500  altogether  towards  the  Hospital 
needs  now  so  urgent,  and  other  charitable  objects : 
« e.,  £20,000  to  the  Hospitals,  £23,500  to  the 
Trincets  of  'Wales'  Nurses'  Tension  Fund,  and 
£5,000  to  the  poor.] 

MUCH  has  happened  of  late  at  which  cynics 

will  laugh, 
Illustrating  the  cult  of  the  Gjlden  Calf 

In  opulent  London's  high  places. 
But  all  Merchant  Princes  are  not— Alder- 
manic, 

In  worship  of  wealth,  or  in  horror  of  panic, 
83  Momus  may  stint  his  grimaces. 

His  lip  will  take  on  a  aardonical  twist, 

At  the  sight  of  a  Mayor  in  a  M ammonite 

mist, 

Confusing  gold-grubbing  with  glory. 
But— all  City  figures  are  not  ledger-gains, 
And  here  are  a  few  which  show  hearts  go 

with  brains, 
And  tell  Punch  a  pleasanter  story. 

When   Mr.   Punch   seconded   GLADSTONE'S 

appeal 
On  behalf  of    Guy's   Hospital,*   bosoms  of 

steel 

Alone  to  such  pleas  were  insensible. 
'Midst  our  merchant  princes  warm  hearts  are 

no  rarity, 

Not  to  acknowledge  such  fine  civic  charity 
Punch  would  deem  most  reprehensible. 

*  See  Our  Xtw  Ki.ight  HotpitalUr,  p.  221, 
November  9, 1895. 


The  rich  —  like  the  poor  —  we  have  always  with 

us; 
And  though  real  charity  doesn't  like  fuss, 

Or  too  noisy  use  of  the  trumpet. 
Yet  palmam  qui  meruitferat  !    The  buzzum 
That  warms  not  to  kind  deeds  when  opulence 

does  'em, 
Is  flabby  and  chill  as  a  crumpet. 

"You  have  done  it  so  nicely,  pray  do  it 


again," 
old-f 


Of  an  old-fashioned  song  was  theold-f  ashioned 

strain, 

And  it  may  sound  a  trifle  sarcastic, 
Yet  Punch  dares  to  say  it  to  rich  City  men, 
Who  can  do  such  a  deal  with  a  dash  of  that 

pen. 
To  which  banks  and  bullion  are  plastic. 

The  Hospital's  editor,  H.  C.  BUBDETT,* 
Knows  well  there's  sore  want  of  a  million 

more  yet, 

And  our  millionaires  now  are  so  many 
'Twonld  soon  be  made  up  if  the  hat  were  tent 

round 
Amongst  those  favoured  mortals  on  whose 

purse  a  pound 
Is  no  greater  draft  than  a  penny. 

Eh?    Forty-eight  thousand  five  hundred? 

The  thrifty 
Might  soon  make  that  up  to  a  level,  square 

fifty, 

Whilst—  ah!  seems  the  fancy  a  Billy'  un?— 
Punch  dreams  of  the  hospital-world's  happy 

smile 
If  trade-"  princes  "  persisted  in  raising  their 

pile 
To  —  eay  just  a  square  quarter  million  ! 

*  The  Hospital,  140,  Strand,  W.C. 


LACTEAL  LAXITY. 

["  Strict  temperance  people  now  consume  only 
'  Blue-Ribbon  Milk,'  certified  to  have  been  taken 
from  cows  which  have  not  been  fed  on  brewers 
grains."—  Vide  Paper.'] 

SING  not  to  me  of  dubious  tea, 

Of  cocoa  that's  adulterated, 
Nor  seek  to  boast  of  coffee  roast 

That 's  underdone  and  over-ra'cd. 
Bring  me  no  wine  that  scorns  the  vine, 

Nor  ale  that 's  non-intoxicating ; 
Don't  seek  to  cheer  with  hopless  beer 

A  soul  that  needs  exhilarating. 

Despite  all  skill  the  demon  will 

In  ev'ry  harmless  cup  be  lurking ; 
E'en  when  you  're  sure  the  bowl  was  pure, 

Perchance  of  sin  yon  've  drunk  a  firkin. 
Alas !  the  cow  distrusting  now, 

We  test  its  lacteal  production ; 
For  brewers'  grain  the  milk  may  stain, 

And  we  imbibe,  with  it,  destruction. 


WE  learn,  from  Paris,  that  a  trunk— spe- 
cially adapted  to  the  use  of  "  personally  con- 
ducted" Madagascar  tourists — has  just  been 
invented.  It  is  called  "  la  mMe-d- Gaze." 


Hibernian  Arithmetic. 

SHUKE,  multiplication — of   chiefs—  is  vexa- 
tion, 

But  faix,  there  is  fun  in  substhraction. 
Addition  will  you  knit  with  me  as  one  unit, 

And  unity  flabberghasts  faction.          [Me ! 
As  for  Rule  o'  Three  I— betther  one.  and  that 

The  wise,  and  the  sthrong,  and  the  clever  1 
But  till  O»'m  up  top,  and  all  over  the  shop, 

I'll  cry,  " Long  Division  for  iver !  " 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— NOVEMBER  2:i,  1895. 


ASHANTI  AGAIN! 


IBBITAXNIA  (/»  Z-rd  H'-le-l-y,  "  the  n.an  ,rho  has  been  there").  "YOU  KNOW  ALL  AROUT  THE  IirslNK<S  COMMAND  KR- 
IN-CHIEF.    BUT  THIS  TIME  I  EXPECT  SOMETHING  MORE  THAN  AN  UMBRELLA." 


NOVBMBBB  23,  1895.] 
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31/1 IVA 
MOO  J  A3 


AFTER    "THE    SLUMP"    IN    THE    CITY. 


lfreal-  Siexilatorin  South  African  Market  (about  to  pay  the  Sarber  who  hn>  Item  shaving  him). 
"A  SHILLING  I  EH  f    WHY,  YOUR  CHAEOB  USED  TO  BE  ONLY  SIXPENCE." 

City  Barber.   "YES,    SIB;  BUT  You'vf  GOT  svca  A.  Losa  FACI,  -WE'RE  OBLIGED  TO 

INCREASE  THE  PRICE  I  " 


UNION  r.  DISUNION. 

FBOM  PARNELL  to  REDMOND,  from  REDMOND 

to  HEALY, 
One  very  plain  truth  comes  out  fully  and 

freely ; 
Your  Unionist's  love  for  a  "patriot"  grows 

hearty 
When  he  furthers  djjunion— within  his  own 

Party; 

He  credits  no  Paddy  with  talent  or  wit 
Till  he  Union  favours  bv  causing  a  split. 
In  fact.  Unionists  hold  this  Hibernian  rule — 
No  Irishman's  wise  till  he 's  playing  the  fool ! 


SONG  OF  THE  POWERS 

(Great  Britain,  Russia,  France,  Germany, 
Austria-Hungary,  Italy,  and  the  United 
State$]  to  the  Sultan  .— 

"WE  ABB  SEVIN." 

Sttltan'»  R'jnnier. 
"  Bur  these  are  lies,  the  Kurds  are  Saints ! 

Armenia  is  just  heaven! " — 
'Twas  throwing  words  away,  for  still 
The  sons  of  dogs  would  have  their  will 

And  answered :  "  We  are  Seven  1 " 


APPROPRIATE  DECORATION  FOE  A.  "BIKER'S" 
BUTTON-HOLE. — The  Cyclamen. 


AQUATIC.— Cowej  is  sufferingfrom  a  de- 
ficiency in  the  water  supply.  We  only  wish 
that  other  (reputed)  cows  were  afflicted  with 
the  same  complaint.  Meantime,  could  not 
Cowes  turn  on  its  ever-present  main  ? 


"HAPPY  EVENINGS." 

Tuetday.— Have  just  read  in  the  Timei  a 
letter  from  the  Children's  Happy  Evenings 
Association,  in  which  it  is  said  "for  every 
shilling  spent  one  child  gets  a  happy  evening 
weekly  throughout  the  whole  winter."  By 
Jove  1  The  winter  here  lasts  at  least  twenty- 
four  weeks,  so  the  cost  is  small.  Wish  I  could 
get  a  happy  evening  for  a  halfpenny !  Some- 
times difficult  enough  to  get  a  happy  even- 
ing at  all.  Time  to  dress  now.  To  dinner 
with  old  BOREHAM,  F.8.A.  Awfully  dull 
evening.  A  lot  of  solemn  old  fossils.  Cabs 
there  and  back  four  shillings.  How's  that 
compared  to  the  halfpenny  Y 

Wednttday. — Must  do  something  to  cheer 
myself  up  after  that  dinner  yesterday.  So  go 
to  see  the  newest  burlesque.  Dismally  dull. 
A  few  feeble  jokes  I  have  heard  before;  a 
few  other  feebler  ones  I  hope  I  shall  never 
hear  again.  But  no  doubt  I  i- hall— in  the 
next  burlesque.  A  miserable  evening.  Seat 
and  cabs  fourteen  shillings. 

Thundnv. — Shan't  (ptnd  so  much  to-night 
anyway.  Mrs.  MUMBT'H  danoe.  Well,  here  I 
am.  Never  saw  such  a  lot  of  plain  women 
in  all  my  life.  As  for  the  five  Miss  MUMB  YS  ! 
Oh  lord  I  Just  as  I  am  coming  out  a  sudden 
gust  of  wind  carries  off  my  opera  hat.  It  is 
quite  ipoilt.  Most  annoying.  It  happened 
to  be  a  new  one.  Cabs  five  shillings.  But 
must  add  cost  of  new  hat  to  be  bought  to- 
morrow. Can't  get  that  for  a  halfpenny. 

Friday. — To  dinner  with  my  aunt  at  South 
Kensington.  Resolve  to  make  this  a  cheap 
evening.  See  how  little  I  can  spend.  Fine, 
dry  weather.  Qo  in  omnibus.  Total  cost 
so  far  twopence.  Capital  1  My  aunt  very 
pleasant.  Several  nice  girls  1  here.  Amongst 
them  my  cousin  VIOLET,  up  from  the  country, 
prettier  than  ever.  My  aunt  atks  if  I  will 
see  VIOLF.T  and  her  sitter  home  to  Fitzjohn's 
Avenue,  where  they  are  staying.  Of  courte. 
Hullo,  it 's  pouring  with  rain !  Four-wheeler 
all  the  way.  Coming  back  to  mv  rooms,  a 
wheel  comes  off  in  Regent's  Park.  Escape 
unhurt.  So  does  cabby.  Get  out.  Raining 
harder  thsn  ever.  Not  a  cab,  not  a  person, 
in  sight.  Cabman  in  despair.  Pity  the  poor 
fellow,  and  give  him  half-a-orown  over  his 
fare.  Walk  on,  and  at  last  find  another  cab. 
But  my  thin  shoes  completely  ruined.  Add 
this  to  fares.  Cheap  evening  costs  me  over 
thirty  shillings. 

Saturday.— SMITH  and  JOKES  to  dine  with 
me  at  the  club.  Good-natured,  hospitable 
chaps.  Must  give  them  a  good  dinner,  and 
some  of  our  best  wine.  Do  so.  Smoking  all 
the  evening. 

Sunday. — Headache  this  morning.  Often 
feel  like  this  after  a  pleasant  evening.  Ah. 
by  Jove,  that  reminds  me!  How  much  did 
it  cost  ?  Oh  I  can't  bother  to  reckon  now  I 
Hate  arithmetic.  Anyway,  it  was  more  than 
a  halfpenny.  "  Happy  Thought,"  as  the  man 
in  the  book  says;  spend  a  Happy  Evening 
without  trying  to  amuse  myself.  Easy  enough 
on  Sunday.  And  send  the  ten  shillings,  which 
I  may  reckon  I  save,  to  amuse  ten  poor  little 
children,  and  make  them  warm  and  happy 
one  evening  a  week  through  the  gloom  aid 
misery  of  winter  in  the  slums.  Here's  the 
address  in  the  Times  cf  the  5th.  So  I  stud 
my  little  contribution  to  the  Hon.  Secretary, 
14,  Radnor  Place,  W.  And  anyone  ebe  who 
can't  give  himself  a  happy  evening  for  a 
halfpenny  may  well  do  the  same. 


May  and  December. 

WHATEVER  scribblers  try  to  prove 
Upon  the  journalistic  page, 

'Tis  pretty  plain  the  Ace  of  Love 
Is  different  from  the  love  of  age  I 
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SONC  FOR  BOBBIES  ON  BIKES. 

[HANTS  COUNTY  COUNCIL. — "The 
Committee  has  authorised  the  Chief 
Constable  to  obtain  thirty  -  three 
bicycles  for  the  use  of  the  police 
force,  at  a  total  i-ost  of  £289  11«.  6rf." 
Hampshire  Advertiser.] 

I. 
IT'S  oome  at  1  ast,  and  none  too  fast, 

That  we  're  to  race  disorder ; 
The  Hants  C.  C.  has  ruled  that  we 

Shall  whirl  like  any  Forder. 
Oh !  joy  to  catch  the  burglar  man, 

The  rascal  born  to  steal, 
To  play  the  game  of  "  catch  who 
can" 

On  swift  and  steady  wheel. 

H. 

Should  quarry  go  to  woods,  we 

know 

That  bikes  are  scarcely  trusty  ; 
O'er  furrowed  plough  we  quite 

allow 

Our  steeds  may  turn  up  rusty ; 
But  on  the  smooth  and  flat  high- 
way 

We  '11  wriggle  like  the  eel, 
And  bring  our  robber  foes  to  bay, 
With  woe  as  well  as  wheel  I 


A  SUGGEST i ON. —There  are 
always  with  us  two  winter  exhibi- 
tions of  celebrated  artiste's  works. 
One  is  Mr.  ARTHUR  TOOTH'S,  and 
the  other  Mr.  THOMAS  MCLEAN'S. 
Wouldn't  it  be  an  aesthetic,  aro- 
matic, pearl-powdery,  dentastical 
idea  to  unite  the  two  and  advertise 
it  as  "McLEAN  TOOTH  exhibi- 
tion"?  All  the  Brothers  of  the 
Brush  would  be  pleased. 


FANCY    PORTRAIT. 


JUSTICE    AND   TEMPERANCE. 

THE  GREAT  WHITE  COLONIAL  CHIEF  CH-MB-EL-N  HOLDS  A  TALKHE- 
TALKEB  WITH  HIS  BRAVES. 


FOR  BUTTER  OR  WOR8E. 

Sarah  Jane  Sing»  : — 

OH  I  I  can  eat  the  coldest  meat, 
The  joints  that  once  have  been ; 

But  give  to  me  with  toast  at  tea 
No  "  scrape  "  of  margarine. 

With  it  defiled  the  mufti  a  mild 
And  teacake  lack  their  zest ; 

Sj  slaveys  all,  come  stand  or  fall, 
By  butter  of  the  best  I 


"  0  HONEY  1  "—A  deputation  of 
the  British  Bee-Keepers'  Associa- 
tion waited  upon  the  LadyMayoress 
at  the  Mansion  House  to  enlist  her 
sympathies  for  the  encouragement 
of  apiculture,  and  against  the  in- 
vasion of  foreign  honey,  which 
was  averred  to  be  "only  cun- 
ningly sophisticated  treacle."  By 
all  means  let  us  have  the  common 
or  garden,  the  nn  sophisticated 
native  article.  The  "heather 
honey  "  of  the  moorlands  is — we 
are  informed  by  the  B.  B.-K.  A. 
—"food  fit  for  the  gods,"  a  fact 
overlooked  by  Olympian  Jove, 
who  seems  to  have  preferred  that 
of  Hybla  or  Hymettus— probably 
because  it  was  cheaper.  However, 
we  are  happy  to  fay  that,  in 
London  at  least,  the  Bee  industry 
is  in  a  flourishing  condition,  and 
shows  no  sign  of  flagging  pros- 
perity, the  variety  cultivated  with 
most  success  being,  of  course,  the 
Bacchanalian  or  Essand  See 
(Apis  Eacchf). 

DENTIST'S  MOTTO. — "Tooth 
will  out." 


ROUNDABOUT   READINGS. 

A  RETRIEVER'S  DIART. 

DURING  the  past  week  I  have  been  shooting  pheasant)  in  Norfolk. 
We  had  good  sport,  and  fairly  good  weather,  and  I  was  able  for  the 
first  time  to  test  an  ingenious  mechanical  contrivance  of  which  we 
may  expect  to  hear  a  great  deal  in  the  future.  It  is  called  (I  quote 
from  the  advertisement  which  is  now  in  my  possession)  the  "  Canine 
Cogitatpgraph."  a  title  which,  I  admit,  is  detestably  mixed  in  its 
derivations.  The  inventor,  however,  who  desires  for  the  present  to 
keep  his  name  secret,  may  plead  in  extenuation  the  example  of  that 
great  philosopher  HERBERT  SPENCER  and  his  series  on  "  Sociology." 

THE  object  of  this  invention  is  to  record  automatically  the  thoughts 
passing  through  the  mind  of  a  dog.  By  a  clever  adaptation  of  the 
MORSE  system  of  telegraphy  these  are  printed  off  in  English  on  strips 
or  tapes  of  paper.  I  am  not  sufficiently  skilled  in  mechanics  to 
describe  the  invention  technically;  suffice  it  to  say  that  it  is  very 
small  and  convenient  in  size,  and  can  be  easily  fitted  on  to  any 
ordinary  dog's  collar. 

DURIKG  my  late  pheasant-  shooting  excursion  I  attached  it  to  the 
collar  of  my  retriever,  with  the  most  astonishing  results.  For  the 
benefit  of  the  scientific  and  sporting  public  I  now  publish  this 
singular  autobiographical  fragment  from  the  diary  of  a  sporting  dog. 


,  November  11,  10  A.M.—  Am  unchained.  Large  party 
with  guns.  Sport.  Hurrah  !  Smell  out  master,  dance  round  him 
and  place  both  fore-paws  on  his  knickerbockers.  Am  reproved. 
Why  r  Ihere  are  two  more  black  dogs,  strangers  to  me,  and  a  brown 
spaniel  whom  I  have  met  before.  The  spaniel  is  a  fool.  His  ears 
are  ridiculously  long,  and  flap  in  the  most  absurd  manner.  His  nose 
s  broad,  his  eyes  bulge,  and  his  legs  are  bandy.  A  dog  like  this  is 
only  nt  for  hedgerows.  Exchange  tip-toe  courtesies  with  the  two 
black  strangers.  Growl  at  them.  They  growl  back.  We  are  all 
reproved.  Why  '( 

1020     Corner  of   a  overt.     Heard  keeper  say  "There  was  a 

hundred  pheasants  drawed  into  that  'ere  covert."    This  is  ripping 

ister  applies  whip  twica,  but  not  very  hard.    Tells  me  he  does 


it  to  "steady"  me.  Such  rot!  Forgive  him.  Five  pheasants 
come  out  my  way.  I  kill  two  with  a  right  and  left  and  miss 
another  with  my  second  gun.  Sun  must  have  got  into  my  eyes. 
Shall  I  go  after  dead  birds  now  or  wait  ?  Better  wait.  G Jt  thrashed 
last  time  for  running  after  birds  before  1>  >at  was  over.  Guns  going 
off  to  the  right  and  left.  Brown  dog,  so  far,  has  killed  nothing. 
One  of  the  black  dogs  named  Sailor  has  killed  four.  Ridiculously 
conceited  dog  that.  Eight  more  pheasants  come  to  me  one  by  one. 
Kill  five.  Miss  three.  Brown  dog  smiles  audibly.  Shall  cut  the 
brown  dog,  or  bite  him  in  the  back.  Shout  from  beaters.  ' '  Hare 
forward.  I  '11  have  his  fur,  or  die  in  the  attempt.  Comes  gallop- 
ing out  on  my  right.  I  miss  him  twice.  I'll  show  him  who  can 
gallop.  Off  after  him.  Distant  shouts  from  Master.  Who  cues? 
Into  a  ditch.  Oat  again.  Across  ploughed  field.  Hare  still  in  front. 
Am  gaining.  No,  am  losing.  Hare  is  a  filly  animal;  shall  give 
it  up,  and  go  back.  By  the  bye,  got  thrashed  last  time  for  doing  this. 
Wonder  if  I  shall  be  thrashed  again.  Better  assume  contrite 
expression.  DJ  so.  ...  No  good.  Am  thrashed.  Howl.  Never 
was  a  Spartwi  dog.  Beat  over.  Pick  up  dead  birds.  Mouth  full  of 
feathers.  Am  sent  to  look  for  a  bird  wounded  by  brown  dog,  who 
has  shot  disgracefully,  and  made  a  perfect  fool  of  himself.  Track 
bird  to  ditch.  Faint  scent  to  right.  Follow  up  fifty  yards,  then 
through  hedge  ;  back  again.  Got  him.  Return  covered  with 
burrs,  with  bird  in  mouth.  Am  patted.  Brown  dog,  who  has  been 
thrashed,  hints  that  he  doesn't  think  much  of  the  performance. 
Offers  to  cirrjr  bird  for  me,  "  if  I  am  tired."  Should  like  to  see  him 
dare  to  touch  it.  

THE  above  may  serve  as  a  sample  of  the  whole.  I  always  suspected 
that  a  dog  believed  that  he  himself,  and  not  his  master,  killed  the 
birds.  Now  I  know  it  on  the  unimpeachable  testimony  of  the 
"Canine  Cogitatograph."  I  shall  be  happy  to  send  further  par- 
ticulars of  this  admirable  contrivance  to  any  sportsman  who  may 
apply  to  me. 

QUOTATION  FROM  " ROMEO  AND  JULIET"  ADAPTED  TO  CHANGES  IN 
SOUTH  AFRICAN  AND  OTHER  MARKETS. — "  0  swear  not  by  the  bwm, 
the  inconstant  boom  I  " 

THE  ORIGINAL  CLASSICAL  BICYCLIST.— "  Ixion  ;  or,  the  Man  on 
the  Wheel." 
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ART  18  MEASUREMENT. 

KKI-TKK'H  telegram  Bays  that 
the  chrysanthemum  blossoms, 
used  at  the  marriage  of  the  Duke 
of  MABLHOROUOII,  if  piled  up, 
would  equal  in  bulk  an  ordinary 
haystack,  and  the  roses,  if  placed 
from  end  to  end,  would  extend 
over  a  distance  of  eight  miles. 
Here  is  at  last  an  exact  system 
for  calculating  the  merits  of 
decorative  art.  Mr.  Punch  has 
therefore  instructed  his  Chief 
Statistician  in  Ordinary  to  furnish 
a  report  on  tome  disputed  mat- 
ters, now  for  ever  decided  by  the 
following  calculations. 

The  statues  in  London,  if 
melted,  pounded  up,  and  other- 
wise reduced  to  a  single  mass, 
would  equal  in  balk  an  ordinary 
cottage.  The  Elgin  marbles, 
treated  in  the  same  way,  would 
equal  in  bulk  an  ordinary  cartload 
of  rubbish,  and  the  Venus  of 
Mi lo  would  be  half  the  bulk  of  an 
ordinary  piece  of  rook.  There- 
fore, &c.  (i.  E.  D. 

The  pictures  in  the  Salon  Carre 
rf  the  Louvre,  added  to  those  in 
Ihe  Tribuna  at  Florence,  would 
only  cover  one-fifth  of  the  space 
occupied  by  those  in  an  ordinary 
—a  very  ordinary — exhibition  of 
the  Royal  Academy  of  Arts.  All 
the  pictures  of  VKLUQUIX,  cut 
into  narrow  strips,  would  actually 
not  extend  from  Piccadilly  Cir- 
cus to  Kensington  Church,  and 
those  of  REMBRANDT,  if  the  can- 
vases were  rolled  up,  could  be 
packed  into  an  ordinary  four- 
wheel  cab.  Therefore,  &o. 
Q.  E.  D. 

The  total  mass  of  teapots  manu- 
factured in  Birmingham,  from  the 
earliest  times  to  the  present  day, 


A    LITTLE    KNOWLEDGE." 


"  I  BET  ror  DON'T  KNOW  WHY  AN  APPLI  FALLS  TO  THE  GROUND  I ' 
"  OH  TBS,  I  DO  I    WHEN  IT  's  GOT  A  WORM  INSIDE  I  " 


would  probably  equal  St.  Paul' 
in  bulk.     It  is,  however,  difficul 
to  obtain  exaet  estimates,     lir.v- 
VENUTO  CELLINI'S  works  in  gold 
if  melted,  would  be  equal  in  bull 
to  two  ordinary  lump*  of  chalk 
The  lamp-poets  of  London,  placet 
end  to  end,  would  extend  to  over 
one  hundred  thousand  times  the 
length  of  the  ironwork  of  QUENTIN 
MATSTS.  Therefore,  &o.    (|.  E.  D. 

The  modern  public  buildings  ol 
London,  broken  into  small  frag- 
ments, would  suffice  to  repair 
tome  hundreds  of  miles  of  roads. 
The  Parthenon,  similarly  treated, 
would  not  be  enough  for  the 
distance  from  Colney  Hatch  to 
Hanwell.  The  Crystal  Palace  is 
larger  than  St.  Mark's  at  Venice. 
The  Xt  lion  Column  is  higher  than 
the  monument  of  BARTOLOMMXO 
Cor.ionr.  Therefore, &o.  (I.K.I). 

It  is  thai  conclusively  proved 
that  the  modern  artistic  produc- 
tion? of  our  beloved  country  are 
infinitely  superior  —  in  bulk  — 
to  those  so-called  masterpieces 
hitherto  preferred  by  ignorant 
critic*.  Mr.  Punch,  having 
patriotically  proved  this  incon- 
trovertible fact,  hope*  that  no 
banquet  will  be  offered  to  Aim 
"  by  several  influential  gentle- 
men" to  reward  him  for  these 
"recent  courageous,  honourable, 
and  successful  t  (Forts. " 


Nor  TO  BE  WROUGHT  ON  BY 
SPELLS. —  Lord  SALISBURY'S 
policy,  as  expressed  in  his  Guild- 
hall speech,  is  proof  sgaimt  the 
"  Charmei"  of  the  Dfbalt. 


THE  NEW  WOMAN  (in  frenck). 
1  Madame  DE  MAINTENAKT." 


A  CHANCE  FOR  SOMEBODY  ! ! 

WANTED -by  an  Australian  Colpny-A  GOVERNOR.  This 
is  a  splendid  chance  for  a  middle-aged  man  requiring  a 
situation.  The  Governor  must  be  a  man  of  HIGH  CHARACTER, 
ATTRACTIVE  PBRFONALITY,  and  EXCEPTIONAL  INTELLIGINCE.  He 
will  be  expected  to  comMne  a  large  experience  of  affairs  with  Tact, 
Discretion,  and  a  Good  Social  Standing.  During  his  term  of  office 
he  will  be  supplitd  with  One  Licery  a  Year,  the  cost  of  which  will 
be  deducted  from  his  wages. 

The  Governor  will  be  allowed  to  provide  himself  with  one  Under- 
Servant  or  Secretary,  who  must  produce  a  certificate  stating  that  he 
was  born  and  has  pasted  the  whole  of  his  life  in  the  Colony. 

Loss  OH  DAMAGE  OF  FURNITURE. 

A  plain  table,  fix  deal  chairs,  and  a  commodious  chest  of  drawers 
will  be  provided  for  the  use  of  the  Governor,  who  will,  of  course,  be 
responsible  for  the  loss  or  damage  of  any  of  these  articles. 

THE  GOVERNOR 

will  be  permitted  to  write  home  at  regular  intervals.  He  will  also 
have  to  conduct  the  Business  Correspondence  of  his  Employers. 
Postage,  Telegrams,  and  Omnibus-fares  will  be  paid  by  the  Governor. 

There  is 

AN  EXTENSIVE  BACK  GARDEN  of  One  Quarter  of  an  Acre,  in  which 
the  Governor  may  occasionally  smoke  a  pipe  on  Sundays.  One 
pound  of  belt  Amtralian  tobacco,  for  which  a  deduction  of  £15  will 
be  made  from  wages,  will  be  issued  to  the  Governor  by  the  Colony 
on  the  presentation  of  a  form  countersigned  by 

TUB  PRIME  MINISTER'S  MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

As  the 

GOVERNOR'S  BOOTS  will  be  well  licked,  it  will  be  unnecessary  for 
him  to  bring  out  any  blacking  with  him. 

The  Governor  will  be  allowed  Simple  Lodging  and  Plain  Food, 
which  his  Employers  will  frequently  be  pleased  to  ehare  with  him. 
Any  wages  in  excess  of  this  allowance  must  be  a  matter  for  future 
arrangement. 


The  Governor's  working  hours  will  be  from  6  A.M.  to  1  A.M.  on  the 
following  day.    Arrangements  can  be  made  for 
A  FORTNIGHT'S  HOLIDAY, 
but,  if  this  is  granted,  half  the  year's  wages  will  be  deducted. 

The  Governor  will  be  expected  to  receive,  entertain,  and  pay  for 
any  Guests  who  may  visit  nis  Employ  era  during  his  term  of  office. 
His  Employers,  while  regulating  their  own  conduct  on  principles  cf 
the  S'riotett  Economy,  will  not  ditoon rage  the  display  ot  a 

SEASONABLE  AND  OPKN-HAXDED  GENEROSITY 
on  the  part  of  their  servant 

Applications,  accompanied  by  testimonials  as  to  Age,  Personal 
Appearatcj,  Previous  Services,  Artistic  Temperament  (including 
ability  to  draw  cheques),  Dress,  Deportment,  Fit  cf  Trousers,  and 
Conversational  Ability,  may  be  sent  to  the 

PRIME  MINISTER,  X.  Y.  X.,  Australia. 
N.B.— No  Candidate  recommended  by  Mr.  CH-MB-BL-N  need  apply. 


TO  CEDIE. 
( With  lohimi  I  played- -Card*!) 

THIS  pretty  pack  of  cards  I  give  to  you. 
A  token  of  our  friendship— for  no  lack 
Of  fun  and  frolic  we  're  indebted  to 
This  pretty  pack. 

In  time  to  come  your  thoughts  may  wander  back 
To  summer  seas,  to  tkies  serene  and  blue, 

That  on  a  certain  vessels  homeward  track 
Made  life  a  pleasant  dream — at  least  for  two. 

Well,  whop,  the  fog  is  thick  and  skies  are  black. 
Let  us  join  hands  and  srek  sweet  solace  through 
This  pretty  pack. 


An  lilt  in  the   Water  is  the  title  of  a  new  book.    Where  else 
should  "an  isle  "be?    Inalamp? 
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A  CONTEMPOKABY  CONUNDRUM. 


MY  whole  was  once  certain  all 

patties  to  charm, 
Twas  as  plump  as  a  pig,  and  as 

long  as  your  arm, 
Bat  now  I  am  shrunk  from,  and 

shrunken. 
With  jubilant  passion  I  used  to 

inspire, 

But  now  men  denounce  as  destruc- 
tive my  fire, 
And  swear  that  my  fervour  was 

drunken. 
They  trotted  me  out,  and  they 

totted  me  up ; 
Oh  I    I  was  as  useful  for  filling 

the  cup 

As  the  old  Inexhaustible  Bottle. 
Bit  now,  like  a  "  dead  man,"  they 

shy  me  aside 
My  draught  may  not  now  fire  a 

patriot's  prida, 
Or  mellow  an  orator's  throttle. 


Once  like  an  umbrella,  they  said, 

when  unfurled, 
I  should  draw  to  my  shelter  the 

•whole  of  the  world, 
And  not  e'en  King  COFFEE'S 

could  match  it. 
Bat   now  they  compare  me,  in 

ignorance  dense, 
To  an  overgrown  setting  of  eggs, 

so  immense 
Sindbad's  roc  could  not  cover 

or  hatch  it. 

Alas!  mine  is  truly  a  pitiful  fate! 
Once  the  rage,  I  am  now  out  of 

fashion,  and  date. 
Like    sarcenet,    buckram,    or 

grogram.  [upon  me. 

All  parties,  all  speakers,  are  down 
What  am  I  ?    1  'm  sure  that  the 

simplest  will  fee, 
And  pity  a  poor  played-out — 

PBOUBAM  ! 


RIVALS    AT   THE    COURT. 

ALWAYS  welcome  is  SHERIDAN'S  Rivals,  which,  as  compared  with 
The  School  for  Scandal,  would,  were  it  nowadays  produced  as  a 
novelty,  be  probably  termed  a  "  farcical  comedy."  that  is,  if  the  scenes 
between  Faulkland  and  Julia  could  be  re-wiitfen  in  a  vein  of  the 
lightest,  instead  of  the  most  eerious,  omedy.  The  play  at  the  Court 

has  been  produced 
under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  HENRY  NEVILLE, 
who,  as  a  conservative 
old- stager,  has  kept  to 
the  ancient  traditions, 
and  so  it  happens  that 
two  personages  stand 
in  one  position  during 
a  long  scene,  that  two 
chairs  are  brought 
down  to  the  front  for 
a  duologue,  and  that 
the  rather  tedious  busi- 
ness of  several  false 
exits,  and  sudden  re- 
turns, is  retained,  of 
which  only  one,  and 
that  the  first,  namely, 
when  Mr.  FARBEN,  as 
Sir  Anthony,  is  taking 
leave  of  Mrs.  JOHN 
WOOD,  as  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop,  is  genuinely  effec- 
tive. To  see  Mr.  FABBEN 
as  Sir  Anthony,  to  note 
his  facial  play,  and  to 
mark  the  artistic  pauses 
fob  Acres  GrimaMi.  "  Odds  clowns  and  con-  in  his  acting,  is  well 
tortions!  Here  we  are  again !  Oh,  please,  Sir,  -worth  a  theatrical 
'Twam'tme!  Twas  the  other  boy ! "  student's  visit.  That 
Mr.  FAHBEN  overdoes  the  laughing  I  am  certain  ;  and  that  they  all 
follow  his  lead  up  to  so  <  xtremfly  dangerous  a  limit,  that  one  half- 
step  over  boundary-line  would  be  immediately  resented  by  the 
audience,  is  evident. 

Mrs.  JOHN  WOOD  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  is  "  immense."  Mr.  SYDNEY 
BROUGH  is  quite  the  overgrown  boyish  Captain  Absolute— promotion 
was  rapid  in  those  days— up  to  any  tricks  to  win  his  lady-love,  on 
the  soldier's  unprincipled  principle  that  "  all  is  fair  in  love  and  war." 
It  struck  me  what  a  really  good  Tony  Lumpkin  Mr.  SYDNEY  BBOUGH 
might  make  if  She  Stoops  to  Conquer  were  the  next  revival  at  the 
Court  Theatre,  that  is,  if  this  part  were  for  once  not  given  to  an 
"  experienced  low  comedian."  Mr.  BRANDON  THOMAS  is  an  "illigant" 
Sir  Lucius,  an  exile  from  the  most  distressful  counthry,  a  penniless 
Irish  baronet  in  search  of  an  English  heiress,  and  one  of  the  "fine 
ould  Irish  gintlemen,"  every  inch  of  him.  Mr.  NYE  CHART'S  Fag 
is  neat;  Mr.  CHESSMAN'S  old  family  servant  Darid  good,  but  rather 
overdone,  especially  his  laugh  too;  all  "  the  laughs"  appear  forced. 
Miss  NANCY  NOEL  looks  charming,  and  plays  Lydia  Languish  very 
prettily,  but  perhaps  without  sufficient  touch  of  old-world  exaggera- 
tion, such  as  is  implied  in  the  name  given  her  by  SHERIDAN. 

Poor  Julia  and  Faulkland.'  Who  can  sympathise  with  either 
when  they  are  both  on  together !  I  suppose  Miss  VIOLET  RAYE  is  as 
good  as  Julia  can  be,  and  that  the  same  may  be  said  of  Mr.  Sire  DEN 


as  the  dunderheaded  Faulkland.  Sob  Acres  makes  Mr.  ARTHUR 
WILLIAMS  amuting,  but  owing  to  the  topics  being  necessarily  those 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  Mr.  ABTHITB  WILLIAMS  has  no  chance  of 
introducing  up-to-date  allusions,  and  so  '•making"  the  part  of  Sob 
Acres  attractive  to  his  more  jouthful  admirers.  It  is  a  matter  for 
curious  speculation  as  to  what  an  up-to-dite,  eccentric  comedian, 
"  full  of  wheezes  and  modern  instances,"  as  is  that  other  ABTHUB, 
yclept  ABTHTTB  ROBEBU,  could  do  if  necessity  compelled  him  to  be 
cast  for  Sob  Acres.'  Of  course  ABTHUB  RoBXBXS  would  bring  in 
topical  songs  and  several  disguises  somehow,  no  matter  how.  But 
this  is  to  imagine  too  curiously.  Suffice  it  that  at  the  Court,  with  the 
present  caste,  the  good  old  Rivals  ought  to  be  played  to  crowded  and 
delighted  houses  up  to  Eister  at  least. 


SOME  MINOR  HYPOCRISIES,  AND  THEIR  MEANINGS. 


The  Honest  Man  to  his  Friends. 

' '  I  HAVE  no  doubt  whatever  that 
JONES  would  behave  as  an  honour- 
able man,  UE  der  temptat  ion ;  still, 
it  would  not  be  quite  fair  to  ex- 
pose him  to  it." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  cannot  say 
that  I  like  engaging  in  this  affair 
of  yours ;  still,  if  yon  really  wish 
me  to  do  so,  and  are  positive  for 
it,  I  will  sacrifice  myself  in  your 
interests." 

"  What  are  difficulties  but  si  mpl  y 
temporary  obstacles,  made  to  ba 
overcome  ?  What  are  reverses 
but  simply  temporary  barriers 
erected  by  Providence  against  the 
too  speedy  gratification  of  our 
headstrong  desires?  For  my 
own  part,  I  rejoice  in  difficulties 
and  reverses  of  all  kinds.  When 
I  see  either  one  or  the  other  that 
is  seemingly  insurmountable,  I 
say  to  myself,  here  is  a  pleasura 
in  store  for  me ;  let  me  not  be  too 
eager  to  compass  it,  lest,  by  ex- 
hausting it  speedily,  I  cut  short 
my  enjoyment." 

"  My  dear  Sir,  pray  do  not 
imagine  that  I  take  your  advice 
in  ill  part.  I  assure  you  my 
greatest  happiness  and  satisfac- 
tion will  be  in  endeavouring  to 
profit  by  it ;  and  the  freer  you 
are  with  me,  the  better  I  shall 
like  it.  Good  heavens,  Sir  1  what 
a  wretched  world  this  would  be  if 
our  dearest  friends  and  nearest 
relations  were  debarred  by  in- 
exorable custom  from  giving  us 
their  counsel  in  due  season." 

"I  confess,  for  my  own  part,  that 
a  good,  healthy,  vigorous  oppo- 
sition is  a  thing  I  rather  enjoy. 
Too  much  prosperity  is  bad  for 
any  man  ;  just  as  too  much  power 
and  fre.dom  are  bad  for  any 
government." 

"  First  class  I  Do  you  mean  to 
tell  me  you  travel  first  class  ? 
Why  what,  in  the  name  of  all 
that's  wonderful,  possesses  you 
to  do  that,  /always  travel  third 
class  ;  it  is  so  much  more  comfort- 
able ;  you  avoid  the  snobs,  and 
there  is  much  less  danger  of  in- 
fection from  contagious  diseases." 


The  Honot  Man  to  his  Soul. 

"  I  HAVE  no  doubt  whatever  in 
my  own  mind  that  JONES  would 
succumb  to  temptation  the  mo- 
ment it  were  offered  him.  Besides, 
1  co  vet  the  opportunity  for  myself  " 

"  What  a  blockhead  the  fellow 
must  be  not  to  see  that  I  am 
dying  for  want  of  an  opportunity 
tobaveafingerinhispie.  Now  that 
I  have  it  there,  I  honestly  believe 
I  shall  make  my  fortune  out  of  it." 

"  Every  kind  of  obstacle  to  the 
gratification  of  what  we  esteem  our 
proper  and  reasonable  desires  is, 
perse,  detestable.  I  never  encoun- 
ter an  obstacle  but  it  fills  me  with 
rage,  nor  a  difficulty  but  it  makes 
me  rail  against  Providence.  Still, 
on  a  platform,  in  a  pulpit,  in  a 
book,  or  among  one's  friend],  it 
is  necessary,  of  course,  to  hold 
quite  contrary  language." 


"  Confound  the  pragmatical 
idiot !  Will  he  never  cease 
plaguing  me  with  his  tiresome 
advice  ?  What  have  I  done  that 
I  should  be  persecuted  in  this 
manner  ?  But  I  suppose  I  must 
be  civil  to  him,  and  humour  him ; 
otherwise  he  has  it  in  his  power 
to  make  my  life  a  very  burthen 
to  me." 


"  I  rather  natter  myself  I  scored 
a  point  that  time.  It  was  good 
policy  on  my  part  to  appear  as  if 
I  were  pleased  with  the  opposi- 
tion which  I  encounter.  Still,  I 
wonder  what  my  opponents  will 
donext?  Ugh!  how  I  hate  them!" 

"I  would  always  travel  first 
class  if  I  were  rich  enough,  but 
I  am  not  so ;  so  must  needs  make  a 
virtue  of  my  necessity." 


"  VERT  FISHY  ! ''— "  During  last  month,"  siys  the  Times  of 
November  12,  "the  officers  of  the  Fishmongers'  Company  seized 
thirty-one  tons  of  fish  at  Billingsgate  Market  as  unfit  for  human 
food."  "  Billingsgate  "  used  to  be  synonymous  for  extra-strong  bad 
language ;  but  that  it  should  ever  come  to  ba  synonymous  for 
extra-strong  bad  fish  is  too  terrible  to  contemplate. 

THEY  were  discussing  the  merits  of  various  Oxford  Colleges. 
"  Well,"  said  a  certain  matron,  emphatically,  "  I  would  never  send 
any  eon  of  mine  to  such  a  place  as  Belial  College,  Oxford." 
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TO  A.  BALEOUR. 

By  a  Lady  Member  of  the  Balfour  Habitation 
of  the  Primrose  League, 

["  I  believe  it  was  the  Primrose  League  that 
recognised  the  great  truth  that,  whether  women 
ought  or  ought  not  to  have  a  vote.  .  .  .  they  are 
rather  more  than  half  the  human  race  in  th«c 
islands  .  .  .  and  have  a  right  to  make  their  influ- 
ence felt  through  the  electoral  machinery  of  the 
country." — Mr.  Balfour  in  Gtmgow.] 

Am— "  Isadore." 

I. 
BKFORK  the  Primrose  Eves, 

Gathered  by  Clyde's  dark  shore— 

Clustering  from  roof  to  floor, 
Shaking:  with  joy  like  tremulous  leavu — 
Waving  thy  snowy  clasped  hand, 

Which  Primrose  Dames  adore, 
Last  night,  oh  bliss  1  I  saw  thee  stand, 
Like  a  fair  Prince  from  Fairyland — 
Enchanter  of  the  Primrose  hand, 

Most  beauteous  A.  BALFOUK. 

n. 
Oh,  it  was  like  a  dream 

To  dear  mamma  and  me, 

Thy  bijf  soft  eves  to  see! 
Upturned  they  did  o'erflowing  seem 
With  the  deep  untold  delight 

Of  Party  victory ! 
Thy  classic  brow,  like  lilies  white, 
And  pale  as  the  Imperial  night 
Pictured  by  EDGAB, — who  was  right, — 

Enthralled  my  soul  to  thee ! 

m. 
Ah  !  ever  I  behold 

Thy  dreamy  poet  eyes, 

Calm  as  the  languid  skies, 
Yet  with  true  patriot  fervour  bold. 
How  clear  the  woman's  mission  grows 

To  Primrose  women  wise ! 
We're  roused  frr m  our  too  long  repose, 
We  votaries  of  the  Earl's  Primrose 
Persuasions  press— which  spiteful  fo«s 

Persist  in  calling— fibs ! 

rv. 
Like  music  heard  in  dreamt, 

Like  strains  of  Hope  unknown, 

Or  felt  for  ever  flown, 
Audible  as  the  voice  of  streams, 

I  hear  thy  dulcet  tone. 
"  Day  to  day  work,"  that  is  a  spell 
For  Dames  who  with  the  Primrose  dwell  1 
How  right  thou  art  1     I  know  it  well, 

"Who  work— for  thee  alone  I 
v. 

In  every  district  heard, 
Fair  Primrose  Dames  thou 'It  see 
(Just  like  mamma  and  me). 
"  Keep  at  it  f"  *    Ah.  yes !— "  like  a  bird." 
The  Union  cause  is  thine,  and  mine. 

The  PrimroRe  doth  not  flee ! 
Of  thine  own  Habitation,  thine, 
Am  I,  PRINCE  AHTHUR,  bland,  benign! 
Brave  BALFOUB  !    Ah  I  that  name  divine 

To  me  seems  melody  I 

*  "  The  silent  influence  which  women  can 
exert  when  properly  organised  operates  per- 
petually upon  classes  whose  conversion  can  be 
effected  by  no  ordinary  agency.  Thev  are  always 
'  at  it,'  as  Mr.  BAI.FOUR  has  found  some  per- 
spicacious opponent  declaring." — Timet. 


QUESTION  (by  an  earnest  inquirer  into  the 
"  Denominational  teaching  controvert;/  "). 
Whatis"Catechi.m"P 

Anti-DenominationalisCs  reply.  "  Cate- 
chism" is  "-Do^-inatism."  [Exeunt  severally. 

A  HOT  DIPLOMATIC  DISH  (for  the  teaton). 
— Currie'd  Turkey. 


"  THK  TRILBY  MANIA  GROWS  APAOE.  IT 
HAS  REACHED  PSCKHAM.  ArjNT  MARIA  WENT 
TO  THK  FANCY  DRESS  BALL  OF  THK  PECKBAM 
SEASON  AS  TRILBY  IN  HFB  FIBST  COSTUME." 
— Extract  from  Letter  of  Mist  M.  Br-wn  to  ilia 
ff  Sm-th. 


HOW  TO  BE  HAPPY. 

(A  Hint  from  Hawarden.) 

[Mr.  GLADSTONE,  writing  of  Mr.  SPIILKANK'S 
History  ef  Punch,  lays  :  "I  (hall  be  happy  to  nee 
in  my  library  a  work  recording  the  history  of  * 
prosperous  and  successful  effort  not  only  to 
associate  sound  art  with  politic*,  but  also  to 
humanise  the  warfare  connected  with  a  trying 
mode  of  life."] 

MB.  PUNCH  is  happy  to  acknowledge  this 
tribute  so  happily  expressed,  and  hopes  that 
the  happiness  of  the  illustrious  reclure  of 
I  lawarden  has  before  now  been  increased  -  as 
it  must  be — by  a  careful  perusal  of  Mr. 
SPIKI.MAX.N'S  excellent  History,  of  which  it 
need  only  be  said,  that  it  is  worthy  of  its 
subject. 

Breathes  there  the  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said 
I  'd  like  to  fathom  many  a  mystery 
Concerning  Mr.  Punch' t  history  1* 
If  such  there  be,  let  him  be  shamed 
By  the  great  statesman,  old,  world-famed, 
Who,  far  from  party  animosity, 
Keeps  up  intelligent  curiosity 
Concerning  England's  other  glory, 
As  well  shown  forth  in  SHELMANN'S  story. 
If  such  there  breathe,  let  the  poor  dunce, 
In  true  contrition,  send  at  ones, 
Swift— aye,  as  England's  champion  wheel- 
man— 

For  the  great  book  ( f  Mr.  SI-OHJCANIJ-, 
And  share,  as  Punch  will  hope  he  ran, 
The  "  happiness  "  of  our  Grand  Old  Man ! 


"THE  OLD  ORDER  CHANOETH (T)." 

(A  Olimpe  into  the  Possible  future.) 

ScEBl—  Th«  Horse  Guards.  PBIHKNT  :  the 
Commander- in-Chief.  The  illuttrious 
official  it  engaged  in  glancing  at  rrpurts, 
and  adding  hit  signature  to  dictated 
Ittttrt.  Enter  to  him,  after  knocking, 
the  Adjutant-Oeneral. 

Commander-in- Chief  (Uniting  up).  Well, 
mygood  friend,  everything  working  smoothly 

Adjtiliinl-General.  Yes,  Sir.  I  looked  into 
that  saddle-cutting  cue,  and  it  seems  that  it 
was  confined  to  on*  troop.  I  don't  think  there 
will  be  any  further  trouble  in  that  quarter. 

Com.-in-C.  Thank  you  verv  much.  Will 
you  kindly  atk  the  Inspector-General  of  For- 
tifications to  look  me  up  '• 

Adj. -Gen.  Certainly, Sir.  [Salutei.andej-it. 

Com.-in-C.  (turning  over  plant).  Dear  m«, 
now  where  is  that  map  of  Gib.  'r  Ah,  hire  it 
is!  (Enter,  after  knocking,  the  Intpeotor- 
General  of  Fortifications.)  Well,  have  the 
guns  been  mounted  as  arranged '{ 

Intp.-Gen.ofF,  Yes,  Sir.  I  looked  into 
the  matter,  according  to  your  instructions.  It 
appears  the  delay  was  caused  by  having  to 
tike  over  the  carriages  from  the  Admiralty. 
However,  it's  all  right  now. 

Com.-in-C.  Thanks,  very  much.  I  sup- 
pose you  talked  it  all  over  with  the  Inspector- 
General  of  Ordnance  and  the  (Quartermaster- 
General  Y 

Intp.-Oen.  of  F.  I  did,  Sir.  I  thought  it 
better  to  see  that  the  tents  were  all  right— as 
you  mentioned  them. 

C«m. -in- C.  Quite  so.  And  now,  if  you 
will  be  so  kind,  cecd  the  Military  Secretary, 
the  Director  of  the  Intelligence  Department 
and  the  Director  of  Mobilization  to  me. 

Intp.-Gen.  of  F.  Certainly.  Sir. 

[Salutes,  and  exit, 

Com.-in-  C.  What  a  lot  of  time  I  have  tD 
dsvote  to  teeing  these  fellows  I  But  perhaps 
they  might  be  offended  if  I  did  not  consult 
them  now  and  again.  (Enter,  after  knocking, 
the  Military  Secretary,  the  Director  of  the 
Intelligence  Department,  and  the  Director  of 
Mobilization.)  Glad  to  see  you,  Gentlemen. 
Pray  be  seated.  And  now  have  yon  anything 
to  report—  of  course  for  the  information  of  the 
Secretary  of  State  ? 

Mil.  Sec.  Speaking  for  my  oolleigues,  Sir. 
I  think  not.  If  yon  remember,  Sir,  you  said 
we  had  better  leave  mobilization  alone  until 
the  season  arrived  for  the  Autumn  Ma- 
noeuvres. 

Cnm.-in-C.  To  be  sure,  so  I  did!  I  am 
really  very  sorry  to  have  troubled  yon  un- 
necessarily. 

Mil.-Sec.  Not  at  all,  Sir. 

[Salutes,  and  exit  with  his  colleagues. 

Com.-in-C.  There,  that's  done,  and  now 
I  can  get  back  to  my  work. 

Secretary  of  State  (entering).  I  hope  I 
don't  intrude,  my  dear  Field-Marshal. 

Com.-in-C.  Intrude!  Why,  I  am  delighted 
to  see  you.  Can  I  do  anything  for  yon  to-  day  f 
Only  too  pleated  I 

Sec.  of  S.  Well,  thank  you  very  much;  but 
the  House  in  not  sitting,  I  don't  think  I 
require  your  advice.  All  going  on  to  your 
satisfaction?  (Com.-in-C.  boas.)  That's 
right.  I  won't  interrupt  you  any  longer. 
Good-bye,  and  thank  you  very  much.  [Exit. 

Com.-in-C.  A  most  sensible  and  courteous 
colleague,  or  should  I  say  Commanding 
Officer  ?  Yes  (smiling).  I  should  sou  Com- 
manding Officer,  and  think  what  I  like.  On 
my  word,  it  is  a  little  difficult  to  dieting  ai-h 
in  what  respect  my  prsition  varies  from  that 
held  by  the  dear  old  Duke  I  (Ponders.)  Oh, 
I  know !  I  have  a  different  signature  I 

[Scene    closet    in    upon    the    illustrious 
official  returning  to  hit  work. 


VOL.  ox. 
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A    RARE    CHANCE! 


Huntsman.  "Hi  I    STOP  'KM,  SIR  I    THBY  'wt  OK  AN  OLD  'UN  I" 
Hard-riding  Gent  (who  is  rery  «/<fcwn  oik  to  afford  a  "day  out"). 
as  he  disappears  over  fence).     "  DIDN'T  PAT  TWO  GUINKAS  TO  WALK!  " 


"ALL  THB  BKTTER,  OLD  CHAP—  ALL  THB  BBTTBB."    (Saito  voee, 


A  NOVEL  EDUCATION. 

["  One  of  the  latest  of  the  new  academic  studies  instituted  in  the  United 
States  is  'a  course  of  modern  fiction.'  .  .  .  The  modern  fiction  class  in  Tale 
University  numbers  no  fewer  than  258  members." — Daily  Telegraph.] 

THB  tutor  of  St.  Mary's,  Cambridge,  was  sitting  in  his  rooms  after 
Hall  interviewing  a  succession  of  undergraduates. 

"  Sit  down,  please,  Mr.  JONES,"  he  said  to  the  last  corner ;  "  I 
wish  to  speak  to  yon  very  seriously  on  the  subject  of  your  work.  The 
College  is  not  at  all  satisfied  with  your  progress  this  term.  For 
instance.  Professor  KAILYARD  tells  me  that  your  attendance  at  his 
lectures  has  been  most  irregular." 

"  Well,  Sir,"  said  JONBS,  fumbling  with  the  tassel  of  his  cap,  "  I 
didn't  think  they  were  important " 

"  Not  important '(  How  do  you  expect  to  be  able  to  get  up  difficult 
authors  like  CROCKETT  and  MACLABBN  unless  you've  attended  a 
course  of  lectures  on  Scotch  dialect?  Da  you  know  the  meaning  of 
'  havers,'  '  gabby,'  or  '  yammering '  ?  I  thought  not.  Then  your 
last  paper  on  '  Elementary  Besantics'  was  very  wsak.  Have  you 
really  been  giving  your  energies  to  your  work,  or  have  you  been 
frittering  away  your  time  over  other  books  P  " 

JONES  looked  guilty,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Ah,"  resumed  the  Don,  "  I  see  how  it  is.  You 'ye  been  wasting 
your  time  over  light  literature — HOMKB  and  VIBGIL,  and  trash  of 
that  sort.  But  you  really  must  resist  temptations  of  that  kind  if  you 
wish  to  do  creditably  in  the  Tripos.  Good  evening." 

JOKES  departed,  to  be  succeeded  by  another  undergraduate. 

"  I  tent  for  you,  Mr.  SMITH,"  said  the  Tutor,  "  because— though 
your  work  on  the  older  writers  is  pretty  good— your  acquaintance 
with  modern  realism  is  quite  insufficient.  You  will  attend  the  course 
of  anatomy  lectures  at  the  hospital,  please.  You  can't  study  your 
'  keynotes  intelligently  without  them." 

A  third  student  made  his  appearance  in  the  doorway. 

"Mr.  ROBINSON,  I'm  sorry  to  say  that  your  work  is  unsatisfac- 
tory. On  looking  at  your  MUDIB  list,  I  find  that  you  *ve  only  taken 
out  ten  novels  in  the  last  month.  In  order  to  see  whether  you  can 


be  permitted  to  take  the  Tripos  this  year,  I  'm  going  to  give  you  a 
few  questions,  the  answers  to  which  must  be  brought  me  before 
Saturday.  You  will  find  pen  and  ink  on  that  table.  Kindly  take 
down  the  following  questions,  as  I  dictate  them." 

The  tutor  cleared  his  throat,  and  began : 

"Question  one.  Explain  'P.W.D.  accounts,'  'a  G.T.,'  'O.B.T. 
shin- bones.'  Trace  the  bearing  of  the  history  of  Mowau  on  the 
Darwinian  theory. 

"  Question  two.  The  truth  shall  make  us  free.'  Give  context, 
and  comment  on  this  statement.  Conjugate,  in  accordance  with  the 
library  catalogue,  The  Woman  who—-—,  noting  which  of  the  tenses 
are  irregular. 

"  Queition  three.  '  There  were  two  TrObyi '  (Trilby  Part  VIII.). 
Explain  this  statement  What  had  Mr.  WHISTLBB  to  do  with  it  P 

"  Question  four.  Give  the  formulic  for  the  employment  of  (a)  the 
Mad  Bull ;  (b)  the  Runaway  Horse ;  (c)  the  Secret  Marriage.  Wh*t 
would  you  suggest  as  the  modern  equivalents  of  these  Y 

"  Question  five.  Rewrite  the  story  of  Jack  und  Jill,— (a)  in 
Wessex  dialect;  (6)  as  a  '  Keynote' ;  (c )  as  a  '  Dolly  Dialogue.' 

"  That  will  do  for  the  present,"  concluded  the  tutor.  And,  as  his 
pupil  left  the  room,  he  seated  himself  at  the  writing-table  and  began 
Chapter  XXIX.  of  his  "  Prolegomena  to  Three  Hen  in  a  Boat." 


BT  OUB  OWJf  SCHOOLBOY. 

Q.  Translate  "  Tertium  qiiui." 
A.  It  means  a  third  sovereign. 


NOTES  ON  THB  BUSBT  BICF.HTKNABT.  — According  to  his<  bio- 
graphy given  in  the  Times  on  the  occasion  of  Dr.  BCSBY'S  bi- 
centenary, that  eminent  public  schoolmaster,  who  held  his  head- 
mastership  of  Westminster  under  Monarchy  and  Commonwealth, 
seems  to  have  been  a  precursor  of  the  celebrated  Vicar  of  Bray. 
In  memory  of  their  great  headmaster  the  Westminster  Boys'  Corps  of 
Volunteers  will  always  wear  "  the  Busby." 
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LEAVES  FROM  THE  HIGHLAND  JOURNAL  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

LEAF  LAST.— FULL  STOP  IN  THE  DAWDLE  FROM  THE  NORTH. 

"  HERE  'g  a  go,"  I  said,  turning  to  SABK,  after  carefully  looking 
round  the  station  to  see  if  we  really  were  back  at  Oban,  having  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  ago  started  (as  we  supposed)  on  our  'ourney, 
already  fifteen'minutes  late. 

"  Well,  if  you  put  it  in  that  way,"  he  said,  "  I  should  call  it  an 
entire  absence  of  go.  I  thought  it  was  a  peculiarly  jolting  train. 
Never  passed  over  so  many  points  in  the  «ame  time  in  my  life." 

"Looks  as  if  we  should  miss  train  at  Stirling,"  I  remark, 
anxiously.  "If  so,  we  can't  get  on  from  Carlisle  to  Woodside  to- 
night." 

"Oh,  that'll  be  all  right,"  said  SAKE,  airy  to  the  last;  "we'll 
make  it  up  as  we  go  along." 

Again  sort  of  faint  bluish  light,  which  I  had  come  to  recognise  as 
a  smile,  feebly  ttashedjiver/sadaverous  countenance  of  the  Stranger  in 
corner  seat.  i.\* 

Certainly  no  hurry'in  getting  off.    More  whistling,  more  waving 

of  green  flag.  Observed  that 
natives  who  had  come  to  eee 
friends  off  had  quietly  waited  on 
platform.  Train  evidently  ex- 
pected back.  Now  it  had  returned 
i  hey  said  good-bye  over  again 
to  friends.  Train  deliberately 
steamed  out  of  station  thirty- 
tive  minutes  late.  Every  eight 
>r  ten  miles  stopped  at  roadside 
station.  No  one  got  in  or  got  out. 
Aiter  waiting  five  or  six  minutes, 
to  see  if  any  one  would  change 
his  _  mind,  train  crawled  out 
again.  Performance  repeated 
few  miles  further  on  with  same 
result. 

"Don't  put  your  head  out  of 
the  window  and  ask  questions," 
SABK  remonstrated,  as  I  banged 
dawn  the  window.  "  I  never  did 
it  since  I  heard  a  story  against 

"What    nip»  himeelf  JOHN  BRIGHT  used  to 

tell  with  great  glee.    Travelling 

homeward  one  day  in  a  particularly  slow  train,  it  stopped  an 
unconscionably  long  time  at  Oldham.  Finally,  losing  all  patience, 
he  leaned  out  of  the  window,  and  in  his  most  magisterial  manner 
said,  '  Is  it  intended  that  this  train  shall  move  on  to-night  ? '  The 
porter  addressed,  not  knowing  the  great  man,  tartly  replied,  'Put 
in  thy  big  white  yedd,  and  mebbe  the  train  '11  start.' 

Due  at  Loch  Awe  1.32 ;  half -past  one  when  we  strolled  into 
Omnel  Ferry  station,  sixteen  miles  short  of  that]  point.  Two  more 
stations  before  we  reach  Lech  Awe. 

"Always  heard  it  was  a  far  cry  to  Lech  Awe,"  said  SARK, 
undauntedly  determined  to  regard  matters  cheerfully. 

"You  haven't  come  to  the  hill  yet,"  said  a  sepulchral  voice  in 
the  corner. 

"What hill P  '  I  asked. 

"  Oh,  you  '11  sse  soon  enough.  It's  where  we  usually  get  out  and 
walk.  If  there  are  on  board  the  train  any  chums  of  the  guard  or 
driver,  they  are  expected  to  lend  a  shoulder  to  help  the  train  up." 

Ice  once  broken,  Stranger  became  com-  .  — 
municative.  Told  us  his  melancholy  story. 
Had  been  a  W.  S.  in  Edinburgh.  Five 
years  ago,  still  in  prime  of  life,  bought  a 
house  at  Oban ;  obliged  to  go  to  Edinburgh 
once,  sometimes  twice,  a  week.  Only  thrice 
in  all  that  time  had  train  made  junction 
with  Edinburgh  train  at  Stirling.  Appe- 
tite failed ;  flesh  fell  away  ;  spirits  went 
down  to  water  level.  Through  looking  out 
of  window  on  approaching  Stirling,  in  hope 
of  seeing  South  train  waiting,  eyes  put  on 
that  gaze  of  strained  anxiety  that  had 
puzzled  me.  Similarly  habit  contracted  of 
involuntarily  jerking  up  right  hand  with 
gesture  designed  to  arrest  departing  train. 

"Last  week,  coming  north  from  Edin- 
burgh," said  the  hapless  passenger,  "we 
were  two  hours  late  at  Lech  Awe.  '  A  little 
late  to-day,  aren't  we  ?'  I  timidly  observed  ,,  ~~ - 

to  guard.     '  On  aye  I  we  're  a  bit  late,'  he     :  "?°Pe  w?  {feS2  m*8,! 
sail.    '  Ye  see,  we  had  a  lot  of  rams,  and        tram  at  StlrlmS ? 
we  ctraldna'  get  baith  them  and  you  up  the  hill ;  so  we  left  ye  at 
Tyndruni,  and  ran  the  rams  through  first,  and  then  came  back  for 


Fifty  minutes  late  at  Eillin  Junction.  So  far  from  making'up 
time  lost  at  Oban.  more  lost  at  every  wayside  station. 

"  I  hope  we  shan't  miss  the  train  at  Stirling  ? "  I  anxiously 
inquired  of  guard. 

"  Weel,  no,"  said  he,  looking  at  hig  watch.  "  I  dinna  think  ye  '11 
hae  managed  that  yet." 

This  spoken  in  soothing  tones,  warm  from  the  kindly  Scottish 
heart.  Hadn't  yet  finally  lost  chance  of  missing  train  at  Stirling 
that  should  enable  us  to  keep  our  tryst  at  Woodside.  But  no  need 
for  despair.  A  little  more  dawdling  and  it  would  be  done. 

Done  it  was.  When  we  reached  Stirling,  porters  complacently 
announced  English  mail  had  l«f t  quarter  of  an  hour  ago.  As  for 
stationmaster,  he  was  righteously  indignant  with  inconsiderate 
travellers  who  showed  disposition  to  lament  their  loss. 

"Good  night,"  said  cadaverous  fellow-passenger,  feebly  walking 
out  of  darkling  station.  "Hope  you'll  get  a  bed  somewhere. 
Having  been  going  up  and  down  line  for  five  years,  I  keep  a  bed- 
room close  by.  Cheaper  in  the  end.  I  shall  get  on  in  the  morning." 


FOUND  IN  THE  MINISTEEIAL  LETTER-BOX. 

(Post-mark,  Berlin.) 

MY  DEAR  LORD,— Noting  that  you  have  been  so  kind  as  to  grant 
the  request  of  the  SULTAN  to  make  a  speech  upon  a  subject  of  his 
Imperial  Majesty's  selection,  I  ask  you  to  afford  me  the  same  obliging 
courtesy.  I  have  less  hesitation  in  asking  this  favour,  as  it  seems  to 
me  that  some  of  the  more  recent  of  your  orations  have  been  rather 
barren  of  interesting  matter.  Have  you  noticed  that  I  have  recently 
publish«d  a  very  excellent  drawing,  which  has  been  reproduced 
in  black  and  white  ?  Thanks  to  peculiar  advantages  I  DOSSCSS  for 
furthering  the  circulation  of  periodicals  with  which  I  am  person- 
ally connected,  I  haye  been  able  to  induce  the  Trade  to  take  the 
picture  up  with  (to  me)  gratifying  enthusiasm.  But  I  feel  that  a 
few  words  from  you,  spoken  at  the  right  time,  in  the  right  place, 
would  work  wonders  for  it.  Could  not  the  LORD  MAYOR  get  up  a 
second  edition  of  his  banqust  ?  I  merely  throw  out  this  suggestion 
as  a  hint.  No  doubt  your  fertility  of  invention  will  produce  some- 
thing better.  At  any  rate  I  inclose  a  circular  giving  full  particulars 
of  my  cartoon,  which  may  be  of  use  to  you.  The  terms  are  "net 
cash,"  but  a  reduction  will  be  made  on  taking  a  quantity. 
Always  yours  sincerely, 

(Signed)         W.  KINO  AND  EMPEROB. 

(Post-mark,  St.  Petersburg.) 

MY  DEAB  LORD,— Of  course  I  do  not  wish  to  put  you  to  any 
personal  inconvenience.  But  as  you  have  established  a  precedent  I 
act  upon  it.  Would  you  be  so  very  obliging  as  to  make  a  speech  at 
your  next  big  meeting  correcting  the  prevailing  false  impression  that 
I  am  an  autocrat  ?  1  can  assure  you,  on  my  honour,  that  this  is  not 
the  case.  By  the  constitution  of  my  beloved  country  we  all  do  what 
we  please.  The  only  advantage  I  have  is  to  do  what  I  please  before 
the  opinion  of  my  subjects  is  consulted.  What  I  wish  to-day,  every- 
one in  Russia  wishes  to-morrow.  This  nndoubtable  truth  has  been 
fully  explained  to  a  distinguished  correspondent  in  Paris  by  one  of 
my  agents.  However,  you  will  do  no  harm  if  you  repeat  the  story 
at  your  next  public  meeting.  Yours  most  truly, 

(Signed)       N.  EMPEROR. 

(Post-mark,  Brussels.) 

MY  DEAR  LORD,— Of  C9urse  the  £6000  recently  sent  over  to  Eng- 
land was  merely  to  satisfy  current  expenses.  Justice  will  follow 
later  on.  However,  that  this  may  be  plain,  will  you  kindly  say  you 
have  received  this  note  when  you  make  a  speech  at  your  next  public 
dinner.  With  many  apologies  for  troubling  you, 

Yours  most  sincerely,  (Signed)       L.  KINO. 

(Post-mark,  Ashanti.) 

GREAT  CHIEF, — I  hear  you  speak  much.  I  speak  little.  But 
when  you  make  another  speech  speak  to  me.  You  speak  for  benefit 
of  that  SULTAN,  why  not  you  speak  to  respectable  coloured  gentle- 
man? What  I  ask  you  is  this— Someone  took  my  umbrella  nearly 
twenty  years  ago.  Why  not  you  return  it  ? 

KING  OF  ASHANTI  x  AM  mark. 

(Post-mark,  Fleet  Street.) 

MY  DEAR  LORD, — Doa't  see  what  else  you  could  do.  Still  prefer 
your  own  eloquent  words  to  the  flowery  periods  of  that  unfortunate 
potentate.  (Signed)  PUNCH  (no  further  title  requisite). 


ENRY  HATTTHOB  JONES  is  a  sensible  man.  He  has  adopted  the 
advice  of  his  best  friend  Mr.  Punch,  and  is  not  going  to  change  his 
name  and  drop  the  classic  JONES.  The  dramatic  descendant  (English 
branch  line)  of  ION  of  Chios,  son  of  OBTHOMENES,  is  right. 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

OF  THE  SHOOTING  OF  FOXES. 

THE  other  day  a  friend  was  relating  to  me  his  shooting  experiences 
in  the  United  States  of  Amtrica.  Amongst  other  incidents  he 
mentioned  that,  during  one  of  his  expeditions,  he  came  to  a  place 
where  there  were  many  foxes.  These  he  was  expected  to  shoot ; 
hut,  on  the  first  day,  his  British  hunting  instinct  revolted  from  the 
idea,  and  he  refused  to  fire  at  bold  Reynard.  In  reply  to  the  re- 
monstrances of  his  American  companions  he  could  only  urge  that 
having,  during  a  long  course  of  years,  pursued  the  fox  in  England 
with  no  weapon  hut  a  hunting-crop,  he  could  not  immediately  rid 
himself  of  the  British  prejudice  which  ranks  vulpicide  and  parricide 
together  as  the  two  chief  crimes  known  to  the  Calendar. 

I.THI-:  American  sportsmen  retorted,  naturally  enough,  that,  as  it 
didn't  happen  to  be  their  custom  in  that 
particular  part  of  the  country  to  ride  after 
foxes  with  packs  of  hounds,  they  would  he 
much  obliged  to  him  if  he  divested  himself 
of  his  prejudices,  took  a  reasonable  view  of 
matters,  and  did  his  share  in  the  shooting  of 
foxes.  After  some  farther  hesitation,  my 
friend  bowed  to  the  force  of  these  arguments, 
and  on  the  following  day,  lo  and  behold,  he 
bagged  more  of  these  sacred  animals  than  all 
the  rest  of  the  party  put  together.  He  is  a 
distinguished  officer,  with  a  brilliant  record, 
and,  humanly  speaking,  many  years  of  useful 
activity  still  before  him.  I  shall,  therefore, 

keep  his  name  secret,  lest,  by  divulging  it,  I  should  ruin  him  in  the 

estimation  of  his  fellow-countrymen,  and  compel  him  to  retire  into 

the  unmerited  obscurity  of  half -pay. 

IK  this  country,  of  course,  the  extermination  of  the  fox  provides 
sport  and  the  most  glorious  of  healthy  exercise  for  thousands  and 
thousands.  It  teaches  not  merely  good  horsemanship,  but  courage, 
quickness  of  resource,  and  endurance.  It  provides  an  engrossing 
pursuit  to  men  who  might  otherwise  find  no  vent  for  their  energies : 
without  it  conversation  in  certain  parts  of  the  country  would  languish 
and  die.  For  all  these  reasons  fox-hunting,  according  to  the  con- 
ventions we  have  established  here,  is  a  sport  that  it  would  be  the 
merest  folly  to  oppose.  And  unless  fox- shooting  were  made  a  quasi  - 
capital  offence  there  would  soon  be  very  few  foxes  left  to  be  chased 
by  Tearaway,  Tipstaff.  Trimmer,  Untie,  Melody,  and  all  the  rest 
of  the  celebrated  hounds  who  stream  every  day  over  our  country- 
side. 

I  WAS  once  a  member  of  a  shooting  party  in  Yorkshire.  One  of  us 
was  an  excellent  old  sporting  parson,  whose  gun  did  great  execution 
among  it  the  partridges.  As  we  were  walking  through  a  turnip- 
field  y  here  the  cover  was  very  thick  there  was  a  sudden  flash  of 
brown  tur  in  front  of  the  parson.  "  Hare,"  said  one  of  the  beaters, 
incautiously :  "  No,  no ;  fox,"  shouted  another ;  but  he  was  too 
late.  The  reverend  gentleman  had  fired,  and  a  fine  dog-fox  lay 
quivering  about  twenty  yards  in  front  of  him. 


THE  incident  oast  an  impenetrable  gloom  over  the  party.  We  did 
not  dare  to  joke  about  it.  The  occurrence  was  too  tragic,  the 
involuntary  fox-murderer  was  too  deeply  plunged  in  melancholy. 
He  unloaded  his  gun,  gave  it  to  one  of  the  keepers,  and  said,  in  a 
voice  of  stony  despair,  I  '11  shoot  no  more  to-day."  A  little  later 
he  seemed  to  cheer  up,  smoked  a  pipe  with  apparent  zeat,  and  was 
able  to  take  a  little  solid  food  at  lunch.  But  at  tea-time,  when  our 
hostess  asked  him  not  to  give  way,  but  to  bear  up  for  the  sake  of  his 
family  and  his  attached  parishioners,  he  could  only  shake  his  head 
gloomily  and  murmur,  "Ah,  what  will  tber  think  of  me  now  ? ' 
was  in  vain  that  she  rallied  him,  and  said  that  one  might  imagine  he 
had  shot  a  child.  "  I  almost  wish  I  had,"  was  the  sorrowful  reply. 


OK  course  the  old  man  saw  clearly  enough  what  would  be  the 
consequences  of  one  rash  moment.  What  did  it  avail  him  that  he 
had  been  a  zealous  minister  of  the  gospel,  that  he  had  conducted  his 
Sunday-school  with  credit,  that  he  nad  preached  two  sermons  every 
week  with  exemplary  regularity,  that  he  had  on  more  than  one 
occasion  entertained  the  archbishop  of  his  province,  that  his  wife 
had  organised  coal  and  blanket  funds,  and  found  an  abundance  of 
needlework  for  the  leisure  of  the  female  parishioners,  and  that  he 
himself  had  sung  "There's  a  bower  of  rotei  by  Sendemeer's 
stream  "  at  countless  concerts  with  constant  favour  ?  All  this  record 
of  good  works,  he  knew,  would  count  for  nothing.  Henceforward  he 
would  be  known  far  and  wide  as  "  the  parson  who  shot  a  fox."  _  In 
short,  joy  had  go-ie  out  of  his  life  for  ever,  and  though  he  might 
water  his  pili  jw  with  his  tears  he  would  never  be  able  to  wash  away 
this  terrible  stain.  Therefore  he  did  right  to  be  unhappy. 


WHAT  became  of  him  afterwards  I  cannot  say  with  certainty. 
But  hut  week,  aa  I  was  passing  through  Bury  Street,  I  saw  a 
musical  family  in  rags  and  tatters  slowly  singing  its  way  up  the 
street.  There  was  a  shrunken,  miserable  father ;  a  ihawled  and 
tearful  mother  walked  beside  him  leading  two  wobegone  children, 
and  all  were  singing  the  most  despairing  and  melancholy  strain.  As 
I  passed  I  looked  at  the  father.  Something  in  his  face  seemed 

familiar ;    could  it  be  ? but   before  I  had  time  to  make  any 

inquiries  he  grasped  his  wife  by  the  arm,  the  singing  Mated,  and 
the  whole  dismal  troupe  shuffled  away  into  Jermyn  Street.  If  this 
was  indeed,  as  I  more  than  half  suspect,  my  old  clerical  fellow- 
sportsman,  it  must  be  admitted  that  hit  punishment  has  been  severe, 
though  not,  perhaps,  unjust. 


"A  MONTAGU!" 

(Ifr.  Punch's  Apptil  on  behalf  of  the  Mmtag*  Williams 
Blanket  Fund.) 

"  For  we  are  all  one  fleth, 
And  need  one  flannel — with  a  proper  tenie 
Of  difference  in  the  quality." 

So  said  Mrs.  BHOWNIN«,  qualifying  obvious  truth  with  a  touch  of 
feminine  satire.  The  first  portion  of  the  quotation  would  make  no 
bad  motto  for  "  The  Montagu  Williams  Blanket  and  Clothing  Fund 
(Worship  Street)."  The  fund  was  started  by  that  worthy  magistrate, 
and  man,  whose  too  early  loss  is  still  deplored,  "  because  he  saw  how 
much  the  poor  of  the  East  End  suffered  through  lack  of  clothing, 
and  especially  the  children,  many  of  whom  are  sent  to  school  half 
clothed  and  half  fed."  "Such  oaset"  (says  Mr.  Jomr  MASSKT, 
C.  E.  T.  8.  Missionary,  writing  to  the  Daily  tietci),  "  receive  oar 
first  attention." 

"Quit*  right!"  says  Mr.  Punch.  "Think  of  the  comfort  for 
the  comfortless  represented  by  the  distribution  of  2000  blanket!  I  " 

Oh  respectable  cits  with  warm  hearts — and  slow  liver* — 
Just  picture  poor  children  a  prey  to  "  the  shivers," 
A  alight  fit  of  which,  when  the  wind 's  in  the  East, 
Upsets  the  rich  man  at  his  fireside  or  feast. 
With  them  they  are  chronic  one  half  of  the  year, 
For  fires  they  can't  pay  for,  and  blankets  are  dear. 
Oh  satins  and  silks  have  their  laureates  fine 
In  whom  fashion  and  splendour  inspire  every  line ; 
But  who  '11  write  an  Ode  to  a  Blanket  ?    The  theme 
Might  inspire  a  true  bard  more  than  mere  morbid  dream. 
Punch  must  pen  it  some  day !    But  his  present  intent 
Is  to  help,  and  increase  by  a  hundred  per  cent., 
Good  MONTAOU  WILMAMB'S  Fond.    Gentle  readers, 
To  you  at  this  season  come  plentiful  pleadert. 
But  what  you  can  spare  f»r  one  more  worthy  channel, 
Punch  gives  you  his  tip — Put  the  cath  into  Funnel ! 

Misapplied '(  Mr.  M  ASSET  bean  witness  that  since  the  fund  waa 
initiated  four  years  ago  one  blanket  only  hat  found  itt  way  into  the 
paumshop  (ana  that  was  returned  by  the  worthy  pawnbroker),  though 
nearly  2000  have  been  distributed.  560  families  or  4600  persons,  have 
been  helped,  and  "  many  men  and  women  have  been  re- started  in 
life  by  a  gift  of  decent  clothes,  restoring  them  to  the  level  of 
respectability." 

What  more  need  be  said  ?  Save  that  contributions  may  be  sent  to 
the  magistrates,  Mr.  H.  J.  BUSHBT  and  Mr.  HADKH  COHSFR,  at 
Worship  Street  Polio*  Court,  for  the  Blanket  and  Clothing  Fund ; 
whilst  parcels  of  clothes  will  be  gratefully  received  by  Mr.  Jomf 
MASSET,  at  20,  Albion  Boad,  DalsUn,  N.E.  As  Portia  might 
have  said  :— 

The  quality  of  MASSEY  (like  that  of  hit  blankets)  is  not  strained, 

It  droppeth  like  the  sun's  warm  rays  from  heaven 

Upon  the  poor  when  winter  chills  that  sun ; 

It  blcsseth  him  that  gives  and  him  that  take* 

(Those  blanket*,  following  kindly  MOJTTAGU), 

And  earthly  wealth  seems  then  least  Mammonish 

When  MASSKT  moves  iti  mercy. 


PoBTSMOUTHlANA  (from  our  Special  South  Coast  Inspector). — The 
Town  Council  is  ultra-monarchical,  boasting  two  Kings ;  while  the 
Bench  rivals  Temple  Bar,  having  a  Griffin  of  its  own.  The  sea  force* 
are,  appropriately  enough,  in  charge  of  a  Salmon ;  a  rare  Davis  looks 
after  those  in  terris.  Democratic  opinions  appear  to  prevail  in  the 
Dockyard,  for  Prince  George  is  being  continually  hammered.  The 
arrival  of  the  Russian  squadron  has  created  a  rise  in  tallow. 


A  SCKF.  CARD.— By  this  time  the  Christmas  Card  should  be  played 
out.  It  isn't;  but,  instead,  it  is  "dealt  out"  by  RAPHAEL  Tuc« 
AND  SON,  who  hold  good  hands,  mostly  trumps. 
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A   SOFT   ANSWER. 

"  SUSAN,  JUST  LOOK  HERE  I      I   CAN  WHITE  MY  NAME  IN  THE   DUST  ON  THE  TOP  OF  THIS 

TABLE!"       "Los,  MTJM,  so  YOU  CAN!    Now  I  NEVER  HAD  NO  EDOEROATION  MYSELF  I" 


THE  COMPANY  :PROMOTER'S 
VADE  MECTJM. 

Question.  Is  it  absolutely  necessary  that  a 
constructor  of  companies  should  have  any 
capital  ? 

Ansicer.  Not  in  coin ;  but  it  is  desirable 
that  he  should  be  able  to  draw  on  a  reserve 
fund  of  unlimited  assurance. 

Q.  And  is  it  essential  that  he  should  enioy 
a  spotless  reputation  P 

A.  Of  course  such  an  endowment  would  be 
extremely  advantageous,  but  it  is  scarcely 
imperative. 

Q.  Ought  he  not  to  be  a  well-known  man  ? 

A.  If  liis  record  is  irreproachable,  but 
otherwise  it  might  be  convenient  were  his 
identity  unrecognisable. 

Q.  Should  the  company  he  proposes  to  pro- 
mote be  suggestive  of  an  attempt  to  satisfy  a 
want':' 

A.  No— not  necessarily.  The  objects  of  a 
company  must  not  be  confused  with  the  aims 
of  a  charity. 

Q.  Then  what  should  be]  the  end  of  an 
association  of  limited  liability  '? 


A.  The  acquisition  of  enormous  profits. 

Q.  Should  the  means  taken  to  obtain  this 
end  be  of  a  praiseworthy  character  ? 

A.  To  be  perfectly  safe  they  should  recom- 
mend themselves  to  the  approval  of  the  com- 
pany's solicitors. 

Q.  "What  is  the  first  step  towards  forming 
a  company P 

A.  The  drafting  of  the  prospectus. 

Q.  How  should  a  prospectus  be  drafted  ? 

A.  In  such  a  manner  that  the  maximum  of 
,  effect  may  be  produced  at  the  cost  of  the 
'  minimum  of  deception. 

Q.  Should  an  appeal  be  made  to  the  bene- 
volence of  investors  P 

A.  Only  as  an  additional  advantage  to 
speculation ;  the  chief  object  of  attack  should 
be  human  cupidity. 

Q.  What  argument  should  be  used  in 
obtaining  the  public  support  ? 

A.  That  investors  had  already  secured  large 
profits  by  taking  part  in  some  scheme  of  a 
kindred  character. 

Q.  Should  there  not  be  a  strong  board  of 
directors  ? 

A.  Yes,  and  that  strength  should  be  shown 


in  the  titles  in  abundance,  either  before  or 
after  the  names  of  the  members. 

Q.  Why  do  you  draw  a  distinction  between 
before  and  after  ? 

A.  Because,  if  a  director  is  neither  a  peer 
nor  a  baronet,  he  should  be  at  least  the 
chairman  of  some  other  company. 

Q.  Are  not  hereditary  titles  nowadays 
rather  at  a  discount  ? 

A.  Amongst  seasoned  speculators,  but  they 
are  still  popular  with  those  who  are  investing 
their  money  for  the  first  time. 

Q.  Having  published  a  prospectus  and  ob- 
tained aboard,  what  must  the  promoter  do  next? 

A.  He  must  see  that  the  expenses  and 
remuneration  incidental  to  his  own  labours 
are  not  absorbed  by  the  amount  expended 
upon  advertisement. 

Q.  The  shares  having  been  allotted  and  a 
handsome  sum  appearing  at  the  bankers,  what 
should  be  the  promoter's  next  care  ? 

A.  To  obtain  a  cheque  of  adequate  value 
payable  to  bearer. 

Q.  And  having  cashed  it,  what  should  be 
his  consolation  should  the  company  hereafter 
enter  into  liquidation  P 

A.  That  if  thousands  were  rained,  he  had 
taken  the  precaution  to  keep  on  the  right  side 
of  the  law. 


URBS  IN  RURE-THE  FARMER'S  FUTURE. 

PAHSON  says  "  I  ought  to  be  glad  to  be 
an  Essex  farmer  breathing  pure  air  into  my 
lungs."  I  tell  parson  ' '  pure  air  won't  pay  my 
rent  for  me."  He  says  rents  have  been  re- 
duced. Yes,  but  they  aren't  reduced  as  much 
as  I  am.  He  says  "living  off  the  land"  is  the 
healthiest  thing  a  man  can  do.  Wish  /  had  a 
chance  of  living  off  the  land.  Wouldn'  t  live  on  it. 
When  will  somebody  do  something  for  ui  ? 

Somebody  has  I  G.  E.  Railway  has  re- 
duced its  rates  to  London.  Can  send  double 
as  much  now  for  a  shilling  as  I  could  before. 
Must  use  company's  own  boxes,  however. 
Still,  I  don't  mind  that.  Orders  for  fowls, 
turkeys,  fresh  eggs,  vegetables  and  fruit 
coming  in  fast,  from  London  families.  Chance 
of  making  the  boys  useful.  Keep  them  at  work 
of  nailing  and  directing  boxes  ad  the  morning. 

Hurrah!  Government  has  "reduced  local 
burdens."  Hates  cut  down  to  half  what  they 
were.  Glad  I  voted  Tory.  Hullo  1  Notice  from 
landlord  that  "in  consequence  of  greatdeorease 
of  local  charges  he  thinks  the  time  has  come  to 
raise  my  rent!"  Sorry  I  didn't  vote  Radical. 
Shall  next  time.  If  it  weren't  for  the  rent, 
now,  I  should  be  clearing  a  good  profit. 

Rent  needn't  trouble  me,  it  seems.  Strong 
Radical  government.  Going  to  "  nationalise 
the  land ."  Light  railways  being  built  all  over 
the  place.  Can  send  ton  of  potatoes  to  town 
for  twopence-halfpenny.  Jam  factories  started 
everywhere,  too— no  difficulty  in  getting  rid  of 
my  turnips  now.  Chimneys  don't  look  pretty 
in  the  fields,  certainly.  Rush  from  towns 
to  country.  Building  going  on  everywhere. 
Makes  air  rather  smoky.  Still  a  good  thing 
to  "  put  people  on  Ihe  land,"  I  suppose. 

Got  three  railways  coming  past  my  front 
door.  Jam  factory  in  next  field.  Rows  of 
cottages  down  by  the  stream  where  trout 
used  to  be.  No  trout  now.  Parson  tells  me 
that  grass  is  growing  in  streets  of  Bayswater 
owing  to  tlin  movement  into  the  country. 
Says  his  church  is  to  be  enlarged.  He  hates 
it  all.  So  do  I.  Why  can't  the  people  stay 
in  London?  Taken  to  growing  their  own 
produce,  and  don't  want  mine. 

Parson  off  to  a  living  in  East  End  of  London. 
Says  he  "must  have  pure  air."  Whole  of 
Essex  densely  populated.  County  has  become 
a  larger  London.  People  hare  been  "  put  on 
the  land,"  and  no  mistake.  Every  man  his 
own  farmer  nowadays,  so  no  need  for  me. 
Sell  farm,  and  away  to  Canada ! 
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Fussy  Old  Lady.  "Now  DON'T  FORGET,  CONDUCTOR.    I  WAKT  THE  BAKK  OP  EBQLAJID" 
Conductor.  "ALL  BIGHT,  MUM."    (Aiidt.)    "  SHB  DO«"T  WANT  uvaa,  DO  SHE,  MATE!" 


WHEELS  WITHIN  WHEELS. 

Dialogue  between  two  Young  Gfentlemtn,  dressed 
in  Knickerbocker  Suits,  Gaiters,  and  Golf- 
caps.  They  have  the  indescribable  air  which 
proclaims  the  votary  of  the  "Bike." 

firtt  I  oung  Gentleman.  Yes  ;  I  certainly 
agree  with  the  French  view  of  it.  Cycling 
shouldn't  be  indulged  in  without  care. 

Second  Y.  O.  They  say  in  Paris  that  no 
one  should  become  an  habitual  cyclist  with- 
out "medical  authorisation." 

Firtt  Y.  G.  Yes.  Quite  right.  Then, 
when  you  are  permitted,  you  ought  to  travel 
at  a  moderate  pace.  About  five  miles  an 
hour  is  quite  enough  for  a  beginner. 

Second  Y,  G.  Enough  1  Why,  too  much ! 
You  can't  be  too  careful  I  Then,  if  you  break 
off  for  a  time,  you  ought  to  begin  all  over 
again.  You  should  gradually  acquire 
speed  "  ;  not  rush  at  it  I 

First  Y.  G.  Certainly.  I  read  in  the  Lancet 
only  the  other  day  that  merely  increasing  the 
pace  of  a  bike  a  couple  of  miles  an  hour  was 
sufficient  to  send  up  the  normal  pulse  to  150 1 

Second  Y.  G.  Most  alarming  I    And  yet  I 


can  see  from  your  costume  you  are  a  cyclist. 

Firit  Y.  G.  Not  at  all.  I  am  pleased  with 
the  costume,  and,  like  yourself,  have  adopted 
it.  Now  do  not  laugh  at  me.  But  between 
ourselves,  I  have  never  been  on  a  bicycle  in 
my  life  I 

Second  Y.  G.   No  more  have  I!    [Curtain. 


WANTED,  A  BRUMMAGEM  DICK  WHirnna- 
TOK  AHD  HIB  CAT  1 1— In  the  P.  M.  G.  last 
Saturday  there  was  a  startling  heading  to  a 
paragraph,  "Birmingham  Overrun  by  Rats." 
The  authorities,  it  said,  have  taken  no  steps 
to  abate  the  nuisance  because  Mr.  CHAHBBB- 
LAIN  (the"  Mabdi,"  or  "  Maloodhi,"orisit  "the 
Melodious"  that  the  Bechnan  aland  Chief  s  style 
him  ?),  when  he  was  mayor,  declared  that  rats 
"were  good  scavengers,"  and  being  garbage- 
iverous,  prevented  disease.  But  now,  can 
our  JOSEPH  any  longer  object  ?  Or  is  he,  rn 
principle,  dead  against  any  sort  of  "ratting"  ? 


LIKB  A  PARLIAMBNTAHY  DI- 
VISION.—The  present  condition  of  the  Irish 
Nationalistic  Party. 


SONG  TO  SIMS  REEVES. 

(A  long  way  after  Hoods  ffymn  to  tht  Sun.) 
BY  AN  OLD  ADMIKXB. 

OIVBR  of  golden  notes  I 
Though  now  a  god   of   scarce-remembered 

days! 

Others  may  follow 
Some  new  Apollo, 
I  lore  thy  song,  and  gladden  in  thy  praise. 

King  of  the  tenor  tribe, 
Still  poets'  hymns  of  right  to  thee  belong, 

Though  tome  are  oold 

Who  heard  of  old 
Thy  matchless  phrasing,  thy  mellifluous  song. 

Lord  of  the  gracious  bow. 
The  listeners  to  thy  ballads  held  their  breath. 
Still  dost  thon  save 
From  Time's  chill  grave 
Such  lingering  sweets  as  love  would  snatch 
from  death. 

Dreams  of  a  greater  day,— 
When  loud  acclaim  like  incense-clouds  did 

rise 

At  thy  last  note, — 
Before  me  float, 
And  bring  the  mist  to  an  old  buffer's  «yet. 

Truly  "  My  pretty  Jane  " 
Shall  never  more  be  sung  as  sung  by  thee. 
Shall  we  applaud 
Another  "Maud" 
As  we  did  thine  when  all  seemed  youth  and 
glee? 

Our  dear  old  DIBDIN,  too  I — 
When  shall  the  Jack  Tar's  laureate  find  a 
To  sing  in  tones  [voice 

Grim  Davy  Jones 
Might  melt  at,  how  tars  tight,  love,  grieve, 
rejoice  ? 

That  song  I—"  Here  a  sheer  hulk  I  "— 
Ah !  how  mellifluous  memories  come  rolling 

Like  eve's  soft  haze, 

With  that  first  phrase 
Of  thine  immortal,  magical  "  Tom  Bowling  !  " 

Our  noble  NELSON'S  death, 
MACGKKOOR'S  mingled  battle- whoop  and  wail, 

Deroair  that  lay 

In  Biscay's  bay, 
And  the  swift  rapture  of  that  shout,  "Aaail!" 

Who  like  our  own  SIMS  RKEVJCS 
Theft'  varied  lyric  moods  in  song  could  render  '• 
ELIJAH'S  woe, 

Or  the  blent  gloom  and  glow 
Of  the  great  grief-thrilled  Master's  love  song 
tender? 

If  now  a  lesser  stage 
A  lessening  light  illumes,  "  Tom  Bowling " 

still 

Draws  loving  cheers, 
And  the  crowd's  ears 
To  the  great  tenor's  tasteful  warbling  thrill. 

Of  late  a  sportive  GRACE 
Gathered  the  well-earned  meed  of  thirty 

years. 

Is  Song  less  strong 
To  win  the  throng 
To  something  more  substantial  than  their 
cheers? 

May  fifty  yean  of  song, 
Jatchless  in  its  pure  art  as  PATH'S  own, 

No  guerdon  claim 

Beyond  high  fame. 
And  mere  word-tribute,  to  oold  custom  grown  'r 

Pride  of  the  lyric  stage, 
Not  all  remember  thy  melodious  prime  ; 
But  it  shall  leave 
On  winds  at  eve 
A  pleasant  echo  to  the  end  of  time ! 
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Bikist  (gaily}. 


"FACILIS    DESCENSUS!" 

1  HERE  WE  GO  DOWN  I  DOWN  I  DOWN  !  DOWN  I"         The  Same  (very  much  down).  "NEVER  AGAIN  WITH  YOU,  MY  BIKKY  I" 


MOATLHODI ! 

[Ths  Bechuana  chiefs  have  conferred  on  Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN  the  title  of  MOATLHODI,  meaning, 
it  Beeme,  "the  man  who  puts  things  right."] 

0  MIDLAND  "  JOE,"  "  SILOMIO  " 

Must  envious  feel  of  your  new  title ; 
Which  for  a  lot  of  party  "  rot  "— 

In  "  calling  names  " — should  prove  requital. 
KHAMA  &  Co.,  0  Chieftain  JOE  I 

Ingenious  seen  in  nomenclature, 
Which  Temperance  cranks  moves  to  warm 
thanks 

And  angry  faddists  to  good-nature. 
Sir  WILFRID  thinks  you're  down  on  drinks, 

And  LAWSON  laudeth  anybody 
Who  giveth  tongue  'gainst  tyrant  Bung, 

So  gives  three  cheers  for  MOATLHODI. 
The  angry  Rod,  who  thought  it  sad 

That  JOE  should  turn  a  Tory-toady, 
Thinks  if  you  bar  strong  drink  and  war, 

You  are  in  sooth  a  MOATLHODI. 
The  might  and  sleight  to  "  put  things  right" 

Is  what  we  want,  JOE,  in  our  leaders. 
If  that 's  your  game,  in  fact  as  name, 

From  your  side  you  '11  find  few  seceders. 
Then  KHAMA'S  praise  in  sounding  lays 

We  Ml  echo  with  exuberance  hearty ; 
Each  patriot  who  knows  what's  what 

Must  join  the  Moatlhodi  Patty  I 


THE  LATEY-IST  EDITION  1— The  lied,  White 
and  Blue  Christmas  Annual  of  the  Penny 
Illustrated,  edited  by  JOHN  LATET.  Messrs. 
BYBON  WEBBEH  and  GODFREY  TURNER  re- 
sponsible for  Po'try,  and  ANNIE  THOMAS, 
MANVILLE  FEXN,  MACKAY,  RICHARD  HENRY, 
and  others  for  Prose  in  this  Latey't  and 
Gentleman's  Christmas  Annual.  Prosit ! 


SHOOTING  PAINS. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,— I  am  told  that  a  great 
fuss  is  being  made  because  some  editor  or 
other  has  reproduced  someone's  portrait  with- 
out his  permission.  Now  I  can't  understand 
anyone  objecting  to  this  being  done,  unless,  of 
course,  the  portrait  in  question  were  used  to 
illustrate  an  article  on  "Ugliness"  or  some 
such  dreadful  subject  as  that.  Nothing 
pleases  me  more  than  to  see  myself  in  all  the 
papers,  and  I  'm  so  afraid  that  this  agitation 
may  frighten  editors  that  I  want  to  say  to 
everybody  that  I  '11  give  away  any  number 
of  photographs,  so  long  as  illustrations  are 
made  out  of  them.  Perhaps  as  I  'm  writing 
I  might  say  that  I'm  a  very  gifted  young 
aitress,  in  addition  to  being  extremely  beau- 
tiful. I  could  play  The  Second  Mrs.  Pondes- 
bury — 10, 1  mean  Mrs.  Tanqueray — as  easily 
as  I  could  act  Juliet.  All  1  want  is  a  chance. 


Srtxton. 


Youi  s-on-the-make-up, 

ROSE  Sr.  CLAIR. 


AT  Mr.  HENSCHEL'S  last  concert  HERR  VON 
DOLONG  was  unfortunately  indisposed,  and 
could  not  sing  BEETHOVEN'S  "  Busslied." 
Surely  it  needn't  have  been  omitted,  as  Mr. 
HENSCKEL,  being  there,  the  "  Buss-lied " 
could  have  been  sung  by  "  The  Conductor." 


THE  DECAY  OF  BTOGLABY. — The  Chief  of 
the  Police  almost  deplores  the  decay  of  burg- 
lary, without  suggesting  the  cause.  Perhaps 
the  burglars  have  gone  into  the  mining 
market  ?  _^ 

TRILBYANA.— At  the  Haymarket,  contrary 
to  precedent,  it  is  very  evident  that  bootless 
feet  cannot  be  without  a  Tree. 


"ENCORE  ' MOATLHODI '  \  " 

(A  Ballad  of  South  Africa.) 

THERE  were  three  black  Beohuana  men, 

King  KHAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHO-EN — 

Though  tar  they  'd  travelled,  they  fairly  were 

gravelled 
On  seeing  the  Chief,  JOCHAM  BERLEN. 

There  had  never  appeared  within  their  ken 
Such  a  putter  to  rights  as  CHAM  BERLKN. 
"  A  fig  for  BABNATOS  and  BAMANGWATOS  ! " 
Said  KHAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHOEN. 

They  journeyed  to  England  and  back  sgen, 

This  one  to  his  kraal  and  that  to  his  den. 

And  the  third  to  his  scanty  remains  of  a 

shanty—  [BEBLEN  ! 

They'd  seen,  though,  the  Chief,  JOCHAM 

Thev  said,  "  Let  us  make  him  a  citizen 
Of  Umtiwayo,  this  CHAM  BEBLEN — 
A  new  blood-brother  to  each  and  the  other,1' 
Said  KHAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHOEN. 

What  name  for  our  country's  new  denizen  ? 

Asked  KHAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHOEN  ; 

It  was   promptly  bestowed,  he   was   titled 

' '  MOA  TLHODI  "  :  [  BEBLEN. 

For   He -Who -Rights -Things    is    CHAM 

"  MOATLHODI"  they  christened  him  there 

and  then, 

No  more  to  be  known  as  CHAM  BEBLEN  ; 
Their  own  novus  homo  to  rank  with  SILOMO 
Have  KHAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHOEN. 

RIDER  HAGGARD  must  look  to  the  fame  of 

his  pen, 

When  KIIAMA,  SEBELE,  and  BATHOEN 
Go    stealing    his    thunder,   and  making   us 
wonder  [LAIN  I 

At  names  that  they  coin  for  JOE  CHAMBER- 
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THE  OLLENDORF  SYSTEM  OF 
INVASION. 

(Under  the  Patronage  of  Pall  if  all 
and  Whitehall.) 

Is  the  South  African  Expedition 
ready  to  start  P  Yes,  it  is  ready  to 
start,  by  the  kind  uonm'nt  of  the 
good  neighbour  at  the  War  Office. 
Has  the  good  neighbour  at  the  War 
Office  made  great  preparations  for 
the  Expedition  P  The  good  neigh- 
bour at  the  War  Office  has  made 
great  preparations.  What  prepa- 
rations has  the  (rood  neighbour ; 
made  ?  The  good  neighbour  has 
supplied  boxes  of  ammunition, 
food,  and  camp  equipment.  Has 
the  good  neighbour  supplied  any- 
thing  else  ?  Yes,  the  good  neigh- 
bour has  selected  large  numbers 
of  special  service  officers,  inclusive 
of  a  Royal  Prince.  Has  the  good 
neighbour  supplied  any  one  else  '< 
Yes,  the  good  neighbour  has  also 
supplied  several  privates.  Why 
has  the  good  neighbour  done  this? 
The  good  neighbour  has  done  this 
to  afford  paragraphs  for  the  daily 
papers.  Have  there  not  been 
envoys  from  Ashanti  in  England 
seeking  in  vain  an  interview  with 
the  Colonial  Secretary  f  Yes,  there 
have  been  envoys  in  England  from 
Ashanti  seeking  in  vain  an  inter- 
view with  the  Colonial  Secretary. 
Have  the  envoys  been  long  in  Eng- 
land  ?  Yes,  the  envoys  have  been 
very  long  in  England.  Have  they 
not  said  that  they  were  the  faith- 
ful envoys  of  the  good  King  of 
Ashanti  r  Yes,  they  have  said 
so  (id  est,  so  have  said).  Did  any 
one  believe  the  faithful  envoys  of 
the  good  King?  No,  for  a  long 
time  no  one  believed  the  faithful 
envoys  of  the  good  King.  Did 


DISCRETION. 


"  OH,  MADOK  I    THI  BASKET  ALREADY  QCITI  EMPTY  1    I  DIDK'T 

MIAN  YOU  TO  IAT  ALL  THO8I  FlOS  AT  OKCB  I  " 

"No  MORE  I  DID,  MUMMY  DEAR.     I  EAT  'IK  ONI  BY  OKI  I" 


they  ever  obtain  an  interview  with 
the  Colonial  Secretary  P  Yes,  in- 
directly, at  the  last  moment.  Did 
this  cause  any  inconvenience  to  the 
good  neighbour  at  the  War  Office? 
No,  it  did  not  cause  him  any  in- 
convenience. What  did  the  good 
neighbour  order  to  be  done  P  The 
food  neighbour  at  the  War  Office 
ordered  the  tons  of  ammunition, 
food,  and  equipment  to  be  sent  to 
Athanti.  Did  the  good  neighbour 
order  anything  elieP  Yes.  the 
good  neighbour  ordered  the  large 
number  of  special  service  officer* 
(inclusive  of  a  Royal  Prince),  and 
the  several  privates  also,  to  pro- 
ceed to  Ashanti.  When  all  thete 
people  get  to  Asbanti  what  will 
they  do  P  They  will  return.  Will 
they  have  any  hghting  at  Asbanti  '< 
No,  they  are  not  likely  to  have 
much  fighting  in  Athanti,  but 
they  are  sure  to  get  a  medal. 

"YOUTH  WANTED." 

A  DINGY  shop,  a  squalid  street. 

Small  ragged  urchins  fighting, 
What  here  to  stay  my  wandering 
feet? 

What  sight  or  sound  inviting  P 
A  scrawling  legend  on  the  pane 

That  speaks  a  common  need, 
A  smile,  a  sigh,  a  smile  sgain — 

"  Youth  wanted,"  so  I  read. 
A  louder  creaking  of  the  door 

On  somewhat  rustier  hinges, 
A  shade  more  stiffness  than  of 
yore, 

A  few  more  gouty  twinges, 
Breath   scanUr    than  it  used  to 
be— 

All  these  one  want  reveal. 
All  bring  that  legend  home  to 
me— 

"lYonth  wanted,"  so  I  f eel. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

IAN  MACIAHKN  finds  his  most  dangerous  competitor  in  him- 
self. When  Messrs.  HODDKR  &  STOUGHTON  bring  out  a  new  series  of 
stories  from  his  pen  under  the  title  The  Days  of  Auld  Langtyne, 
the  heart,  untravelled,  fondly  turns  back  Bttidt  the  Bonnie  Briar 
Bush,  and  doubts  whether  anything  quite  as  well  can  be  done.  The 
earlier  work  had  the  advantage  of  breaking  fresh  ground.  The 
denizens  of  Drnmtoohty  were  new  to  the  poor  Southerner,  and  he 
was  able  to  accept  even  more  than  a  reasonable  amount  of  testimony 
to  their  uniformly  angelic  nature— high-minded,  high-spirited,  gene- 
rous, poetical— underlying  a  rugged  exterior.  In  the  second  collec- 
tion of  records  of  this  remarkable  community  they  are  more  generous, 
self-denying,  spiritual  than  ever.  To  tell  the  truth,  the  succession 
of  doses  of  sweetmeats  has  a  tendency  to  pall  on  the  palate.  For  that 
reason  the  stories  were  more  effective  when  they  came  out  at  intervals 
in  periodical  publication.  That  only  means  that  the  man  or  woman 
happy  enough  to  possess  the  book  should  not  attempt  to  read  it  right 
through  at  a  sitting,  or  a  succession  of  fittings.  One  a  week  will 
have  a  wholesome  effect,  cheering  mortals  who  dwell  amid  lesa 
exalted  communities  with  the  assurance  that  there  is  hidden  some- 
where in  the  Highlands  a  hamlet  where  all  the  men  are  good  and 
most  of  the  women  are  better.  For  real  humour  and  true  pathos, 
expressed  in  moat  musical  broken  English.  IAN  MACLAREN  is,  my 
Baromte  says,  hard  to  beat  in  his  latest  work. 

"  Nmr  imagine  yourself  not  to  be  otherwise  than  what  it  might 
appear  to  others  that  what  you  were  or  might  hart  been  wai  other- 
wise than  what  you  had  been  would  hare  appeared  to  them  to  be 
otherwise,"  as  the  Duchess  said  to  dear  Alice  in  Wonderland ;  which 
lucid  remark  fairly  well  defines  the  irresponsible  position  of  The 
Wallypug  of  Why,  by  0.  E.  FAKBOW  (HUTCHIBSON  &  Co.)  The 
Otrlie,  and  many  of  the  jokes  to  be  met  with  in  the  dreamy 
Upsidedownness  that  leads  to  the  Unanswerable  land  of  "  Why/'  ; 
are  feeble  imitations  of  the  immortal  Alice.  It  may  achieve 
tome  popularity  aided  by  the  grotesque  humour  of  HABBY 
FURNISS'S  illustrations,  and  the  dainty  vignettes  of  his  clever 
daughter,  DOHOTHT.  The  Wallypug  of  Why  will  be  an  enter-  ; 


taining  book  when   Alice  in    Wonderland  is  forgotten,— but  not 
till  then. 

At  War  with  Pontiae,  by  KIRK  Muirsoi  (BLACXis  AND  SON)  tells 
how  a  hero, — not  Valmond,  "but  another," — not  only  "came  to 
Pontiae,"  but  was  saved  from  a  fiery  extinction  by  the  discovery  of 
the  Totem  of  the  Bear!  The  "totem"  is  a  kind  of  first  coutin  to  the 
tattoo — a  sort  of  sign,  in  that  part  of  the  globe,  by  which  the  generally 
long  lost  brother  is  recognised. 

Apparently  we  are  losing  something  of  our  former  British  insular 

;  pride,  for  S.  BAKING-GOULD  reproaches  his  countrymen  with  their 

appreciation  of  things,  even  literary,  "  made  in  Germany  "  and  else- 

1  where,  to  the  neglect  of  home-grown  talent.    In  defence  he  has 

gathered  together  a  deliriously  quaint  set  of   Old  English  Fairy 

Tales  (MXTHUIN),  wherein  children  will  find  the  native  fairy  quite 

as  charming  as  her  foreign  relatives. 

Moat  appropriately  appeared,  a  few  days  before  the  ninetieth 
I  birthday  ot  Mrs.  KKKLEY  was  celebrated  by  a  public  ovation  in  her 
I  honour  at  the  Lyceum,  a  book  entitled  The  Keeleys,  published  by 
I  BKNTLKT,  and  written  by  Mr.  WALTER  GOODMAN.  "  Good 
man  and  true ;  "  no  better  man  could  have  been  selected  to  do  the 
work.  The  most  memorable  character  that  Mrs.  KIELIY  ever 
played,  indeed,  her  favourite  pirt,  was  Jack  Sheppard.  Now 
how  came  Mrs.  KKKLKY  to  be  "cast"  for  Jack  Sheppard t  whose 
inspiration  was  it  to  select  her  for  this  rob  f  "I  remember."  quoth 
the  Baron,  "seeing  KKKLEY  as  Mauser,  and  his  wife  as  Betty,  in 
Betsy  Baker  ;  both  inimitable,  being  one  among  those  few  gems  of 
acting  whereof  the  playgoer  retains  a  life-long  recollection."  At 
a  small  boy,  that  is  as  small  a  boy  as  the  Baron  <•  mid  be,  he 
retains  a  vivid  impression  of  Mrs.  KEELEY,  as  a  Peri,  singing  and 
dancing  in  an  extravaganza,  and  of  Mr.  EEKLEY  as  Isaac  nf  York  in 
a  burlesque  of  Iranhoe  also  as  Mrs.  Gamp,  with  Mrs.  KKELKY  as 
Young  Bailey,  in  Martin  Chuzzlewit.  To  nave  remembered  them, 
and  to  have  forgotten  those  who  played  with  them  (with  the 
exception  of  WIGAN  as  Montague  Tigg),  is  clear  evidence  of  the 
impression  these  "two  clever  ones"  made  on  the  receptive  mind 
of  the  then 

BOYISH  BAHON  DE  Boo«-Wouis. 
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PHOTOM'ANIA." 


"Dot,  '  "  I  SAT,  WALTBK,  D3  TOU  KNOW  THAT  THEY  AKB  KILLIKG 

A   PlO  TO-MORROW  ?  " 

Walter.  "YES;  AND,  DASH  IT  ALI,  I  HAVEN'T  MT  INSTANTANEOUS 
PLATES  I  " 


THE  PLAIN  TALE  OF  CINDERELLA,  TOLD  BY 

THEEE  AUTHORS. 
No.  I.    BT  E-DT-KD  K-PL-NO. 

"  By  the  Hoof  of  the  Wild-goat  uptossed 
From  the  Cliff  where  she  lay  in  the  Sun, 
Go,  stalk  the  red  deer  over  the  Heather, 
And  find  the  glass  Slipper,  and  the  Story 
While  the  Snaffle  hold*,  and  the  Long-Neck  stings 
Fields,  and  Fences,  and  Fun."  Padded-room  Balladt. 

THE  manner  of  it  was  in  this  way.  Understand  clearly  that  there 
was  not  a  word  to  he  said  against  CINDERELLA — not  a  shadow  of  a 
breath.  She  was  good  and  lovely,  with  green  eyes  under  eyehrows 
as  black  and  as  straight  as  the  borders  of  the  Indian  Gazette  when 

a  big  man  dies.    But Well,  her  step-sisters  were  jealous  of  her. 

Which  is  curious. 

One  evening  they  went  to  a  Ball  at  Government  House,  leaving 
CINDERELLA  at  home,  crying.  After  that,  I  don't  know  what 
happened.  This  much  is  certain.  CINDERELLA  went  to  the  ball, 
with  no  chaperon,  and  no  card  of  invitation.  And  a  wonderful 
dress.  Gorgeous.  I  can't  describe  it,  but  it  was  a  thing  that  hit 
you  straight  between  the  eyes  and  made  you  gasp.  Don't  ask 
me  how  it  was  all  managed.  All  I  know  is,  that,  in  two  twos,  her 
card  was  full.  She  was  a  success  with  those  Up  Above.  The 
Prince  fell  in  love  with  her.  These  sudden  madnesses  often  affect 
the  sanest  men.  You  cannot  account  for  them.  CINDERELLA 
married  the  Prince,  and  went  Home.  I  neither  know,  nor  very  much 
care,  how  it  all  happened.  I  have  told  you  quite  enough.  You 
can  just  find  out  the  rest  for  yourselves.  There  was  a  case  once. 
But  I  will  tell  you  of  that  later  on.  If  you  are  not  careful.  What 
I  want  to  know  is, — How  do  people  like  CINDERELLA  come  to  marry 
Princes  Y 

You  will  say  that  this  story  is  all  made  up.  Very  well,  then. 
I  want  the  person  who  says  that,  dead  or  alive.  But  dead  for 
preference. 


SOME  PAPEK,  SOME  PENS,  SOME  INK,  SOME 
BLOTTING-PAPEE,  AND  FISHER  UNWIN. 

(A  SCRAP.) 

No.  II.    Br  J-HN  OL-V-E  H-BBS, 
PROLOGUE. 

THOSE  who  live  in  glass  slippers  should  be  careful  not  to  catch 
chills. 

CINDERELLA  appeared  to  have  been  kicked  up  into  a  powerful 
existence  from  the  very  debris  of  bricks,  mortar,  ill-temper,  and 
common-sense.  To  look  at  her  was  to  think  of  a  scaffolding.  Hair 
dishonestly  golden,  sparkling  with  peroxide  and  insincerity,  framed 
a  face  of  such  extraordinary  beauty  that  to  behold  it  was  to  doubt 
the  genuineness  of  the  creation. 

All  CINDERELLA'S  relatives  were  more  skilful  at  eating  an  expen- 
sive dinner  than  at  ordering  a  cheap  one ;  aud  CINDERELLA,  who  did 
the  cooking,  made  it  the  business  of  her  life  to  lead  her  family  out 
of  temptation  ;  she  knew  greediness  to  ba  their  special  snare,  and  in 
helping  them  to  conquer  their  tastes  she  found  many  opportunities  of 
gratifying  her  own.  For  instance,  every  evening  during  the  week 
CINDERELLA  made  rice-pudding,  as  she  knew  her  step-sisters 
especially  disliked  it :  and  every  time  her  father  dined  at  home  there 
was  sure  to  be  some  dish  containing  onions ;  for  he  loathed  them, 
having,  indeed,  such  fastidious  tastes,  and  such  a  repugnance  for 
plain  facts,  that  he  would  only  eat  straw  when  it  was  made  into  a 
bran  mash. 

(To  be  continued.) 
****** 

CINDERELLA  WATERS. 
No.  III.    BY  G-BGK  M-RB. 

(A  Fragment  of  a  Drama  in  Muslin  and  Glass.) 

....  THB  lamp  had  not  been  wiped,  and  the  room  smelt  slightly 
of  paraffine,  whi«h  nearly  overpowered  the  smell  of  grease  and  the 
acrid  and  warm  odour  of  a  baked  potato,  a  fragment  of  which 
remained  on  an  unwashed  plate.  The  mahogany  dresser,  with  its 
rows  of  shining  plates  and  dishes,  the  saucepan,  frying-pan,  sieves, 
the  spit  on  which  a  half-raw  leg  of  mutton  was  hanging,  all  pro- 
claimed, to  the  practised  eye  of  a  connoisseur,  the  kitchen.  On  the 
floor,  in  front  of  the  fire,  sat  a  short,  square-faced  girl  in  a  dirty 
mauve  print  dress,  obviously  not  made  for  her.  Her  face  seemed  to 
wear  the  expression  of  the  country  that  produced  her ;  a  Saxon  face 
with  the  Sussex  hills  and  downs  clearly  outlined  on  the  cheeks, 
green-grey,  quiet  eyes,  like  the  sea  on  a  calm  morning,  and  a  pro- 
tuberant white  cliff-like  brow.  A  girl  of  twenty,  short,  stronsly 
built,  with  curiously  short  arms  and  firm  sausage-like  fingers.  Her 
neck  was  plump,  and  her  hair  of  so  extraordinary  a  brown  that  it 
passed  unnoticed.  Her  face  usually  escaped  observation,  being 
generally  taken  for  one  of  those  masks  that  children  are  wont  to  put 
on  in  the  fashionable  West  End  on  the  fifth  of  November. 

In  the  still  water  of  the  sink,  the  shining  plates  and  saucepans 
had  all  the  magic  of  reflected  things.  The  kettle  on  the  fire  sang 
plaintively,  like  the  wind  in  the  valleys  where  the  wind  never 
wholly  rests.  The  coal-scuttle  seemed  full  of  charm,  of  the  fascina- 
tion of  deciduous  objects.  CINDERELLA  WATERS  toyed  with  the 
cinders,  large  and  small  cinders,  cinders  like  pebbles,  and  beetle-like 
cinders.  Black  smuts  hung  caressively  on  CINDERELLA'S  oyster-shell- 
like  ears,  on  her  flaxen  eye-lashes,  and  her  Saxon  cheeks.  Her  flesh 
wanned  under  the  fire-light,  but  she  sighed  as  she  thought  of  her 
hard  life,  work  from  week's  end  to  week's  end,  never  a  holiday, 
never  a  little  amusement.  Outside,  a  full  moon  floated  like  a  balloon 
high  up  in  the  sky,  and  the  trees  stretched  out  their  arms  like  faint 
phantoms.  In  these  moments  the  plausive  and  wilful  sweetness  of 
life  tempted  CINDERELLA  ;  she  longed  to  be  in  the  place  of  her  sisters, 
she  had  dressed  them  for  the  servant's  ball.  The  eldest  had  put  on 
a  black  silk  dress  adorned  with  a  wide  collar  fastened  with  a  very 
fine  pebble  brooch.  The  other  wore  a  canary-coloured  skirt,  a  red 
velvet  bodice,  and  a  drab  feather  boa.  Pale  blue  sashes  floated  from 
their  hips,  and  one  cjuld  hardly  have  recognised  them  as  servant- 

With  a  sigh,  she  tried  not  to  think  of  the  glare  and  rustle  of  silk, 
of  waltz  tunes.  She  rose  and  began  slowly  ironing  out  some  ragged 
dusters.  .  .  .  Then  she  started  and  her  flesh  burnt,  for  the  red-hot 
flat-iron  that  she  had  accidentally  dropped  on  her  foot  seemed  to  her 
like  a  message  from  a  lover.  .  .  . 


NEW  TITLE  FOR  MR.  P-NCH  AND  MR.  CH-MB-RL-N.  —  According 
to  The  Times  of  Africa,  quoted  by  the  Times  of  London  last 
Thursday,  the  Bechuanaland  Chiefs  style  Mr.  CHAMBRRLAIN 
"Moatlhodi,"  which  is  a  Sechuana  word,  signifying  "He  who 
rights  things."  In  this  case  the  Chiefs  will  style  Mr.  Punch  The 
Great  Moatlhodi,  or,  "IK  who  writes  things  which  right  things." 
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SUGGESTIONS    FOR    NOVELTIES    IN    SLEEVES. 

(By  Our  Own  Fashion-plater. 


Fig.  1.    Cricket-bat  Sleeve  (with        Fig.  2.    Balloon  Sleeve. 
Splice  for  married  ladies). 


Fig.  3.    Scull  and  Faddle 
Sleeve. 


V/V^VA~\^fc> 


Fig.  4.     Saddle  Sleeve. 


Fig.  5.    Kacktt  Sleeve. 


Fig.  0.    Gun  Sleeve. 


A  MODEST  PROPOSAL  FBOM 
BABOO  JABBEEJEE. 

To  THE  HON'BLE PUNCH. 

VENTRAHLK  ADD  LUDICROUS  SIR,— Permit 
me  most  respectfully  to  bring:  beneath  your 
notice  a  proposal  which  I  serenely  anticipate 
will  turn  up  trumps  under  the  fructifying  sun- 
shine of  your  esteemed  approbation. 

Sir,  I  am  an  able  B  A.  tf  a  respectable 
Indian  coljege,  now  in  this  country  for  pur- 
poses of  beintr  crammed  through  Inns  of  Court 
ard  Law  Exam.,  and  rendering  myself  a  eom- 
rletely  fledged  Pleader  or  Barrister  in  the 
Native  Bar  of  the  High  Court. 

Since  my  sr  jonrn  here,  I  have  accomplished 
the  laborious  perusal  of  your  transcendent  and 


tip-top  periodical,  and,  hoity  toity  !  I  am  like 
a  duck  in  thunder  with  admiring  wonderment 
at  the  drollishness  and  jocosity  with  which 
your  paper  is  ready  to  burst  in  its  pictorial 
department.  But,  alack  I  when  I  turn  my 
critical  attention  to  the  literary  contents,  I  am 
met  with  a  lamentable  deficiency  and  no  great 
shakes,  for  I  note  there  the  fly  in  the  oint- 
ment and  hiatus  valde  drflendut — to  wit  the 
ntter  absenteeism  of  a  correct  and  classical 
style  in  Erglieh  composition. 

To  the  highly  educated  native  gentleman 
who  searches  TOUT  printed  articles,  tuning 
fundly  tn  find  himself  in  a  well  of  Ecgli-h 
pure  and  undttiled,  it  proves  merely  to  fish 
in  the  air.  Conceive,  Sir.  the  disgustful  re- 
sult to  one  saturated  to  the  skin  of  his  teeth 


in  best  English  masterpieces  of  immaculate 
and  moderately  got  d  prose  extract*  and  dra- 
matic passages,  published  with  notes  for 
the  use  of  the  native  student,  »t  welter- 
ing in  a  hotchpot  and  barley-hurley  of 
arbitrarily  distorted  and  very  vulgarised 
eoekneydoms  and  purely  London  provin- 
cialities, which  must  be  of  necewity  to  him 
as  casting  pearls  before  a  swine ! 

And  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  yon  of 
a  number  of  cultivated  lively  young  native 
B.A.'s,  both  here  and  in  my  country,  who 
are  quite  capable  to  appreciate  re&lly  fine 
writing  and  sonoriferons  periods  if  pub- 
lished in  your  paper,  and  which  would  in- 
fallibly result  in  a  feather  in  your  cap  and 
bring  increase  of  (frit  to  the  mill. 

If,  Honored  Sir,  you  feel  disposed  tn 
bolster  yourself  up  with  the  wet  blanket  of 
a  non  pottumus,  and  reply  to  me  that  your 
existing  quill-drivers  are  too  fat-witted  and 
shallow-pated  for  the  production  of  more 
pretentiously  polished  lucubrations  — aye, 
not  even  if  they  burn  the  night-light  oil. 
and  hear  the  chimes  at  midnight!— I  will 
not  be  hoodwinked  by  the  superficiality  of 
your  cut  bono,  and  shall  nuke  you  the 
answer  that  I  am  willing  for  an  exceed- 
ingly paltry  honorarium  to  rush  into  the 
Oordian  knot  and  write  you  the  most 
superior  essays  on  every  conceivable  and 
inconceivable  subject  under  the  sun,  as  per 
enclosed  samples  which  I  forward  respect- 
fully for  your  delightful  and  golden  opinions, 
guaranteeing  faithfully  that  all  of  your 
readers  in  every  hemisphere  and  postal  dis- 
trict will  fall  in  love  with  such  a  new  de- 
parture and  fresh  tack. 

The  specimens  I  send  are  not  my  beit, 
only  very  ordinary  and  humdrum  affairs, 
but— ear  pede  Herculem  !  Hon'ble  Sir,  and 
you  will  see  how  t ranscendentally  superior 
are  even  such  poor  effusions  compared  to  the 
fiddle-faddle  and  gimcrack  style  of  article 
with  which  yon  are  being  fobbed  off  by 
puzzleheaded  and  self-opinionated  nincom- 
poops. 

I  can  also  turn  out  rhymed  poetry  after 
models  of  Poets  TENNYSON,  COWPIH,  Mrs. 
HEMASS,  SOUTHET,  &  Co.,  done  to  a  tittle, 
so  as  not  to  be  detected,  even  by  the  cyno- 
sure, as  mere  spurious  imitation,  but  in 
every  respect  up  to  the  mark  and  the  real 
Simon  Pure. 

Therefore,  Hon'ble  Sir,  do  not  hesitate  to 
strike  while  the  iron  is  incandescent  and 
bleed  freely,  even  if  it  should  be  necessary, 
prior  to  engaging  your  humble  petitioner's 
services,  to  turn  out  one  or  more  of  your 

E resent  contributioners  crop  and  heels,  and 
ly  them  on  the  shelf  of  their  own  incom- 
petenoies.    Remember  that  the  slightest  act 
of  volition  on  your  part  can  exalt  my  pe- 
cuniary status  to  the  skies,  as  well  as  confer 
distinguished    and   unparagoned   ennoble- 
ment upon  your  cacoethet  tcribtndi. 
1  remain,  Respected 

Sir, 

Your  most  obsequious  Servant, 
HUBKT  Br.NosHo  JARUKBJKE,  B.A. 

P.S.  and  N.B.  —  Being  entirely  unac- 
quainted with  the  limner  s  art,  I  cannot  at 
present  undertake  the  etching  of  carica- 
tures et  hoc  genut  omne.  However,  if  such 
is  your  will,  flon'ble  Sir,  I  will  take  the  cow 
by  the  horns,  after  preliminary  course  of 
instruction  at  Government  Art  School,  all 
expenses,  &o.,  to  be  defrayed  on  the  nail 
out  of  your  purse  of  Fortnnatus,  cering 
that  your  esteemed  correspondent  is  to  hard 
up  between  two  stools  that  he  is  reduced  to 
a  choice  of  Hudson's  Horse  I  H.  B.  J. 

[Ed.  Sftt.—tlT.  JABBEBJEI'S  diiinttretted 
olier  ie  at  present  receiving  our  most  careful 
consideration.] 


VOT..  mrr. 
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UNEARNED    INCREMENT. 

-B-ch    "An,  MY  BEAUTY,  IF  YOU  KREP  PUTTING  ON  FLESH  AT  THIS  RATE,  WK  SHALL  ASTONISH  THEM  AT  THB  SHOW!' 
YES  ;  BUT  DON'T  FORGEF  IT  s  MY  FOOD  AS  HAS  DONE  IT." 

"The  receipt,  into  the  Treuury  up  to  last  Saturday,  amounted  to  over  five  million  aad  a  quarter  more  than  in  the  corresponding  period  of  the 
prenoun  financial  year,  while  the  expenditure  hid  but  little  increased."— Daily  Taper. 
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THIS 

AUTOMATIL 


lit; 


THE    REMEDY    FOR    AGRICULTURAL    DEPRESSION. 


HER  IIEAET  AND  HAND. 

(Being  the  Last  Chapter  of  an  Unpublished 
Romance. ) 

So  they  two  paced  up  and  down  the  garden 
path  in  the  moonlight.  Their  future  course 
(like  the  garden  path)  lay  clear  before  them. 
With  the  death  of  EDWIN'S  unscrupulous 
rival  hy  a  convenient  railway  accident  m  the 
previous  chapter,  every  obstacle  at  length 
had  been  removed.  ANGELINA  felt  that  the 
denouement  was  close  at  hand,  but  a  few 
more  Iine3  were  required  to  complete  the 
volume.  She  paused  beside  a  rose-bush. 

"You  have  something  to  say  to  me, 
EDWIN?" 

"  ANGELINA,"  murmured  EDWIN,  "will you 
give  me  your  hand  ?  " 

"  Oh !  "  cried  ANGELINA.  "  That '•  really 
too  old-fashioned  a  oroposal.  Try  again." 

"Ntnsense,  ANGELINA;  I  wasn't  rpeaking 
of  marriage.  I  want  you  to  give  me  your 
hand  literally— so,"  and  taking  her  dainty 
fingers  in  his  own,  he  bent  reverently  over 
her  palm.  Then  neither  of  them  moved  for  a 
few  moments. 

"Do  be  quick,"  slid  ANGELINA,  im- 
patiently. "  You  can  kiss  it  if  you  like, 
and  then  I'll  snatch  it  away,  while  a  rosy 
blufh  mantles  over  my  cheek.  But  this  is  all 
horribly  old- fashioned." 

EDWIN  suddenly  dropped  her  hand  with  a 
gesture  of  dismay. 

ANGELINA  gasped. 

"All  is  over,"  he  said,  solemnly.  "The 
line  of  life  is  fairly  well  marked ;  but  the 
line  of  the  heart  shows  that  you  are  utterly 
devoid  of  real  affection.  Then  the  abnormal 
development  of  the  mount  below  the  little 
tinrer " 

"  That  came  from  rowing  you  up  the  river 
yesterday  I  " 


" betokens  obstinacy  and  bad  temper. 

Nay.  'tis  useless  to  expostulate,  ANGELINA. 
In  chapter  twenty- two,  if  you  remember,  you 
found  me  in  the  library,  trifling  with  a  book. 
That  book  was  the  latest  manual  of  Palmistry, 
which  declares  that '  it  is  the  height  of  folly 
to  choose  your  partner  for  life  without  care- 
fully studying  the  infallible  revelation  of 
iharicter  afforded  by  the  hand.'  I  have 
acted  on  that  advice,  and  our  marriage,  con- 
sequently, is  out  of  the  question." 

™  But  then,"  crisd  poor  ANGELINA,  "  what 
has  been  the  irord  of  all  the  previous  chapters  r 
And  what  will  the  readers  say  P  " 

"  They  will  regard  it  as  a  strikingly  original 
termination,"  said  EDWIN,  with  gloomy  satis- 
faotion. 

"  I  shall  bring  an  action  for  breach  of 
promise." 

"  You  cannot,"  retorted  EDWIN.  "  We  are 
on  the  last  page  already." 

ANGELINA'S  composure  gave  way  utterly. 
"  It 's  too  bad !  "  she  sobbed.  "  I  did  think 
we  were  to  be  married,  and  to  live  happily 
ever  after.  Now  1  suppose  we  shall  appear 
in  a  horrid  modern  series,  with  a  cynical  title, 
The  Folly  of  Romance,  ptrbaoa !  " 

EDWIH  8011114  slightly.  "  No,"  he  replied, 
"it  will  be  called  The  Witdom  of  Chiro- 
mancy." 


New  Version. 
(For  Would-be  Wooert  of  American  Heireuet.) 

MALBROVCK  ftn  ra-t-en  gturrt^ 

liironton,  mironton,  mirontaine  : 
Wins  a  Yankee  millionaire, 
And  then  comes  home  again! 
With  a  hip-hip-hip,  hurrah  ! 
With  a  golden  bride  in  his  train  I 
For  he 's  a  jolly  good  wooer, 
And  so  M  be  aU  of  us  ! 


FOR  A'  THAT,  AND  A'  THAT. 

(Modern  I.  L.  P.  Verrion.) 
[It  is  «aid  that  Mr.  TOM  MANX,  in  the  intcrMU 
of  the  Independent  Labour  Party,  inttndi  to  op- 
pose Mr.  JOHN  M  OK  I.IT  at  the  Montrote  Burgh*.] 

STANDS  Honest  JOHN  for  fair  MontroM, 
The  poor  man's  friend  and  a'  that  P— 
The  Eight  Hours  Bill  he  dared  oppose  I—- 
We'U  him  oppose  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

His  honest  pluck  and  a'  that ; 
On  rank  and  wealth  we  want  to  stamp, 
Ton  MANN  's  the  man  for  a'  that  I 

What  though  on  Home  Rule  JOHN  '•  in  line, 

A  rare  good  Had,  and  a'  that ; 
If  oar  pet  nostrum  he  'd  decline, 
He's  not  our  man,  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

His  learning,  seme  and  a'  that ; 
The  honest  man  we  will  throw  o'er, 
TOM  MANN'S  our  man  for  a'  that! 

He  'd  mend  or  end  the  House  o'  Lords, 

Who  burke  our  Bills  and  a'  that ; 
But  to  our  fads  small  aid  affords, 
So  he's  our  foe  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  •'  that, 

His  firmness,  faith,  and  a'  that; 
JOHN  has  an  independent  mind ! 
We  like  him  not  for  a'  that  1 

Then  let  ut  pray  that  polling  day— 

"Tis  coming  soon  for  a'  that — 
His  sense  ana  worth  may  oast  to  earth, 
Though  tee  may  lo«e,  and  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

A  Tory  win  and  a'  that ; 
To  keep  out  JOHN,  and  KOSKBKST  spite, 
TOM  MANN  's  our  man  for  a'  thtt ! 


MOTTO  FOB  AMERICAN  MILLIONAIRXMM. — 
Marry,  come  np !  " 
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SERVING   OUT   BLANK 
CARTRIDGES. 

SIB,— I  am  sure  yon  will 
believe  me  when  I  say  that  I 
wish  to  treat  our  new  Com- 
mander-in-Chief  with  the 
greatest  respect,  but  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  know  what  to  say  or 
think  when  Field  Marshal 
Viscount  WOLSELEY  delivers 
himself  of  the  following  extra- 
ordinary opinions.  The  place 
was  the  Royal  United  Service 
Institution,  and  the  occasion 
was  the  delivery  of  a  lecture 
upon  "  The  Training  of  Volun- 
teer Officers,"  by  Colonel 
EUSTACE  BAI.FOUB.  Here  is  a 
report  of  the  remarks  to  which 
I  have  the  honour  to  take 
exception : — 

"  He  had  often  watched  out  of 
his  room  a  non  -  commissioned 
officer  drilling  a  squad  of  recruits 
The  language  which  he  used  was 
perhaps  not  of  the  choicest  de- 
scription, but  it  was  very  effec- 
tive. (Laughter  and  "Hear, 
hear."")  It  was  addressed  to  men 
who  thoroughly  understood  it. 
(Lavghttr.)  The  drill  sergeant 
made  use  of  that  language  with 
great  effect  on  the  men,  and  he 
impressed  on  them  that  they 
should  be  absolutely  obedient  to 
every  expression,  every  word  of 
command." 

Now,  Sir,  if  this  means  any- 
thing, it  suggests  that  in 
future  "the  bin,  big  D"  of 
the  past  should  become  the 
amplified  curse  of  the  present. 
The  Commander-in-Chief  has 
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written  a  Soldier's  Pocket- 
Book,  and  no  doubt  in  the 
next  edition  a  dialogue  between 
H  ilrill-pergeant  and  his  recruits 
will,  from  a  civilian  point  of 
view,  become  entirely  unfit 
for  publication.  In  lieu,  of 
".order  arms,"  we  shall  have 
" !"  instead  of  "fix  bayo- 
nets," " II"  and  to 

replace  "prepare  to  charge," 

!!!"    Should 

this  be  ?  Yours  respectfully, 

THOMAS  ATKINS,  Private. 
P.S.— What  would  the  dear 
old  Duke  have  said  I  Our 
ancient  coramai  der,  as  all  the 
world  knows,  hated  strong 
language. 


TO  TRILBY. 
(On  Daisy  Linei.) 

TRILBT,  Trilby, 

Oh  what  a  hnllaballoo ! 
Crazy  we  will  be 

All  on  account  of  you. 
Though   others   may    charm, 

we  '11  still  be 
Quite  true  to  our  own  dear 

Trilby, 

For  you  do  look  sweet, 
And  with  those  nice  feet 
You  '11  run— till  there 's  some- 
thing new. 


SUGGESTION.  —  If  sufficient 
funds  exist  or  can  soon  be 
raised  to  defray  expenses,  why 
pull  down  the  Trinity  Alms- 
houses  ?  Why  not  add  Wings 
to  the  alms-houses  ? 


THE  LITTLE  DINNER  OF  THE  TWENTIETH  CENTURY. 

A  forecast  by  Mr.  Punch's  Own  Clairvoyant. 

AocoRDiyg  to  the  "  Daily  Chronicle,"  "  an  American  professor  is 
looking  forward  to  the  time  when  cooking  and  dining  shall  become 
lost  arts,  and  we  shall  take  our  sustenance  in  the  form  of  tablets  of 
concentrated  things."  Oar  esteemed  contemporary  appears  to  think 
that  such  a  system  would  necessarily  do  away  with  all  conviviality 
and  social  intercourse ;  but,  unless  Mr.  Punch's  Clairvoyant  is 
liable  to  error  (which  is  absurd),  we  need  not  take  quite  so  gloomy 
a  vieie  of  the  future.  People  will  still  entertain,  only  the  dinner  of 
the  next  century  will  be  a  more  economical  and  less  tedious  function, 
and,  instead  of  having  to  go  through  a  trying  interview  with  her 
cook,  the  coming  hostess  will  merely  look  in  at  the  nearest  Food 
Chemist's,  when  some  such  conversation  at  the  following  will  settle 
the  whole  business. 

Hostess.  We  've  some  people  coming  in  to  take  a  few  tablets  with 
us  this  evening,  what  do  you  think  I  'd  better  have  ? 

The  Food  Chemist.  You  will  require  soup,  of  course,  Madam.  I 
cpnld  »end  you  one  of  these  patent  soup-sprinklers,  exceedingly 
simple  to  work,  and  quite  the  fashion  in  the  highest  circles;  the 
butler  sprays  each  guest  before  showing  them  upstairs.  We  supply 
the  machine,  charged  with  the  verv  best  soup,  at  ninepence  a  night. 
_  Hostess.  No,  I  don't  want  anything  fussy,  it's  quite  an  intormal 
little  gathering.  An  ounce  of  those  mock-turtle  ju'ubes  at  fourpence 
I  had  last  time  will  do  very  well. 

The  F.  C.  Very  good,  Madam.  Then,  with  regard  to  fish  ?  I  can 
ttrongly  recommend  these  bi-carbonate  of  cod  and  oyster  eauce 
lozenges,  or  I  have  some  sulphate  of  salmon  and  cucumber  pastilles, 
that  I  think  you  would  like,  ninepence  the  qnarter-of-a-pound. 

Hostess.  I  'm  afraid  I  mustn  't  be  extravagant.  I  '11  take  a  small 
bottle  of  condensed  (melt  tabloids  (the  stxpenny  size)  and  what  are 
left  will  come  in  nicely  for  the  children's  dinner  next  day. 

The  F.  C.  Precisely  so,  Madam.  And  as  to  entrees — will  you 
have  cockscomb  caohous  or  sweetbread  pilules  ? 

Hostess.  It  makes  such  a  long  dinner.  I  don't  want  a  lot  of 
things. 

The  F.  C.  In  that  case,  Madam,  I  think  I  have  the  very  article— 
a  most  elegant  electro-chemical  preparation,  combining  entree,  joint, 


and  bird,  with  just  a  trace  of  vegetable  matter,  put  up  in  small  cap- 
sules, at  one  and  elevenpence  halfpenny  the  box  of  one  dozen. 

Hostess.  That  would  be  cheaper  than  having  each  course  in 
separate  tablets,  wouldn't  it?  I  think  I'll  try  a  box.  What 
wonderful  improvements  they  bring  out  nowadays,  to  be  sure  I 

The  F.  C.  They  do  indeed,  Madam.  I  am  told  that  the  Concen- 
trated Food  Stores  will  shortly  be  able  to  place  on  the  market  a 
series  of  graduated  wafers,  each  containing  a  complete  dinner,  from 
a  City  banquet  to  a  cutlet,  at  prices  to  correspond  with  the  number 
of  courses  required. 

Hostess.  Delightful  I  And  then  the  most  expensive  dinners  will 
be  all  over  in  a  minute,  instead  of  dragging  on  to  ten  minutes  or  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  as  I  'ye  known  them  to  do  sometimes  !  I  've 
often  thought  what  a  pity  it  is  that  we  waste  so  much  precious  time 
as  we  do  in  merely  supplying  pur  bodily  wants. 

The  F.  C.  We  are  improving,  Madam,  slowly  improving.  And 
what  about  sweets,  cheese,  and  savouries  ? 

Hostess.  I  might  have  one  of  those  two-inch  blocks  of  condensed 
apple-tart,  and  a  box  of  cheese  pills— no  savouries.  You  see  it 's 
only  &  family  party  I 

The  F.  C.  Exactly  so,  Madam.  And  shall  you  be  needing  any- 
thing in  the  way  of  stimulants  ? 

Hostess.  Let  me  see — you  may  eend  me  in  a  couple  of  ounces  of 
acidulated  champagne  drops— the  Australian  quality,  not  the 
French,  they  're  twopence  an  ounce  dearer,  and  so  few  people  notice 
the  difference  nowadays,  do  they  ? 

The  F.  C.  (to  himself).  Not  until  the  next  morning !  (Aloud.) 
And  liqueurs?  Any  brandy- balls  with  the  coffee  creams?  We  have 
some  very  fine  essense-of -dessert  jellies 

Hostess.  Nothing  more,  thank  you.  (To  herself,  as  she  departs.) 
I  m  sure  I've  spent  quite  enough  as  it  is  on  JOHN'S  stingy  old 
relations,  who  never  ask  us  to  have  so  much  as  a  lunch-lozenge  or  a 
tea-tabloid  with  them  I 

COMING  CHRISTMAS  ENTERTAINMENT.— At  the  Trinity  House  will 
be  performed  by  the  Elder  Brethren  the  famous  comedy  of  "  Oar 
Buoys." 

MOTTO-HEADING  FOE  SOUTH  AFRICAN  GOLD  MINE  REPORTS.— 
be  non  e  vero  e  Sen  Sarnato." 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

TUB  SORROWS  or  SATAN — AHI>  ON«  OTHER. 

I  MAT  as  well  unburden  my  mind  at  once  by  making  a  confession. 
It  will  give  pain  to  a  great  many  whose  good  opinion  I  value,  but  I 
can't  help  that.  It  is  bttter  that  they  should  be  told  the  whole 
truth,  better  that  they  should  know  at  once  the  very  worst  that  can 

be  said  or  thought  of  me,  than 
that  I  should  continue  to  win  their 
respect  by  acting  a  lie.  And,  after 
all,  who  amongst  us  is  entirely 
faultless?  Is  there  one  who  can 
lay  his  or  her  hand  on  his  or  her 
heart  and  say  with  sincerity  "I 
have  never  erred"?  Not  one,  I 
am  certain.  My  friends,  there- 
fore, may  possibly  forgive  me  (not 
immediately,  perhaps,  out  later  on 
after  time  has  dulled  the  pain  of 
the  first  shock)  when  I  admit  sor- 
rowfully that  I  have  been  reading 
The  Sorrows  of  Satan,  by  Miss 
M A ui K  ( 'OK KI.I.I . 


• 


CURTAIN  points  I  might  urge  in 
extenuation  of  my  conduct,  in 
mitigation  of  sentence.  I  might 
say,  for  instance,  that  I  have 
always  been  subject  to  a  distinct 
weakness  for  silver  wings  on  a 
green  ground.  Whenever  I  have 
met  them  in  real  life  I  have  in- 
variably done  something  wrong. 

Now,  Mies  MABIK  COUM.I.I'S  book  is  bound  in  a  green  cover,  and  on  the 
front  of  it  is  stamped  the  picture  of  a  really  lovely  pair  of  wings  in 
silver.  They  are  long  wings,  somewhat  sparsely  feathered,  perhaps, 
but  they  taper  beautifully.  Anyhow,  at  the  sight  of  them  reposing 
peacefully  on  one  of  Messrs.  W.  H.  SMITH  AND  BON'S  best  bookstalls, 
my  moral  nature  crumbled,  so  to  speak,  and  bang  went  six  (hillings. 

I  MIGHT  add  that  I  didn't  read  the  whole  book.  Two  solid  thirds 
of  it  I  read,  and  then  suddenly  something  inside  me  snapped,  and  I 
began  to  skip  as  joyfully  and  heartily  as  any  village  schoolgirl  with 
her  simple  rope.  These  were  not  ordinary  skips,  but  good,  full- 
blooded,  Ijfty  leaps,  that  carried  me  through,  panting  and  breath- 
less, but  safe,  to  the  very  end.  As  I  say,  I  might  urge  these  points 
in  extenuation,  but  I  prefer  not  to.  I  have  pleaded  guilty :  let  me 
be  punished,  if  any  further  punishment  should  be  thought  necessary. 
All  I  can  say  is,  that  I  promise  never,  never  to  do  it  again. 

So  far  as  one  can  judge  from  the  book  itself,  Miss  CORF.LLI'S  object 
in  writing  it  appears  to  have  been  to  "have  a  smack"  at  various 
people  who  had  incurred  her  enmity  for  having  publicly  expressed 
their  dislike  of  tome  of  her  previous  work.  If  Miss  COKRLLI  keeps  a 
diary,  I  can  imagine  that  a  page  of  it  would  be  something  in  the 
following  btyle : — 

"I  am  going  to  give  everybody  fits.  It's  no  good  anybody 
trying  to  hold  me  back.  Bah !  I  scorn  the  puny  fetters  of  literary 
convention.  Why  should  the  wicked  nourish  like  a  green  bay-tree 
(this  is  a  quotation)?  I  have  often  thought  about  it.  Now  I'm 
going  to  show  them.  I'll  make  your  flesh  creep  (quotation).  I'll 
make  yon  wish  your  grandmothers  had  never  been  born.  2.  bat  let 
reviewers  (French)  ;  Viral  Hat  anas  (Latin).  Saw  a  fat,  idle  woman 
if  Society  pastirg  by  in  her  luxurious  carriage,  lolling  back  lazily, 
her  face  mottled  with  the  purple  and  red  signs  of  superfluous  eating. 
She  didn't  bow  to  me.  Shall  put  her  in  the  book.  Read  article  in 
The  Metropolis.  Critic  says  "Miss  MARIK  CORKLLI  has  not  quite 
reached  the  level  of  GEOHOB  ELIOT."  Shall  put  him  in  the  book. 
Happen  to  know  he  was  bribed  with  half-a-crown  and  a  free  pass  to 
a  music-hall  to  write  against  me.  Oh  world,  world,  ever  spurning 
your  greatest  and  best.  PLATO  seems  to  have  failed  (or  was  it  ABJS- 
TOTLE  or  SOCRATES— I  know  one  of  them  was  tortured  with  the 
hemlocks,  a  sort  of  Greek  thumbscrew),  and  lots  of  other  people 
failed.  Shall  I  fail?  Not  much.  Met  TIPPINS,  a  reviewer.  He 
took  off  his  hat,  but  never  looked  back  at  me.  Shall  put  him  in  as 
well-known  forger,  perjurer,  and  drunkard.  Ha.  ha!  I'm  getting 
on.  I  '11  make  them  talk  about  me.  They  've  all  sold  themselves 

to Eureka  (Greek),  I  '11  put  the  devil  in  my  book.  Nobody  has 

ever  done  that  btfore.  Grand  notion." 


ACCORDINGLY  Miss  M.  C.  wrote  her  book.  She  introduces  us 
(which,  after  all,  is  the  proper  function  of  an  M.C.)  to  a  great  many 
characters.  There  is  the  puir  auld  deil,  there  are  lords  and  ladies, 
and  Society  women,  whose  superfluous  guzzlings  are  described  with 
what  I  may  call  overfed  detail ;  there  are  bounders  and  snobs 


(the  hero,  Geoffrey  Tempest,  is  a  bounder-snob,  of  unexampled 
ferocity);  there  are  purblind  publishers,  venal  journalist*;  and 
there  is  on*  female  novelist,  of  extraordinary  genins,  whom  the  per- 
tistent  malevolence  of  reviewers  cannot  depress  or  dismay.  Her 
name  is,  if  my  memory  serves  me,  Marit  Clarelli,  or  something  of 
that  sort.  She  writes  wonderful  novels,  and  keeps  a  big  St.  Bernard, 
who  smells  out  the  devil  and  Hies  at  him,— these  dogs  are  cele- 
brated for  their  sagacity ;- and  she  ii  a  butterfly  thing  in  a 
white  gown,  a  slight,  feminine  creature,  ideally  fair,  like  a  wood- 
nymph.  Moreover  the  forgiving,  generous  creature,  keeps  a  flock 
of  doves,  whcm  she  calls  after  the  periodicals  that  slate  her,  and 
feeds  with  corn  and  peas,  and  various  grains,  in  lavuh  quantiti< ». 

THEN  there  is  the  devil.  Prince  Lucw  Rimnnrz,  a  magnificent, 
handsome,  fabulously  wealthy,  dangerously  beautiful,  dark,  flash- 
ing, mysterious,  Guy  Livingstone  of  a  devil,  with  extraordinary 
eyes,  a  glorious  baritone  voice,  and  any  amount  of  other  diabolical 
attributes.  He  is  lavishly  described  in  a  kind  of  water-Ouida  style, 
and  when  last  teen  he  is  in  company  with  a  well-known  Cabinet 
Minister.  The  devil  is  "  the  same  as  ever,— the  perfect  impersona- 
tion of  perfect  manhood  1  ...  his  countenance,  pale,  proud,  sorrowful 
yet  scornful,  flashed  upon  me  like  a  star! ....  I  saw  them  ascend 
the  steps  and  finally  disappear  within  the  House  of  England's  Im- 
perial Government,— Devil  and  Man,— together !"  There,  isn't  it 
dreadful.  And  yet  I  suppose  the  customary  policemen  were  on 
guard.  And  with  that  I  think  we  may  dismiss  Miss  COKFI.U'S 
farrago  (Latin)  of  balderdash  and  vanity. 


CAELO,  THE  CYHIC.-A  Fable. 

CARLO,  the  Pappy,  one  day  took  it  into  his  head  to  become  a  great 
cynio.  There  are  few  puppies  that  have  not  at  some  time  or  other 
conceived  the  same  mad  project.  Says  Carlo  to  himself.  "  To  be  a 
great  cynio,  I  have,  of  course,  nothing  to  do  but  to  snarl  at  every- 
body and  everything,  and  nothing  is  more  easy,  as  everyone  knows. 
In  the  first  plice,  I 
will  never  bark  with 
joy  nor  wag  my  tail 
when  either  my  mas- 
ter or  mistress  ad- 
dresses me.  In  the 
second  place,  I  will 
be  always  growling. 
It  will  be  in  vain  to 
attempt  to  coax  me 
into  an  appearance 
of  good  humour.  I 
will  have  only  to 
figure  to  myself  the 
consequences  of  en- 
deavouring to  please 
others:  the  inconvenience  of  barking,  and  the  trouble  of  wagging 
my  tail.  I  will  then  only  think  on  tilings  which  contribute  to  the 
uneasiness  of  dog-kind ;  my  digestion  will  be  always  out  of  order  ; 
my  appearance  as  disengaging  as  it  ran  possibly  be.  Still,  all  this  ii 
so  easy  that  there  is  really  no  merit  in  accomplishing  it." 

Carlo  then  retires  into  his  tub.  determined  to  play  the  part  his 
folly  assigns  him.  No  sooner  is  he  embarked  on  a  sulky  nap,  than 
an  opportunity  presents  itself  to  him  to  act  up  to  his  new  character. 
The  son  of  his  master  pasting  by  at  that  moment.  Carlo  springs  out 
upon  him,  and  attempting  to  seize  the  little  fellow  hy  the  leg,  proceeds 
to  terrify  him  with  his  growlings.  The  child,  alarmed  by  the  dog. 
calls  loudly  upon  its  father  and  the  puppy's  master,  who,  attracted 
by  the  noise,  rushes  out  of  the  house,  and  seeing  his  ion  in  terror  of 
the  dog.  snatches  up  a  stick,  with  which  he  proceeds  to  chastise  the 
misguided  Carlo. 

"  Ungrateful  Puppy,"  cri«s  the  enraged  Master,  addressing  the 
crestfallen  cynic,  "  was  it  for  this  I  rescued  thee  from  the  butcher, 
and  fed  thee,  and  took  thee  in  ?  Behold  how  he  requites  my  kind- 
nets  !  Be  off  with  thee  at  once,  ungrateful  animal  1  I  will  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  thee." 


THE  COMING  STRUGGLE.— False  Alarm!— "Oar  Corresptndent " 
at  Constantinople  wrote  on  Thursday  last  in  the  Times  :— 

A  ihoal  of  porpouet,  mistaken  in  the  moonlight  for  *  torpedo-catcher, 
drew  a  brisk  cannonade  the  other  night  from  one  of  the  Dardanelles  fcrU, 
causing  much  alarm  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Blesh  my  shoal!  what  a  mishtake!  Regardless  of  their  doom,  the 
little  victims  were  playing.  However,  the  gunners  have,  of  course, 
apologised,  and  saia  they  "  didn't  tire  on  porpoise  to  hurt  'em." 


THE  SULTAN'S  MOTTO.— What 's  done  by  Kurd  must  be  endured. 
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A   TERRIBLE    INFANT. 


Swipey.  "  I  GOT  THAT  BROBDINGNAGIAN  BREAKFAST  SERVICE  IN  SWITZERLAND." 

Tommy.  "I  SUPPOSE  THOSE  MUST  BE  THU  CUPS  PAPA  SAYS  HE  so  ovre.fi  FINDS  YOU  IN  I" 


OUR  NAPPING  FATHERLAND. 

(Commcitded  to  the  notice  of  Crass  and  Un- 
pa'.riotic  Capital  on  the  Clyde  and  elsewhere.) 

AIR—"  The  Happy  Fatherland." 

0  WE  Britons  are  a  blundering  lot,  and  too  apt 

to  miss  our  tips. 
Once  on  a  time  we  supplied  the  world  with 

fine  engines  and  big  ships. 
But  we  're  very  blind,  and  we  're  very  cross, 

and  seem  daily  growing  wuss ; 
Therefore  the  Fatherland,  the    T/n-nappiog 

Fatherland,  keeps  a  watchful  eye  on  us. 

0  those  Teutons  are  a  wakeful  race,  and  you 
bet  they  know  their  book  ; 

And  they  've  learned  all  that  we  had  got  to 
teach  them,  by  hook  and  eke  by  crook, 

And  more  and  more  all  the  things  we  use  are 
now  "  made  in  Ger-ma-ny." 

Whereat  the  Fatherland,  the  Artful  Father- 
land winks  its  eye  with  wondrous  glee. 

Napping  Britons  have  a  notion  still  that 
Bhtannia  rules  the  waves  ; 

But  to  party  spleen  and  class  enmity  (if  to 
nothing  else)  we're  "  slaves," 

Which  we  swore  we'd  "  never,  never, never" 
be,  and  we  quarrel  might  and  main, 

Wherein  the  Fatherland.theChuckling  Father- 
land, spies  a  prospect  of  great  gain. 

For  we  Britons  in  our  shipyards  big  know  the 
way  to  build  a  fleet, 

Which  for  strength  and  speed  and  for  engines 
prime  is  tarnation  bad  to  beat. 

But  we  bring  it  all  to  a  dire  dead-look  by  a 
dodge  called  a  "  lock-out," 

Whereat  the  Fatherland,  the  Teuton  Father- 
land, laughs  and  hugs  itself,  no  doubt. 


For  the  men  of  old  having  played  the  fool, 
now  the  masters  take  their  turn, 

And  though  better  far  they  did  ought  to 
know,  they  too  stubborn  seem  to  learn.  _ 

Since  they  stop  their  works,  and  shut  out  their 
men,  from  what  they  call  "  sym-pa-thy," 

What  time  the  Fatherland,  the  Clever  Father- 
land, snaps  up  business  from  J.  B. 

Strikes  drove  the  ship-trade  from  the  Thames 
to  the  Tweed  and  to  the  Clyde. 

And  now  lock-outs  close  the  northern  yards, 
which  were  once  the  Briton's  pride. 

So  the  Chinaman  and  the  Jap  will  nave  for  to 
get  their  ships  elsewhere ; 

Where—  the  Fatherland,  the  Un-napping 
Fatherland  will  make  its  especial  care. 

0,  these  masters  are  a  mulish  lot,  for  it  seems 
their  fault  this  time ; 

Such  unpatriotic  and  stubborn  greed  is  a  folly 
and  a  crime. 

And  it 's  time  JOHN  Bun  did  put  down  his 
foot,  for  that  matter  both  his  feet. 

Before  the  Fatherland,  the  Teuton  Father- 
land has  to  build  the  British  Fleet ! 

We  've  a  Fatherland,  unto  which  belong  bolh 
the  masters  and  the  men. 

If  we  nap  too  long  nations  wide-awake  will 
snap  up  our  trade,  and  then  ? — _ 

Mr.  Punch  desires  with  the  smashing  force 
of  an  Armstrong  plus  a  Krupp 

To  tell  our  Fatherland,  our  Napping  Father- 
land it  is  high  time  to  WAKE  UP  I 


"A  PBOPOS  DB  BOTTKS."— The  Shoeless 
Cbildrf  n's  Winter  Fund.  Send  subscriptions 
to  the  Sun.  Can't  do  better  for  their  bodies 
and  soles. 


OVER-BEHRING  CONDUCT. 

[By  the  arbitration  of  Paris,  judgment  was  given 
u  favour  of  Great  Britoin  with  respect  to  the 
iehring  Sea  Dispute,  but  the  precise  amount  of 
he  damages  was  left  for  settlement  to  the  two 
jovernments.  The  British  Ambassador  and  Mr. 
JRESHAM  drew  up  an  agreement,  duly  signed  and 
ealed,  fixing  the  sum  at  £85,000,  but  the  House 
)f  Representatives  in  February  last  rejected  the 
vote.  Fresh  negotiations  have  now  to  be  entered 
in. — Daily  Paper.] 

Sir  Julian  Pauncefote  sings  dolefully : — 

I  THOTJOHT  it  all  was  done 

When  their  case  was  lost,  ours  won, 

By  decision  of  the  Paris  arbitration, 
That  the  Behring  Sea  affair 
Would  no  more  cause  mal  de  mer, 

And  a  cheque  on  BABINQS  settle  compensa- 
tion. 

But  alaok  !  and  welladay, 
Cousin  JONATHAN  won't  pay, 

But  insists  npon  renewed  negotiations, 
And  his  method  democratic 
Is  not  strictly  diplomatic, 

Or  according  to  the  laws  that  govern  nations. 
Says  JONATHAN,  "Friend  JOHN, 
We  don't  want  to  split  upon 

A  matter  in  which  you  have  all  the  glory, 
For  we  own,  with  due  contrition, 
That  we  hold  a  false  position- 
But  there— parting  is  a  very  different  story. 
It  is  true,  in  manner  handsome, 
Yon  gave  Alabama  ransom, 

And  you  paid  your  cash  without  recrimina- 
tion; 

But  we  know  a  thing  or  two, 
And  we  're  cuter,  JOHN,  than  you, 

So  sealing-wax  is  all  your  compensation." 
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INFORMATION. 


(with  newspaper).    "I  SAY,  'ARRY,  YOU  'R«  A  TOFF.     WHAT'S  A  'CoLLAB 
DAT  '  AT  COBRT  ! " 

Second  'Arry.  "  DTONO  'XAOTLY.     SUPPOSE  IT  'a  A  SATURDAY  WHIN  THINGS  coi«  'on« 
FROM  THB  WASH."  First' Arry.  "On,  I  snt—  'CLBAK  COLLAK  DAT' I" 


A  BOY  OK  THE  BUSBY  CELEBRATION. 

BlCKSTENARY  of  BUSBY  I 

Why  ehould  that  be  noted  us  by  ? 

Pedagogue  most  supercilious, 
Chiefly  famed  for  power  of  spanking ! 
Next  with  heroes  they'll  be  ranking 

HORACE'S  ORBIHUS ! 
Old  PLAGOSUS:  might  be  pardoned, 
Since  he  flogged,  and  doubtless  hardened, 

That  aroh  foe  of  youth,  old  FLACCCS. 
But  why  BUSBY  P— Save  in  joy,  Sir, 
That  that  bugbear  of  the  boy,  Sir, 

Can  no  longer  whack  us  ? 


secutiom.  Thus  will  various  nuisances  be 
stopped  for  ever,  and  we  may  hopefully  look 
forward  to  the  day  when  a  decision  from  the 
Romerian  lips  will  cause  the  banishment  cf 
discordant  German  bands  and  maddening 
organ-grinders.  0,  that  these  grinders  were 
by  now  extracted  1  But  the  day  will  pome 
when  all  such  nuisances  haying  been  either 
abated  or  abolished,  we  shall  gratefully,  and 
with  more  or  less  classical  correctness,  ex- 
claim, "  Homer  locutut  eit,  cauia  finita  eit." 


"THE  COURT  OF  COMMON  SENSE." 

MB.  JUSTICE  ROMER  will  be  henceforth . 
installed  as  Chief  Judge  in-  this  Division,  by 
reason  of  his  admirable  decision  in  the  case  of 
Sartlett  and  Others  v.  H.  Marshall  and 
Son.  Let  all  householders,  tenants  and  resi- 
dents-in-chambers  make  cause-lists  of  their 
grievances,  and  unite  forces  BO  that  a  common 
fund  may  be  available  for  actions  and  pro-  I 


A  QUESTION  OF  FRANKNESS. 

[At  the  banqutt  to  Mr.  JOHN  HARK,  Sir  FRANK 
LocKWpODcomplained  that  the  Go  f  eminent,  whilst 
continuing  for  a  time  hia  legal  service*  and  emolu- 
ments, had  withheld  from  him  their  confidence.] 
MY  Tury  friends,  they  kept  me  on, 
As  their  S.-O.  I  took  their  pence, 
They  gave  me  their  emoluments, 
But  not,  alas  1  their  confidence. 
This  treatment  showed  a  woeful  want 

Of  real  reciprocity— 
Though  I  was  always  FRANK  to  them. 
They  never  would  be  frank  with  me ! 


KEEPING  HIS  "I"  IN! 

To  "  run  the  Empire  on  business  lines," 

Is  the  way— so  they  say— to  which  Jnfr.rn 

inclines. 
And  no  doubt  he  '11  remark,  with  an  emphasis 

•ly, 

"Betwixt  'run'  and  'ru(i)n'  there's  only 
'  I '  I  " 


THE  AMATEUR  ACTOR'S  VADE  MECUM. 


Can  you  give  me  a  list  of  the 
qualifications  necessary  to  produce  an  average 
amateur  actor  Y 

Answer.  Self-assurance,  and  an  unreason- 
ing desire  to  attract  attention. 

Q.  Is  it  essential  that  you  should  be  able 
to  act  Y 

A.  Not  absolutely.  If  yon  have  a  fairly 
retentive  memory,  and  can  imitate  —  more  cr 
less  —  the  manner  of  some  recognised  theatrical 
star,  you  should  be  perfectly  satisfied  with 
the  performance. 

Q.  Assuming  that  you  neither  can  recollect 
nor  copy,  how  should  yon  supply  the  de- 
ficiency Y 

A.  By  a  blind  reliance  upon  the  prompter. 

Q.  What  should  be  your  relations  with  the 
audience  Y 

A.  If  possible,  of  a  friendly  character. 
You  may  do  much  to  insure  this  desirable 
condition  by  the  distribution  of  free  tickets 
amongst  the  more  imbecile  of  your  acquaint- 
ances. 

Q.  Can  you  circulate  gratuitous  cards  of 
admission  in  other  quarters  with  pleasing 
results? 

A.  Certainly.  If  you  are  of  a  vindictive 
disposition,  you  can  present  the  peace-de- 
stroying cartels  to  your  enemies. 

Q.  It  the  audience  shows  sign*  of  dissatis- 
faction, to  what  cause  may  you  attribute  this 
attitude  of  hostility  ? 

A.  To  the  incompetency  of  your  fellow- 
actors. 

Q.  Then  you  may  assume  that  you  yourself 
are  above  criticism  Y 

A.  Unquestionably  ;  save,  perhaps,  in  the 
avowedly  theatrical  periodicals. 

Q.  If  your  efforts  to  instruct  and  entertain 
are  treated  with  contempt  in  those  source* 
of  information,  to  what  influence  may  yon 
confidently  trace  this  unappreciative  treat- 
ment? 

A.  To  professional  jealousy. 

Q.  With  what  object  should  you  take  part 
in  a  private  performance  Y 

A.  With  the  intention  of  pleasing  myself, 
and  with  the  desire  of  giving  the  organiser  of 
the  entertainment  an  opportunity  of  affording 
lavish  hospitality. 

Q.  Why  should  the  hospitality  be  lavish  ? 

A.  Because  ample  light  refreshments  and 
an  excellent  supper  in  front  of  the  footlights 
cover  a  multitude  of  mistakes  behind  the 
green  curtain. 

Q.  What  should  be  your  object  in  taking 
part  in  a  public  performance  ? 

A.  The  same  as  in  the  ease  of  a  private 
representation,  an  additional  advantage  would 
be  increased  notoriety. 

Q.  What  should  be  done  with  the  proceeds 
of  such  an  occasion  Y 

A,  The  money  collected  should  be  devoted 
to  the  payment  of  the  necetsarv  expenses. 

Q.  If  there  should  be  a  balance,  what 
should  become  of  it  ': 

A.  That  is  a  question  that  would  seldom 
come  within  the  range  of  interrogatories  of 
practical  value. 

Q.  But  should  there  be  such  a  balance,  to 
what  end  should  it  be  devoted  Y 

A.  (after  a  long  pause).  Oh,  of  course  —  to 
the  benefit  of  some  deserving  charity. 
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MATTER  FOR  FURTHER 
CONSIDERATION. 

Extract  from  a  Volunteer's 
Note-Book.) 

12  NOON.— I  have  been 
[listed  as  a  sentry  near 
his  bridge  to  wait  for 
omething  exciting  my 
uspicion".  When  this 
lappens  I  am  to  "  retire 
at  once  and  give  the 
alarm."  Quite  BO;  hut 
many  a  battle  has  been 
won  by  using  one's  own 
discretion.  I  read  in  the 
report  of  a  recent  lecture 
/hat  a  Frenchman,  by  dis- 
ibedienoe  to  orders  in  the 
Franco-German  War,  did 
something  or  other  that 
saved  the  honour  of  his 
country.  So  far  so  good. 
Nothing  stirring. 

12.30.— I  can  see  some- 
ting  moving  to  the  right. 
It  may  be  cavalry  or  a 
cow.  Toss  up.  Heads 
soldiers,  tails  cattle.  The 
.atter  wins.  Not  going  to 
"give  the  alarm"  when 
threatened  by  a  cow,  of 
course  not.  So  pass  cow. 
All's  well. 

12.35.  —  Fancy  I  can 
make  out  something  stir- 
ring to  the  left.  Evident- 
ly artillery  or  a  waggon. 
Sorry  I  did  not  bring  my 
glass.  Give  the  waggon 


THE    LATTER-DAY    TASTt. 

Author.    "  I  'VE  GOT  HERE  SOME  SHORT  STORIES  THAT  I  AM  ANXIOUS  TO  PUBLISH." 

Publisher.  "  LET  ME  WARN  TOIT.     MAY  I  ASK  IF  THEY  'RE  WRITTEN  IN  ANY  UN 

INTELLIGIBLE  SCOTCH  DIALECT  ?"  Author.    "  CERTAINLY  NOT." 

Publisher.  "THEN  I  'M  AFRAID  THEY'RE  NOT  OF  THE  SLIGHTEST  USE  TO  us." 


the  benefit  of  the  doubt. 
Waggon  can't  do  much 
harm,  andlshall  not  bother 
my  officer  about  that.  Pass 
waggon.  All 'swell. 

12.40. — Believe  some- 
thing approaching  in 
front  of  me.  Here  again 
I  can  use  my  discretion . 
If  I  were  not  a  man  of 
intelligence,  I  should 
jump  to  the  conclusion 
that  I  was  confronted  by 
a  regiment  of  infantry. 
Premature,  to  say  the 
least.  Consequently,  as- 
sume that  I  am  faced  by 
a  flock  of  sheep.  Certainly. 
Pass  sheep.  All 'swell. 

12.45.— This  must  be  a 
very  hurried  entry.  The 
something  moving  to  the 
right  was  a  troop  of  ca- 
valry. Again,  the  waggon 
to  the  left  was  imaginary 
— in  reality,  a  battery  of 
artillery.  Then,  to  the 
centre,  what  I  took  for 
lambs,  turn  out  to  be  skir- 
mishers. Thecavalryhave 
began  to  charge,  the  guns 
to  fire,  and  the  riflemen  to 
pepper!  Scarcely  pleasant! 
So  I  think  now  is  the  time 
for  disappearing.  Conse- 
quently retire  at  the  extra 
double  to  my  officer  in  the 
rear,  to  seek  for  further 
directions!  Pass  missiles! 
All'swell— when  I  am  out 
of  reach  of  you ! 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr  Baronitess  tells  me  that  in  The  Siker  Fairy  Book  (HurcHlN- 
SOH  &  Co.),  the  youthful  reader  will  find  fairies  and  genii  of  every 
nation  ready  to  show  how  happily  life  succeeds  in  The  Land  of 
Magic.  She  also  informs  me  that  ARTHUR  FOBBES'S  Australian  story, 
about  the  man  who  went  for  His  First  Kangaroo,  is  calculated  to 
make  the  reader  eit  up-to  read  it.  BLACKS  AND  SON  are  also 
determined  that  youthtul  readers  should,  in  Two  Gallant  Rebels, 
learn  something  about  La  Vendee  and  La  Guillotine.  Both  cheery 
subjects  for  Christmas. 

Lost  Chords,  by  Mr.  ARTHUR  RtCKMi,  is  a  practical  joke,  capitally 
carried  out  by  author  and  publisher.  It  is  bound  to  deceive,  the  caver 
being  a  closely  burlesqued  reproduction  of  that  of  the  well-known 
Yellow  Book,  only  witn  tuning-fork  instead  of  key,  as  emblematical 
of  Lost  Chords.  Some  of  Mr.  RICKETT'S  parodies  are  capital. 

la  The  British  Barbarians,  Mr.  GRINT  ALLEN,  at  some  length 
but  not  without  ingenuity,  \  as  perpetrated  a  literary  "  sell."  Not 
without  a  laugh  will  the  interested  reader  reach  the  climax,  but  he 
will  probably  wish  that  this  climax  had  been  the  finish ;  likewise 
would  he  ptefer  to  Ihe  f  omewhat  prosaic  ending  that  a  few  disjointed 
lines  should  have  finished  off  the  romance,  the  author  laughing  in 
his  tleeve,  contentedly.  It  is  one  of  the  bunch  of  keys  of  the 
Key-note  Series,  and  'tis  published  by  JOHN  LANE  of  the  Bodley 
Head. 

Stirring  are  the  incidents  of  Mr.  JOSEPH  HATTON'S  When  Greek 
Meets  Greek.  Let  not  the  name  affright  the  unclassical  reader,  who 
may  be  inclined  to  fight  shy  of  Homeric  herpes.  None  such  will  be 
f  jund  here ;  they  are  of  the  Revolutionary  period  in  France,  under  the 
mil-rule  of  ROBESPIERRE  ET  CIE.,  a jperioa  when,  as  JOSEPHTJS  HAT- 
TONIUS  HISTORICUS  well  says,  ".The  Revolution,  with  the  cry  of 
'  Liberty,  r  quality,  fraternity'  on  its  lips,  not  only  revived  the  secret 
and  bloody  horrors  of  the  Middle  Ages,  but  outdid  them  in  private 
and  in  public."  The  Middle  Ages  were  not  in  it  with  the  Darkest 
Revolutionary  Age.  The  dialogues  in  this  story  are  a  bit  diffuse, 
and  ditf ufeness  in  either  dialogue  or  descriptive  narrative  is  apt  tc 
irritate  the  reader  in  a  hurry.  For,  mind  you,  most  readers  are 
in  a  hurry  nowadays.  Though,  personally,  the  Baron  prefers  taking 
everything  easy.  "  Easy  reading,  in  easy  chair,"  quoth— 

THE  B.  DE  B.-W. 

THE  CRY  OF  COMMERCE  (some  way  after  GOETHE).— "  Light 
more  light— railways !  " 


DOD  THE  DODGER! 

SCENE— In  the  Library  of  a  Club.    JONES  in  a  condition  of  great 
excitement.     To  him  enter  BROWN. 

Brown.  Hallo,  my  boy,  you  seem  to  be  disturbed!  What's  the 
matter? 

Jones.  Disturbed !  I  should  think  so  !  And  so  would  you  be 
were  you  in  my  position.  Here  am  I  trying  to  find  out  the  President 
of  the  Local  Government  Board,  and  I  am  hanged  if  I  can. 

Brown.  What  book  are  yon  consulting  'f 

Jones.  Why  Dad's  Parliamentary  Companion  to  be  sure. 

Brown  (laughing').  Then  I  wish  you  joy,  my  boy.  If  you  really 
want  a  good  hearty  guffaw  go  to  "  Dod.'' 

Jones.  "Yes,  it's  all  very  well  to  grin,  but  when  a  fellow 'sin  a 
hurry,  he's  in  no  mood  for  practical  joking.    They  may  well  call 
Did  s  Parliamentary  Companion,  for  I  never  met  with  anything  so 
irritating  in  all  my  life. 

Brown.  But  surely  it  tells  you  the  name  of  the  boss  at  the  Local 
Government  Board  ? 

Jones,  It  does  more  than  that— it  gives  you  a  choice  of  Pre- 
sidents. On  one  page  Mr.  WALTER  LOKH  is  mentioned  ;  on  another, 
Mr.  RITCHIE  ;  on  a  third,  Mr.  CHAPLIN.  But  the  Editor  isn't  quite 
satisfied  about  the  last,  beoausa  in  another  part  of  the  book  he 
hails  him  as  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade.  What  shall  I  do  P 
don't  like  to  toss  up,  and  writing  a  circular  letter  to  all  the  lot  will 
take  up  a  deal  of  time,  and  look  rather  foolish  to  the  wrong  ones. 

Brown.  Well,  of  course,  if  you  will  consult "  Dod"  you  must  take 
the  consequences.  Let  me  have  a  look  at  the  book.  ( Turning  over  the 
pages.)  Why,  here 's  another  mistake.  He  insists  that  Sir  HENRY 
CAMPBELL  BANNERMAN  was  president  in  the  days  of  Mr.  GLADS  TONE. 

Junes.  Oh  yes,  I  noticed  that.  It  is  a  wonder  he  didn't  call  him 
Sir  HsRntRT  CAMPBELL. 

Brown.  That  would  have  been  quite  in  his  line  of  humour.  And 
he  might  have  said  that  Sir  HERBERT  CAMPBELL  resigned  the  cflioe 
to  form  a  cabinet  with  Mr.  DAN  LENO,  to  run  the  pantomime  under 
the  Premiership  of  Sir  AUGUSTUS  DHURIOLASUJ. 

Jones.  Yes,  that's  all  very  welJ.  But  business  is  business;  ane 
it  has  given  me  a  headache. 

Brown.  Then  try  something  less  intricate,  ((living volume.)  Jus 
cast  your  eye  over  this. 

Jones.  Ah,  come,  this  is  much  better!  [Scene  closes  in  as  th 
ex-reader  of  "  Dod"  consults  "  Bradshaw. '] 
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"THE  HARE  APPARENT." 

THE  send-off  dinner  at  the  "  Metropole," 
last  Tuesday  week,  to  Mr.  JOHN  HARE  was  in 
every  way  a  great  success,  No  one  wants  to 
"  send  off"  JOHNNIE  HAKE,  but  as  he  mil  go 
to  America,  it  is  best  to  send  him  off  amid 
cheers  and  with  a  hearty  "  very  glad  to  see 
you  back  again  !  "  It  occurred  to  some  of  as 
on  hearing  Mr.  PDTKKO'S  post-prandial  lecture 
how  excellently  he  could  play  Dr.  Pangloit 
or  Dominie  Sampton.  Mr.  COMTNS  CABB, 
rallying  Dominie  Panglost-Pinero,  went  at 
first  lightlyas  a  Ralli-Carr ;  but  suddenly  be- 
came tenons,  and  his  audience  solemn.  The 
speeches  of  the  evening  were  made  by  DAVID 
PLUNKET,  in  his  new  character  of  "  Lord 
RATHMORE,"  as  representing  the  Upper  House, 
and  by  Sir  FRANK  LOCKWOOD.  Q.C.,  M.P.. 
T.P.C.,  for  the  Lower.  Both  admirable ;  and 
neither  fully  reported  next  day. 


A  CURIOUS  SPELL. 

(To  a  Fair  Correspondent  who  apologised  for 

her  Spelling.) 

A  CURIOUS  speller  ;  that 's  your  firm  and  fast 
Opinion  of  yourself.    Your  friends  yon  tell 
Me  read  your  letters,  and  then  say,  aghast, 
"  A  curious  spell  I  " 

So  that 's  your  story,  and  I  may  as  well 
Just  say  I  think  it 's  fudge  from  first  to  last, 

Your  own  chimera,  or,  maybe,  a  fell 
Invention  circulated  in  the  past. 

Your  spelling 's  just  as  clear  as  any  bell. 
Bat  tell  me,  pray,  why  over  me  you  oast 
A  c  or  ions  spell '' 


SO  LIKE  THEM ! 

f"  A  man  is  entitled  to  get  drunk  if  he  chooses." 
—Mr.  Claer,  the  Police  Mayiitrate  at  the  South- 
Wettern  Police  Court.} 

OTHER  declarations  that  may  be  confi- 
dently expected : — 

"  There  is  something  inexpressibly  noble  in 
the  character  of  the  Turk,  and  the  present 
SULTAN  appears  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  most 
benevolent  rulers  that  has  ever  adorned 
humanity."  W.  E.  GL-DST-NE. 

"  The_real  oare  for  agricultural  depression 
is  to  evict  the  landlords  without  compensa- 
tion, and  to  nationalise  the  land." 

8-L-SB-RT. 

"No  institution  appeals  S3  powerfully  to 
my  sympathy  and  admiration  as  a  board 
school,  unless  it  be  a  school  board." 

THE  ARCHBISHOP  OF  C-NT-BB-BT. 

"  A  little  judicious  smoking  up  the  chimney 
is  good  for  a  growing  boy,  even  though  it 
may  be  contrary  to  meddlesome  school  regu- 
lations." B-SBT  REBIVIVUS. 

"  After  all,  there  are  few  things  that  exer- 
cise a  more  profoundly  elevating  influence 
than  a  modern  music-hall."  MBS.  CH-NT. 

"The  Legislature  ought  certainly  to  in- 
terfere to  check  the  paying  improprieties  of 
the  modern  decadent  novelist." 

OB-NT  ALL-N. 

"  If  there  is  one  pastime  which  I  would 
recommend  to  the  youth  of  England  as  likely 
to  lead  to  true  manliness  and  muscle,  not  to 
mention  an  occasional  testimonial,  it  is — 
parlour  croquet."  W.  G.  GB-CE. 

"  All  speculation  should  be  sternly  dis- 
couraged." OUB  OUTSIDE  BROKER. 

"Labour  is  all  very  well,  but  the  idle 
classes  are  the  backbone  of  the  country." 

J-HN  B-RNS. 

"  It  is  best  never  to  help  others,  but  alwaye 
t>  help  yourself  to  anything  you  can  see  be- 
loiging  to  anybody  else." 

POLICKMAN  X  11 


THE    BALANCE    RESTORED. 

Mrs.  Henry  Peek.  "  BAH  I    I  ONLY  HARRIED  YOU  BICAUSE  I  PITIED  YOU,  WHIN  NOBODY 

ELSE  THOUGHT  ANYTHING  ABOUT  YOU  I  " 

Mr.  Henry  Peek  (wearily).  "An,  WELL,  MY  DEAR,  EVERYBODY  PITIES  ME  NOW  I 


TO  PREVENT  MISUNDERSTANDING. 

A  VERSE  for  you,  my  little  friend, 

If  you  will  let  me  hold  yon  so, 
High  on  the  list,  you  may  depend. 

When  counting  up  the  friends  I  know. 
Friendship  is  best ;  for  Love,  maybe, 

Poor  hearts  and  eyes  with  grief  will 

blister — 
For  friendship's  sake  remember  me — 

I  send  a  message— to  your  titter  ! 

I  like  to  hear  you  play  and  sing, 

To  be  your  partner  in  a  game, 
To  talk  to  you,  and  deftly  bring 

The  talk  around  to— just  one  nime. 
I  wish  that  yon  might  call  me  "  DICK," 

(I  hate  my  surname  with  a  "  Mister,") 
Because— how  reatont  halt  and  stick — 

I  'd  be  "  DICK  "  al*>—  to  your  sister  I 


You  may  have  faults— I  will  not  say— 

I  only  know  yon  sweet  and  kind, 
Your  voice  and  manner  seem  to  play 

On  memory's  chords  within  my  mind. 
So-for  your  kindness,  hand  in  hind 

We'll  walk  down  friendship's  pleasant 

vista. 
And  even  more — you  understand — 

Because  you  are— your  sister's  aisler  1 


"SOMETHING  LIK*  A  ' SWELL.' "—" Last 
evening  Lord  LONDESBOBOUGH  tilled  nearly 
three  rows  of  stalls  and  two  boxes  at  the 
Royalty  Theatre  to  witness  The  Chili 
Widow."— St.  Jamct't  (lazette,  Wednesday, 
November  27. 

SUBJECT   FOB  A  BICYCLIST  BURLESQUE. — 
and  hit  Dinah." 
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LONG  AGO  LEGENDS. 

YE  YEOMAN  WITH  A  PAST. 

UPON  a  tyme  a  Yeomin  was  a  takynge  hys  walkes  abroad  when  he 
was  overtayken  by  y"  Knight  of  ye  Shyre.  Nowe,  ye  Yeoman  hadde 
once  beene  a  harde  drynker,  and  raannie  y*  tyme  in  hys  roystennge 
dayes  hadde  he  been  truudell'd  home  after  curfew  by  y"  drawer  of 
•t*  "  Pied  Pitfee"  in  a  bnrnw«>.  nnd  badde  Vnowne  not  what  it  was 

nyght  by  nyght  toe 

go  toe   bedde  boot- 
lease,  butte   nowe  a 
Ribande    of     Bleue 
dyd  flatter  proudlie 
on  hys  che&te. 

"  Good  morrowe, 
worthie  Yeoman," 
sayd  ye  Knight  of  y' 
Shyre,  who  was  of 
jovyal  countenance; 
''  will  ye  share  a 
blaeke-jacke  of  ale 
withe  mee  at  yon 
hostelry e ';  "  For  ye 
Knight  of  ye  Shyre 
was  notte  proude, 
and  eleotyon  tyme 
was  a  cominge 
rounde  apace,  butte 
thy s  by  je  waye. 

Nay,  worshipful 
Knight,"  sayd  ye 
Yeoman,  "I  drynke 
only  water  frome 
ye  rylle.  Oh,  my 
fryende,  be  warned 
in  tyme  of  ye  grete  horryble  serpente  Drinke.  Learne,  lyke  me, 
toe  hate  as  y"  woulde  Beejzebubbe  ye  cruel  Juggernaut." 

"  Theyre,"  cried  y*  Knight  of  ye  Shyre,  merrilie,  "  I  am  one  withe 
thee."  (Atte  thys  ye  Yeoman  did  smyle,  thinkinge  he  hadde  made 
a  oonverte  )  "I  tooe  hate  ye  jag  o'  nought.  Geve  me  a  jug  full 
to  y*  brymme  of  somthing  humming  and  stronge."  At  thys,  wich 
was  meant  as  a  right  merrie  conceit  and  a  goodlie  syde-splytter,  ye 
Yeoman  did  looke  sore  stryken  with  sadness,  and,  it  is  sayed,  never 
did  smyle  more.  

ROBING-ROOM  RUMOURS. 

THE  address  of  the  distinguished  Junior  who  was  anxious  to  leatn 
the  destination  of  the  £600  per  annum  voted  by  the  Inns  to  the  Bai 
Committee  is  believed  to  be  Pump-Handle  Court.  _  The  learned 
gentleman  who  honours  that  famous  locality  with  his  presence,  on 
hearing  that  the  money  was  not  to  be  expended  in  helping  "  the 
deserving  prof essionally  unemployed,"  expressed  himself  dissatisfied 
with  any  other  arrangement.  * 

It  is  understood  that  no  part  of  the  £600  will  be  used  as  a  "  reserve 
fund  "  for  the  smoking  concerts  given  by  the  Bar  Musical  Society. 

• 

*  * 

It  is  said  that  none  of  the  money  will  be  devoted  to  farthering  the 
interests  of  the  excellent  forensic  charity  feebly  fostered  by  the  Bar. 

* 

*  * 

It  is  declared  that  at  present  the  fate  of  the  money  is  shrouded  in 
mystery.  However,  it  is  pretty  certain  that  it  will  not  be  employee 
(to  any  serious  extent)  in  building  alms-houses  for  decayed  Masters  o 

the  Bench.  * 

*  « 

It  is  not  improbable  that  a  prize  will  be  offered  by  the  B.  C.  fo: 
the  best  essay  answering  the  question,  "  What  shall  we  do  with  it?' 

* 

*  * 

The  enterprising  forensic  perruquier  who  adorned  the  window  o 
bis  shop  with  a  placard  bearing  the  legend.  "  Oar  Lord  Chancellor' 
Wig  Club  has  commenced,"  is  receiving  daily  a  number  of  nubscrip 
tions  from  the  younger  members  of  the  Junior  Bar. 

* 

*  * 

There  are  strong  reasons  for  believing  that  the  rumour  that  th 
only  advice  tendered  to  his  new  colleagues  by  a  law  officer  of  th 
Crown  who  served  in  two  consecutive  Ministries,  was  "  to  resign,"  i 
not  a  canard. 

* 

*  * 

Finally,  to  return  to  the  subject  of  the  hour,  it  is  whispered  tha 
the  Inns  of  Court  will  raise  the  grant  of  £600  by  permitting  smokini 
at  lectures  and  making  a  profit  out  of  the  sale  of  cigars. 


FROZEN  FLOWERS. 

[A  fine  collection  of  blue  and  white  water-lilies  has  been  sent  from  a  leading 
orist  in  Sydney  for  presentation  to  the  QUEEN.  They  were  frozen  in  ice, 
eceived  here  as  long  ago  as  August  last,  and  have  just  been  delivered  in 
erfect  condition  at  Windsor.] 

JACK  FBOST,  so  long  fancied  the  foe  of  the  flowers, 
You  turn  up  to-day  as  their  friend  and  preserver  I 

Though  bred  by  the  sun  and  refreshed  by  the  showers, 
Their  sole  aids,  'tis  clear,  are  not  moisture  and  fervour. 

The  poets,  who  often  are  sciolist  sillies, 

Should  stoop  to  consider  these  iced-preserved  lilies. 

Their  figures  and  tropes  they  must  once  more  revise. 

They  have  thriven  long  years  on  c  mventional  fiction ; 
But  if — without  frenzy — they  use  their  own  eyes 

The  dickens  'twill  play  with  their  secular  diction. 
G  jod  gracious !    How  many  fine  rhymes  had  been  lost, 
Had  they  known  about  flowers  made  immortal  by  frost  I 

Frozen  food,  meat  or  fish,  may,  though  tasteless,  keep  fresh, 
For  an  aeon  or  so  without  causing  great  wonder ; 

But  flowers  are  much  frailer  and  finer  than  flesh, 
And  to  freeze  them  immortal  makes  fancy  knock  under. 

It  may  front  an  ice-preserved  beef-steak  or  kidney, 

But  think  of  iced  lilies  six  months  out  from  Sydney  1 

The  blue  and  white  beauties  full-bloom  in  the  block 

Oatmarvel  that  elephant  found  in  a  glacier. 
Great  Flora,  it  comes  on  the  Muse  as  a  shook, 

Makes  bard-inspiration  yet  foggier  and  hazier. 
Tinned  dreams,  pickled  moonbeams  and  pemmican  song, 
Sound  scarcely  more  fanny,  and  hardly  more  wrong. 

If  flowers  can  be  frozen  and  kept  years  in  ice, 
Why  not — say,  a  few  minor  poets  ?    They  'd  realise 

TENNYSON'S  Day  Dream*  and  that  would  be  nice  1 
(Science  makes  fact  of  what  singers  idealise.) 

Only — sad  thought  which  would  till  them  with  pain  !— 

Posterity  might  not  release  them  again  ! 


Well,  were  it  not  a  pleasant  thing 
To  tali  asleep  with  all  one's  friends, 

*  #  *  * 


And  every  hundred  years  to  rise 
And  learn  the  world,  and  sleep  again  ? 
TBNNTTBON'S  Day  Dream. 


NOT  "WITHOUT  A  PRECEDENT. 

(From  Our  Prophetic  Correspondent  of  a  Future  Campaign.) 

WE  are  now  settling  down  in  our  quarters,  and  really  everything 
.s  extremely  comfortable.  The  camp  is  capitally  arranged.  The 
first  line  is  used  exclusively  by  our  general  officers,  the  next  by 
those  of  field  rank,  then  come  captains  of  companies,  and  the 
remainder  of  the  tents  go  to  subalterns. 

"Don't  you  find  it  rather  awkward?"  I  asked  our  Brigadier 
eommanding-in-chief. 

"  Well,  no,"  he  replied  ;  "  you  see,  we  don't  expect  there  will  be 
much  to  do,  save  to  march  to  the  capital  and  back  again.  And 
special  service  men  can  do  that  quite  as  easily  as  TOMMY  ATKINS." 

"  Do  you  expect  to  use  the  guns  much  ?  " 

"1  hope  not."  said  our  gallant  leader.  "They  put  spears  and 
bjws  and  arrows  completely  out  of  competition.  However,  the  enemy 
will  probably  bolt  before  we  can  get  to  him." 

' '  And  what  is  the  muster  roll  ?  " 

"Let  me  see — we  have  two  hundred  colonels,  three  hundred 
majors,  and " 

"  Yes,"  I  interrupted ;  "  but  how  about  the  rank  and  file  ? ' 

"I  am  glad  you  reminded  me,"  was  the  response.  "I  knew  I 
wanted  to  show  you  something.  Come  along." 

Thus  invited,  I  followed  our  Brigadier.  We  walked  through  the 
lines  until  we  came  to  a  tent,  pitched  at  some  distance  from  the  rest 
of  the  encampment.  Startled  by  the  clank  of  his  commander's 
sword,  the  occupant  came  smartly  to  "Attention." 

"  And  who  may  he  be  ?  "  I  asked,  as  I  walked  away. 

"The  greatest  curiosity  of  the  expedition,"  was  the  prompt 
response.  "  He  is  THE  private." 

''Has  he  no  comrades  of  the  same  rank ? " 

"  None.  You  see,  we  required  all  the  accommodation  of  the  ships 
for  the  special  service  officers  " 

"Then,  why  bring  him ?    Sarely  he  can  be  of  very  little  use  ? ' 

"  There  jou  are  wrong,"  said  the  Brigadier;  "  he  saves  the  situation. 
He  is  out  of  place,  but  we  must  sacrifice  something  to  appearances !  " 

And,  on  consideration,  I  think  the  speaker  was  right.  Where 
everyone  is  an  officer,  it  becomes  necessary  to  leaven  the  mass  with 
one  private.  Something  must  be  sacrificed  to  appearances  1 

SEASONABLE.—"  How  to  make  Plum  Pudding  for  Christmas  Day' 
— a  stirring  narrative. 
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"BEHIND    THE    SCENES." 

Fint  Judge.  "  BKKACH  OF  PROMISE  STILL  SUNNING!" 

Second  Judge.  "G"iKO  WONDKBFULLY.     No  STANDING  BOOM.    WHAT  ARK  rou  DOING  t" 

First  Judge.  "A  BUILDING  CONTRACT.    WBBTCHBD  BUSINESS:  NOT  A  SOWL  iw  THB  PLAOK  I" 


CABBY;  OR,  REMINISCENCES  OF  THE 
RANK  AND  THE  ROAD. 

No.  XII.— A  BALLAD  OF  CABMAN'S  BOTUJKHS. 

(Sort  o'  perody-like  written  for  "ffaruom  Jade  " 
by  his  youiig  litery  chum,  Jerry  Jowler.) 

I. 

THE  burden  of  smart  women  I  These  delight 
In  "getting  at"  you  in  a  shameful  way. 

They  take  yon  far  from  stables  late  at  night, 
They  have  no  heart  for  your  tired  oss  by  day, 
And  bare  fare  is  the  utmost  they  will  pay. 

They  '11  squabble  hours  with  you  about  your 

hire. 
To  see  them  not,  nor  listen  to  their  (ay, 

This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  1 

n. 

The  burden  of  old  misses !    This  is  sore. 
A  burden  they,  and  burdens— big— they 

bring, 

Of  these  I  'ye  numbered,  with  one  fare,  a  score. 

A  score,  including  that  most  awesome  thing, 

A  parrot  on  a  pole,  or  in  a  ring. 

With  shrieking  voice,  and  eyelids  red  as  fire, 

To  throttle  that  most  wretched,  raucous 

thing, 
This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  I 

in. 
The  burden  of  big  bundles  I     "Half-a-orown 

For  two  miles  and  a  ton  ?    Nay,  verily  ! " 
Weights  that  would  weigh  a  market- waggon 
down 

Old  Grampus  won't  allow  too  great  for  thee. 

Pelion  on  Ossa  piled  till  yon  can't  see 
Tour  oss's  head  above  the  close-packed  pyre  I 

To  punch  his  bloomin'  head  for  that  two-d — 
This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  I 

IV. 

The  burden  of  three  topers !    These  you  fear 
Waking,  and,  sleeping,  hold  them  still  in 
drtad. 


They,  their  slim  ginghams,  and  their  gar- 
ments queer, 
All  get  mixed  up,  and  heel  collides  with 

Lead. 
They  shout,  sing,  smash  your  glass,  then 

sleep  like  lead ; 

At  last,  between  them,  cannot  raise  your  hire. 
To  duck  them  in  a  horse-pond  till  half 

dead, 
This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  I 

v. 

The  burden  of  old  foozles !    These  get  in 
Blue- funked,  with  instant  yearning  to  get 

out. 

They  spy  dread  danger  in  the  gentlest  spin, 
Thump  on  the  roof,  and  through  the  trap- 
door shout, 
With  their  umbrellas  prod  yon  all  about, 


"  The  burden  of  big  bundles." 


And  threaten  you  with  dim  "proceedings" 

dire. 

Tobind  and  gag  them,  stodgy,  stupid,  stoat, 
This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire ! 

fli 

The  burden  of  Old  Prodgers !     She  is  dead, 

But  0  her  like  is  still  the  Cabman's  cuss. 
She  haunts  us  like  a  modern  Gorgon's  head. 

Although  in  sooth  more  like  a  monthly  nun. 

Dread  incarnation  she  of  fudge  and  fuss, 
Quarrelsome  Billingsgate  and  bnllj  ing  ire. 

To  make  her  turn  a  ghost,  and  haunt  a  'bus, 
This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  I 

VII. 

The  burden  of  the  bilkers  I    Oat  of  sight 
And  oat  of   reach— we  mus'n't   use  our 

hands  !— 

The  artful  dodgers  best  us  day  and  night. 
Sometimes  as  pugs,  in  broken-nosed  big 

bands, 

They  take  us  miles— and  hours— from  off 

our  stands,  [fire. 

And  when  we  ask  oar  fare  fierce  threatening* 

To  see  such  ruffians  lagged,  in  distant  lands, 

This  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  1 

vm. 

The  harden  of  bad  weather !  Frost,  fog,  dust, 
Blixzards  by  day  and  blinding  sleets  by 

night; 

Lumbago  that  is  like  a  bayonet  thrust, 
Rheumatics  that  like  blazes  burn  and  bite. 
And  gnarl  and  knot  us  till  ourshape'sasight, 
Hunched  as  a  camel ;  crooked  as  a  lyre  I 
Ahl  to  escape— some  day— to  home,  rest, 

light! 
That  is  each  honest  Cabby's  heart's  desire ! 

Z'-Enrot. 

Big-potf ,  and  ye  whom  pleasure  quick eneth, 
"  It  ain't  all  lavender  "with  us  coves  you 

hire! 

To  have  a  little  rest  before  our  death, 
That  is  the  height  of  Cabby's  heart's  desire  I 
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SHOCKED! 

H.I.il.  Emp-r-r  o/S-ss-a.  "  WELL  I    I'M  A  BIT  OF  AN  AUTOCRAT  MYSELF  ;  BUT  HOW  HIS  PJCOPLK  CAN  STAKD  Hm  II    OH  I " 

liversity  teacher  has  been  sent  to  prison  by  the  Emperor  of  Germany  for  "  writing  a  letter  in  praise  of  a  certain  kind  of  soap."-.»<«ty  Paper 
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THE    PROVERBIAL   STRAW. 

"HAV«  A  ClOABBTTZ?" 

"THANKS — ir  YOU  CAN  SPARK  ONE.    DON'T  CARRY  'uc  ICYSKLF.     AFRAID  or  EXTRA  WEIGHT,  YOU  KNOW  I" 


THE  CHRISTMAS  NUMBER  PRODUCER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

Question.  la  it  necessary  that  every  periodical  of  any  importance 
should  have  a  Yuletide  supplement  P 

Answer.  That  is  certainly  the  impression  of  the  Public  in  general, 
and  the  advertisement  agents  in  particular. 

Q.  What  is  the  chief  aim  of  the  Christmas  Number  ? 

A.  To  be  seasonable  at  all  costs  of  probability  and  even  possibility. 

Q.  From  a  producer's  point  of  view,  what  is  seasonable  at 
Christmas? 

A.  Snow,  ice,  holly,  and  mistletoe.  Everything  that  is  picturesque 
and  s  Dciable.  In  a  word,  all  that  will  ' '  illustrate  "  effectively. 

Q.  But  is  Christmas  invariably  made  up  of  these  ingredients  ? 

A.  As  a  rule,  quite  the  contrary.  Very  frequently  it  happens 
that  December  is  warmer  than  Mar.  and  the  Yule-log  better  adiptsd 
to  Midsummer  Eve  than  Twelfth  Nifht. 

Q.  Does  this  fact  interfere  with  the  success  of  a  Chihtmas 
Number  ? 

A.  Certainly  not ;  as  these  publications  are  invariably  produced 
months  before  the  nominal  date  of  their  appearance,  their  representa- 
tion of  Noel  has  to  be  accepted  more  as  a  prophecy  than  a  record. 

Q.  Should  the  bright  skle  of  the  merry  season  be  kept  to  the  front '' 

A,  Unquestionably.  About  nine-tenths  should  be  made  np  of 
grandpapas  kissing  granddaughters  under  the  mistletoe,  decking  the 
old  churches  with  holly,  drinking  success  to  the  new  year  in  ancestral 
halls,  and  dancing  with  the  yeomen  at  tenants'  balls.  The  remaining 
'enth  may  be  utilised  for  sketches  of  "Christmas  at  Sea,"  "The 
Dying  Clown,"  or  "  Yuletide  with  the  Man  in  Possession." 

Q.  In  concocting  a  seasonable  supplement,  should  the  pen  have 
precedence  of  the  pencil  f 

A.  No.  Every  author  worth  his  salt  can  "  write  up  to  "  a  drawing, 
but  it  is  not  every  artist  in  black  and  white  who  can  illustrate  a 
novel. 

Q.  Should  there  not  be  an  extra  plate  ? 

A.  Yes,  in  many  colours.  The  subjects  should  be  domestic, 
martial,  or  mysterious.  For  instance,  one  might  represent  "Taking 
Tea  with  Dolly."  the  next  "  The  Death  of  Richard  the  Third  after 
the  Battle  of  Bosworth,"  and  the  last  "  Chevrina,  or  the  Child  of 
the  Snow  Fiend."  The  latter  would  show  a  diaphanous  damsel 


resting  in  a  pool  on  a  snow-capped  mountain  amidst  icicle*  and 
moonbeams. 

Q.  Is  this  presentation  plate  appropriate  to  the  customs  of  the 
season!' 

A.  Only  in  the  publishing  trade.  But  being  considered  appro- 
priate by  this  connection,  its  abolition  would  be  distinctly  injurious 
to  the  paper  inaugurating  the  suspension. 

Q.  Is  it  necessary  to  secure  local  oolnuring  that  the  stories  should 
be  written  and  the  pictures  drawn  in  December  f 

A.  On  the  contrary ;  both  are  usually  composed  in  June  and  com- 
pleted in  July. 

Q.  And  what  are  the  artists  and  writers  doing  at  Christmas  ? 

A.  Preparing  for  the  Summer  Number. 

Q.  Bat,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  are  not  some  of  the  Yuletide  extras  so 
mixed  up  that  they  might  do  equally  well  for  either  season  P 

A.  They  might,  and  therefore  those  intended  for  the  winter  should 
be  clearly  identified  and  brought  up  to  date  by  the  introduction, 
somewhere  or  other,  of  the  time-honoured  legend  of  "  A  Merry 
Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year." 


"PALMAM  ftUI  MERUIT  FERAT." 

[The  egregious  Parks  Committee  hare  recently  purchiwd  £2000  worth  of 
u»>,  which  are  now  rotting  away  in  a  pit  lubiect  to  ooruional  flooding. 

St.  Jamtt't  Gautti,  Dtetmber  4.] 

THE  London  County  Council  Parks  Committee 


Has  spent  two  thousand  pounds  to  purchase  palms, 

Intending,  doubtless,  that  this  sooty  city 

Should  rival  Monte  Carlo  in  its  charms. 

So  far  the  only  palms  within  this  city 

Were  hands,  that  had  no  work,  imploring  alms,]! 
Two  thousand  pounds  a  sensible  committee 

Might  spend  to  give  some  work  to  human  palms. 

But  no,  don't  think  of  poverty  or  pity. 

To  waste  two  thousand  pounds  can  do  no  harm. 
The  palms  are  dying  ;  let  the  Parks  Committee 

As  champion  noodles  bear  away  the  palm. 
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Little  Guttersnipe  (who  is  getting  quite  vsed  to  posing).  "  WILL  Y«R  WANT  ME  TKR  TIKE 

MY  BON  DOWN  I" 


THE  BALLADE  OF  THE  SACRED  SOHC. 

THERE  is  one  song  sacred  in  my  esteem, 

Though  its  words   are  secular— quite — in 

tone, 
And  its  music  critics  would  scarcely  deem 

The  work  of  HANDEL,  or  MENDELSSOHN. 
Yet  it  is  not  music  and  words  alone 

That  may  crown  a  song  with  a  halo  ring, 
And  the  one  in  question,  I  frankly  own, 

Is  a  simple  ballad  you  used  to  sing ! 

Ah  me,  that  quaint  little  sad  refrain- 
Have  you  forgotten  its  old-time  thrill  ? 

How  it  takes  me  hack  to  the  days  again 
At  the  grey  old  manor  beneath  the  hill  !— 

Jn  my  waking  dreams  I  can  hear  it  still, 
To  that  grey  old  manor  my  thought  takes 
wing, 


Where  I  sat,  and  watched  you,  and  drank  my 
Of  the  simple  ballad  you  used  to  sing !  [fifi 

That  sacred  ballad  I  '11  ne'er  profane— 
My  voice,  I  'm  told,  is  distinctly  bad— 

And  to  hear  it  sung,  save  by  you,  again. 
To  my  wrecked  illusions  one  more  would  add. 

Vain  human  wishes !    It 's  rather  sad—- 
In the  street  a  woman  in  rags,  poor  thing, 

At  this  moment 's  screeching  away  like  mad 
The  simple  ballad  you  used  to  sing  I 

All  sacred  things,  though  you  guard  them  well, 
A  common  touch  in  the  dust  may  bring ; 

And,  alas !  a  beggar  has  spoilt  the  spell 
Of  the  simple  ballad  you  used  to  sing  I 


CLYDE    REMEDY.  —  "  James's   Powders." 
Safe  treatment  for  feverish  symptoms. 


SPOKTIVE  SONGS. 
THE  FOXHUNTBR  TO  HIS  LADY-LOVE. 

I  DBEAM  of  thee,  my  darling, 

When  the  primrose  lints  of  dawn 
House  the  blackbird  and  the  starling 

To  their  breakfast  on  the  lawn. 
When  I  too  am  just  awaking, 

With  a  longing  for  my  t<a, 
Oh,  it 's  when  my  thirst  I  'm  slaking 

That  I  'm  dreaming,  love,  of  ihee! 

I  dream  of  thee,  my  blessing, 

When  the  razor  scrapes  my  face, 
When  in  "pink"  and"  tops"  I'm  dressing 

For  the  pleasures  of  the  chase. 
When  the  fox  has  broken  cover, 

And  the  hounds  stream  o'er  the  lea, 
Then,  a  reckless,  eager  lover, 

Still  I  'm  dreaming,  dear,  of  thee ! 

I  dream  of  thee,  my  sweetest, 

When  the  run  is  done  at  last, 
When  the  brush  is  for  the  fleetest, 

And  the  pads  are  for  the  fast ; 
When  the  ruddy  sun  is  sinking 

In  a  grey  and  misty  sea, 
Oh,  it 's  then  of  love  I  'm  thinking, 

And  I  'm  dreaming,  pet,  of  thee ! 

I  dream  of  thee,  my  dearest, 

When  the  guests  are  dropping  in, 
When  the  champagne's  pop  is  clearest 

'Mid  the  dinner-table  din. 
But  when  whist  and  pool  are  finished, 

And  at  length  sleep  comes  to  me, 
Though  my  love  can't  be  diminished, 

Yet  I  never  dream  of  thee ! 


A  BY-WAY  OF  HISTORY. 

LAST  Saturday,  Mr.  EDWARD  CUTLER,  Q.C., 
wrote  to  the  Times  informing  the  public  how, 
tiro  years  since,  he  had  written  to  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce  at  Boulogne  complain- 
ing of  the  quality  of  the  refreshments  served 
at  their  station,  and  pointing  out  how  well 
he  had  invariably  been  served  by  the  buffet 
at  Calais  after  having  been  buffeted  by  the 
merry  sea-waves.  But  this  is  an  old  story. 
Often  has  Mr.  Punch,  as  Universal  Traveller 
for  Everybody,  remarked  how  well  the  Calais 
buffet  is  managed;  how  you  get  everything 
hot  and  hot  (if  your  mind  is  only  made  up 
beforehand  as  to  what  you  are  going  to  take), 
and  how  everything  hot.  or  cold,  is,  as  the 
bar-man,  not  the  Q.C.  who  writes  about  the 
Cu-eine,  but  the  bar-man  at  Monte  Carlo 
used  to  say,  "  Of  the  best,  of  the  very  best !  " 
To  the  much  enduring,  much  suffering  Ulysses, 
there  is  only  one  route  to  Paris,  and  that  is, 
from  Victoria,  per  L.  C.  &  D. ,  via  Dover  and 
Calais ;  and  at  Calais  there  is  only  one  restau- 
ration  which  can  restore  the  weary  traveller, 
and  that  is  at  the  0  are  Maritime,  to  the  mutual 
profit  of  "Q.C.,"  i.e.,  "Queer  Customer,"  and 
proprietor.  As  CHABLES  THE  SECOND  said  to 
ROCHESTER,  when,  after  landing  on  the  coast 
of  France,  he  had  supped  well  and  heartily  at 
the  small  hostelrie,  which  was  the  ancestor  of 
the  present  Terminus  hotel,  "  Oddsfish,  man! 
but  this  '  reetauration '  is  a  good  omen  for 
me ! "  ROCHESTER  was  apparently  asleep, 
but  he  subsequently  appropriated  the  joke, 
which  was  quoted  as  ROCHESTER'S  own  by 
PEPYS,  and  recorded  as  his  by  Sir  JOSEPH 
MILLER,  K.J.,  much  to  the  King's  annoy acce. 
(  Vide  extract  from  Mr.  Dick's  Diary  under 
the  He- Heading  of  Charles.) 


LITERARY  NOTE.— There  is  all  the  difference 
between  what  JEAMES  used  to  call  "a  literary 
gent"  and  what  Sir  WALTER  now  calls  "a 
.terary  agent." 
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KOUNDABOUT  READINGS. 

ON  MBS.  GAMP. 

I  YIELD  to  no  one  in  my  sincere  admiration  for  Mr.  A.  B.  WALK- 
LEY.  Week  by  week  I  watch  him  with  delight  wielding  his  dex- 
terous and  Hashing  rapier  in  the  field  of  dramatic  criticism.  No  man 
understands  better  than  he,  none  practises  with  greater  praise,  the 
difficult  art  of  literary  swordsmanship  in  connection  with  thi 
theatre.  I  say  this  to  clear  my  conscience,  for  I  want  to  have  a 
little  bout  with  Mr.  WALKLEY. 

IN  last  week's  Illustrated  London  Newt  appears  an  article  on 
ALEXANDHE  DUMAS,  by  Mr.  WALKLEY.  It  is  a  subtle  and  discrimi- 
nating piece  of  criticism.  Certainly  I  have  not  the  least  desire  to 
impeach  its  arguments  or  its  conclusions.  But— Mr.  WALKLEY  will 
forgive  the  "buts";  he  knows  their  value,  and  their  occasional 
necessity — I  am  moved  to  protest  against  one  incidental  sentence, 
which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  main  purport  of  the  article. 
"  DUMAS,"  says  Mr.  WALKLEY,  "  at  last  began  to  see  that  man  is  as 
weak  as  woman—'  as  weak  as  flesh,  if  not  weaker,'  as  the  lady  i 
Martin  Chuzzlewit  said  of  her  husband's  wooden  leg." 

WHY,  why,  I  ask,  should  our  adored 
Mrs.  Gamp  figure  as  "the  lady  in 
Martin  Chuzzlewit"  t  Is  this  Mr. 
WALKLEY'S  concession  to  the  prepos- 
terous refinement  of  a  generation  which 
is  supposed  to  find  the  "vulgarity"  oi 
DICKENS'S  characters  little  to  its  taste  '; 
Are  all  these  immortal  creations  to  be 
similarly  disguised  ?  Shall  we  be  askec 
to  admire  Captain  Cuttle  as  "the  ex- 
navigator  in  Dombey  and  Son "  t  Is 
Sam  Weller  to  be  known  as  "  the  well- 
known  valet  in  the  Pickwick  Papers  "  t 
And  is  Mr.  Peggotty  to  be  disguised  as 
"  the  Yarmouth  smack-owner  in  Davit 
Copperfteld  "  1  No,  no,  Mr.  WALKLEY, 
give  us  back  Mrs.  Qamp^  as  we  have 
always  known  her,  that  is  to  say,  as 

" 


Saircy  Gamp  trotted  out. 


Mrs.  Oamp,  and  never  call  her  "  out  of  her  name  again." 


"  'SAIRXY,'  says  Mrs.  Harris,  in  a  awful  way, '  tell  me  wot  is  my 
indiyidgle  number.'  '  No,  Mrs.  Harrit,'  I  says  to  her,  '  ex-cuge 
me,  if  you  please.  My  own,'  I  says.  '  has  fallen  out  of  three-pair 


line,'  said  Mrs.  Oamp,  '  mine  is  all  gone,  my  dear  young  chick. 
And  as  to  husbands,  there  's  a  wooden  leg  gone  likewise  home  to  its 
account,  which  in  its  constancy  of  walkin'  into  wine-vaults,  and 
never  oomin'  out  again  till  fetched  by  force,  was  quite  as  weak  as 
flesh,  if  not  weaker.'  " 

THERE  is  the  full  quotation.  Mr.  WALKLEY  knows  it,  of  course, 
quite  as  well  as  I  do,  but  I  could  not  resist  giving  it.  It  is  a  pure 
delight  merely  to  write  it  down.  And  one  other  passage,  one  from 
the  many  that  are  immortal,  I  am  impelled  to  quote.  Here  it  is : — 

'  Which,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,'  she  said,  '  is  well  beknown  to  Mrs. 
Harris  as  has  one  sweet  infant  (though  she  do  not  wish  it  known)  in 
her  own  family  by  the  mother's  side,  kep  in  spirits  in  a  bottle ;  and 
that  sweet  babe  she  see  at  Greenwich  Fair,  a  travellin'  in  company 
with  the  pink-eyed  lady,  Prooshan  dwarf,  and  livin'  skelinton,  whion 
judge  her  feelins  when  the  barrel-organ  played,  and  she  was  showed 
her  own  dear  sister's  child,  the  same  not  bein'  expectad  from  the 
outside  picter,  where  it  was  painted  quite  oontrairy  in  a  livin'  state, 
a  many  sizes  larger,  and  performing  beautiful  upon  the  ' Arp,  which 
never  did  that  dear  child  know  or  do  :  since  breathe  it  never  did,  to 
speak  on,  in  this  wale  1 ' ' 

YES,  you  may  rail  at  DICKENS  as  you  will  (this  sentence,  bien 
entendu,  is  not  addressed  to  Mr.  WALKLEY),  you  may  declare  your 
dislike  of  his  exorbitant  gift  of  easy  tears,  of  all  his  stilted  Tom 
Pinchism,  with  its  "thou"  and  "thj;"  and  its  blank  verse;  but 
when  you  are  brought  face  to  face  with  such  passages  as  those  I 
have  set  forth,  the  master  humorist  resumes  his  throne,  and  all  you 


can  only  thank  heaven  for  allowing  us  still  to  revel  in  the  generous 
sparkling  wine  of  DICKENS'S  humour. 

WE  may  thank  heaven,  too,  that  never  shall  a  Mrs.  Gamp  or  any 
of  her  kind  attend  one  of  us  in  an  illness.  From  the  world  of  nurses 
she  has  vanished.  In  her  place  comes  an  angel  in  a  long  veil,  a 


pure  whit*  collar  and  bandi,  and  a  dark  drest— an  angel  of  mercy 
and  pity,  with  a  gentle  voice,  who  loothes  our  aching  head,  anc 
ministers  to  our  want*,  and  (miles  upon  us  when  long  hourf  ol 
pain  and  weakness  have  made  ni  frrtfuL  When  I  remember  the 
perfect  devotion,  the  simple  unselfishness,  the  untiring  care  of  one  oi 
these  dark-robed  ministers,  her  watchful  patience  by  the  bedside  oi 
a  beloved  friend,  her  eager  zeal  to  anticipate  his  every  want,  to  relieve 
his  suffering,  my  heart  goes  out  in  deep  thankfulness  to  the  whole 
sisterhoood. 

IK  there  be  any,  who  still  hesitate  how  they  shall  bestow  their 
Christmas  gifts,  let  them  think  of  the  nurses  and  their  quiet  work. 
Is  there  not  a  pension  fund  for  nurses  P  If  I  knew  the  name  and 
address  of  its  secretary  I  would  set  them  down  here,  to  that  some 
rivulet  at  least  from  the  stream  of  Christmas  benevolence  might  flow 
in  that  direction. 

"WELL    PLAYED!" 

THI  Squire  of  Dames,  by  Mr.  R.  C.  CAKTOIT,  at  the  Criterion,  ii  not 
what  it  is  the  fashion  nowadays  to  style  "  a  problem  play."  All  plays 
must  necessarily  involve  a  problem ;  the  principal  problem  being  its 
success.  The  Squire  of  Dames,  originally  the  L'Ami  dts  femmei 
of  DUMAS  FII.S,  belongs  to  a  class  of  which  the  Scrap  of  Paper  and 
Delicate  Oround  are  well-known  types,  and  such  a  play  aa  StiU 
Waters  a  variation.  The  Squire  of  Dames  ii  not  dramatically 
a  very  strong  play,  but  quite  strong  enough  to  enjoy  a  good  run, 
and  to  retain  lt»  popularity  when  other  plays,  more  immediately 
striking,  have  lost  their  temporary  hold  on  the  public.  The  Squire 
of  Dames  is  pleasant  to  §ee ;  it  is  interesting  to  follow ;  in  morality, 
it  keeps  on  the  safe  side,  and  inculcate*  a  wholesome  lesson  in  the 
cheeriest  possible  manner.  Mr.  Kilroy,  a  gentleman  with  a  past  and 
a  present,  and  most  decidedly  a  future,  who  springs  from  nowhere, 
belongs  to  no  profession,  and  who  is  as  near  an  approach  to  an  imper- 
tinent coxcomb  as  a  kind  of  genial  Sherlock-  Holmes-  La vater-Panl- 

can  be,  is  a 
Mr.  CHABLM 

— „ ,  which  seem* 

strained,  and  therefore  unnatural. 

Miss  MARY  MOORE  represents  the  misunderstanding  and  misunder- 
stood wife  very  sweetly  ;  and,  than  Miss  ORARVOIK,  no  one  could  be 
named  as  a  fitter  representative  of  the  handsome,  fashionable,  good- 
hearted  wife  of  Professor  Dowle,  a  character  inimitably  impersonated 
by  Mr.  ALFRED  BISHOP. 

Little  Mr.  H.  DK  LAN-HE  shows  what  a  veritable  hit  can  be  made 
with  so  small  a  part  as  is  that  of  Lord  Eustace.  Mr.  FRANK  FKNTON 
is  simply  admirable  as  Colonel  Dennant,  in  whom,  though  little  is 
seen  of  him,  the  real  interest  is  centred.  The  two  scenes,  which 
are  inoontestibly  quite  the  best  in  the  play,  are,  first,  the  genuinely 
touching  interview  between  husband  and 
wife,— and  no  praise  can  exceed  the  merit  of 
this  performance,  especially  in  so  difficult  a 
part  as  is  that  of  Colonel  Dennant  in  this 
situation, — and,  secondly,  the  excellent  love- 
making,  husband-catching  scene  between  the 
American  millionairess,  Zoi  (what  a  mistake 
to  have  given  her  the  punning  surname  of 
"  Nuggetsnn"  ! !).  and  Mr.  Kilroy,  when 
the  biter  is  bit,  ana  the  catcher  caught.  This 
is  a  genuine  high-comedy  situation,  full  of 
humour,  and  perfectly  rendered  by  Miss  FAY 
DAVIS  and  Mr.  WYNDHAM. 

What,  by  judicious  acting,  is  prevented 
from  being  the  thankless  part  of  Sir  Douglas 
Thorburn,  the  desperate  young  lover,  only 
elevated  to  the  height  of  passion  in  order  to 
make  his  discomfiture  the  more  ridiculous, 
is  played  by  Mr.  BERNARD  GOULD  with  a  rough  kind  of  boyish 
impulsive  thoroughness  that  just  wins  the  sympathy  of  the  audience 
for  a  youthful,  unformed  character  in  which  it  is  not  difficult 
to  recognise  great  possibilities  for  future  good.  It  required  an 
artist  for  this  part :  we  will  not  go  behind  the  theatrical  oomedy- 
nask  of  "  BKRNAAD  GOULD  "  and  reveal  a  name  so  well  and  so 
favourably  known  to  the  art-loving  public,  but  we  are  sore  that 
Mr.  WYNDHAM  yielded  to  a  happy  inspiration  in  securing  his 
services,  as  whatever  else  he  may  do,  there  is  no  doubt  about  Mr. 
''  BERNARD  GOULD"  being  able  to  "  draw." 


OMISSION. — Last  week  the  First  Commissioner  of  Works  sent "  four 
does"  to  the  LORD  MAYOR  and  three  to  the  sheriffs.  The  Recorder 
and  the  Remembrancer  received  only  "one  doe"  a-pieoe.  Now,  as 

hese  two  officials  are  lawyers,  a  Roe  should  have  been  added  in  each 
case,  so  as  to  keep  up  the  ancient  legal  fiction  of  Doe  and  Roe. 

'ity  that  old  customs  should  die  out. 
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THE    LEVEL    CROSSING. 

"ABE  THERE  NO   MORB  TRAINS  THIS  EVENING  ON  THE  Up  LlNB,    PORTER  ?  "  "  No,    MUM.  ' 

"AND  NO  MOBE  TRAINS  ON  THE  DOWN  LINE?"        "No,  MUM."  "Is  THERE  NO  SPECIAL  TRAIN?" 

"NOB  AN  EXCURSION  TBAIN?"        "No,  MUM.    THE  GATES  ABE  TO  FOB  THE  REST  OP  THB  EVENING." 

"YOU'RB  QUITE  SURE?"  "  YKS,    MUM."  "THEN   COME,    AMELIA.      WE  CAN  CROSS  THE  LlNB  I  " 


"No,  MUM. 


MOST  INVITING. 

MB.  PCTNCH  read  the  other  day  that  "  hostesses  are  putting  forth 
commendable  efforts  to  secure  a  sufficiency  of  partners  for  their  young 
lady  friends.  Invitations  are  sent  out  months  beforehand,  and 
accompanying  them  are  chatty  and  interesting  letters  describing  the 
charms  of  the  ladies  who  will  be  present,  and  giving  other  particulars 
•which  are  calculated  to  '  snare  the  particular  bird.' " 

Now,  Mr.  Punch's  "  young  men  "  are  proverbially  attractive,  and 
a  very  little  inquiry  amongst  them  has  elicited  the  following  (amongst 
other)  letters  from  their  large  collection.  Hostesses  hard  up,  please 
copy.  No  copyright  of  any  kind  is  claimed. 

I. — MATERNAL  WILES. 

The  Cucumber  Bedt,  Sunday,  December  1,  1895. 

DEAB  MB.  WATTABOBE,— I  am  enclosing  a  card  for  our  little 
dance  on  the  12th  of  May,  but  I  couldn't  resist  the  temptation  of 
sending  you  this  wee  note  along  with  it,  to  say  how  very,  VEBY 
disappointed  MABEL,  RUTH,  GRACIE,  FLOBRIK,  MAUD,  CONNIE, 
BEBTHA  (you  know  my  husband's  little  joke  about  our  house  being 
in  the  Seven  Sisters'  Road  f)  and  I  will  be  if  you  can't  come.  Now, 
do  try  to  come ;  I  promise  we  won't  dance  you  too  hard,  and  of 
course  we  shan't  think  it  rude  if  you  sit  out  half  the  time.  Only, 
do  come.  With  very  kind  regards,  in  which  my  daughters  join, 
Yours  most  sincerely,  INA  DIFFIE  CULTY. 

P.S.— You  may  be  interested  to  know  that  charming  little  ETTA 
RiLLAiroL—  you  remember  her  wonderful  grey  eyes— has  definitely 
decided  to  come,  and  bring  her  eyes  with  her.  Then  we  have  a  con- 
itional  promise  from  RACHEL  LINKIN— the  girl  with  the  Trilby 
feet.  MILLIE  MINK,  too,—  the  charming  young  actress  at  the  Jollity,— 
has  promised  ARCHIE  she  will  look  in  as  soon  as  her  performance  is 
over.  Sae  will  probably  wear  a  wonderful  gown  she  is  now  having 
designed  for  her,  which  I'm  certain  you'd  like.  At  any  rate, 
ARCHIE  has  seen  the  design,  and  can  talk  of  little  else.  If  you 
would  like  to  know  any  more  details,  pray  don't  hesitate  to  writ* 


and  ask  me— /always  think  it 's  to  much  better  to  know  beforehand 
what  one  hag  to  expect.  I.  D.  C. 

II.— GIBXISH  INGENUOUSNESS. 

145,  The  Avenue,  Hornsey  Rise,  Monday. 
Mr  DEAB  JACK, — Mamma  asks  me  to  drop  you  just  a  line  or  two 
with  the  enclosed  card  for  our  Cinderella  two  month  after  next.  I  'm 
going  to  have  tuch  a  jolly  dress— white,  with  delightful  pink  frills ; 
that  will  be  very  fetching.  By  the  bye,  isn't  pink  your  favourite 
colour?  I  fancy  when  I  wore  it  once  before  you  said  something 
pretty  about  "  pink  of  perfection."  Then  we  've  ever  so  many  nice 
other  girls  coming,  and  from  what  I  hear  of  their  frocks,  we  shall 
have  a  verv  stylish  time.  Now,  you  must  write  and  say  you  '11 
come.  And  be  sure  to  say  if  there  s  anything  you  can  suggest  that 
we  ought  to  do  or  have.  We're  quite  determined  to  meet  our 
friends'  wishes,  and  have  a  successful  evening. 

Yours  ever,  AMIE  T. 

III.— TERTIUM  QUID. 

LADY  SEPTIMA  DIALLS  presents  her  kindest  compliments  to 
Mr.  I.  0.  BOBNE,  and  in  sending  the  accompanying  invitation 
desires  to  call  his  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  supper  on  the  night 
of  her  ball  will  be  supplied  by  BUSTER'S,  and  that  the  champagne 
has  been  specially  selected  by  Lady  S.  herself.  Mr.  BOBNE  may 
also  like  to  know  that  amongst  those  who  have  already  signified 
their  intention  of  being  present  are  Miss  BELLA  DONNA  (who  will 
wear  her  universally  admired  pearls),  Miss  BEBTIE  BENTON  (to  whose 
eyes  a  sonnet  appeared  in  last  week's  Aiuseum),  and  Miss  PEABL 
WHITE  (who  has  only  to  show  her  teeth  to  display  her  charms).  If 
Mr.  BOBNE  would  desire  an  invitation  for  any  particular  lady,  Lady  S. 
will  esteem  it  an  honour  to  forward  an  invitation  if  Mr.  BOBNE  will 
be  kind  enough  to  eend  Lady  S.  the  lady's  name  and  address. 

79,  Park  Palings,  W. 

How." TO  DEAL  WITH  "  UNCUT  BOOKS." — "  Cut  "  them ! 
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DUDE  THE  DIFFUSE. 
BrTooMucit  Too  HAKDT. 

DUDE  was  in  a  rhapscdically  enthusi- 
astic mood.  Although  the  weather  was 
exceedingly  foggy,  he  seemed  to  see 
his  way  along  the  path  leading  to  his 
Uncle's,  where  it  was  his  intention  to 
call  and  execute  a  small  commission. 
It  being  the  end  of  the  week,  his  funds 
were  low ;  nevertheless,  a  glow  of  self- 
oonceit  cheered  him  when  he  thought 
of  what  he  had  already  accomplished. 
After  he  had  received  that  memorable, 
but  ignominious,  blow  from  practical 
Farmer  PIKKHAM,  he  determined  to 
give  up  the  occupation  of  soaring  crows, 
and  apply  himself  assiduously  to  learn- 
ing. And  so  far  he  had  done  satisfac- 
torily. "  I  am  already  pretty  good  at 
the  elastics,  Latin  particularly.  This 
was,  indeed,  no  exaggeration  of  the 
truth,  DUDE'S  extraordinary  acquire- 
ments in  that  language  now  enabling 
him  to  think  therein  with  far  greater 
ease  than  in  his  native  tongue.  "  I 
have  translated  HOMER'S  Odyiiey  into 
the  Aztec;  I  know  all  the  Iliad  by 
heart ;  I  have  done  the  Treaty  of 
Shimonoseki  and  Suff'i  Guide  into 
Greek  Iambics ;  SOCRATES,  HRSIOD, 
THUCYDIDES.  XENOPHON,  ARISTO- 
rsANES,  and  PLATO  are  more  familiar 
to  me  than  my  own  name.  No  one  can 
teach  me  much  in  modern  or  ancient 
history;  I  can  repeat  from  memory 
any  chapter  of  the  Decline  and  Fall. 
As  to  mathematics,  the  intricacies  of 
the  differential  calculus  are  plainer  to 
me  than  the  added  result  of  2  +  2.  I 
could  tell  EUCLID  a  thing  or  two  were 
he  alive.  My  leisure  moments — if  I 
have  any — are  filled  in  by  researches 
into  Kioteric  Buddhism.  But  all  this 
is  nothing — the  ignorance  of  babes  and 
sucklings,  the  mere  shadow  of  a  com- 
mencement—in comparison  with  what 
I  intend  to  accomplish.  My  ambition 
is  boundless.  I  even  aspire,  some  day, 
to  fathom  the  hidden  depths  of  a  Mere- 
dithian  epigram,  and  to  arrive  at  a 


FANCY    PORTRAIT. 


>K 


"COCKY-LECKIE!" 

A  "BROTH  o»  A  BOY"  FOR  DUBLIN  UNIVERSITY. 

"  Sara  aril  in  territ  Hibrrnicit." 

Majority,  750. 


correct  reason  for  the  existence  of  the 
run,;  thru  Ililltopiendi.  The  tint  thing, 
though,  is  to  make  money." 

Thus  niiuing,  he  entered  his  uncle's 
residence  .  .  .  and  upon  emerging, 
after  the  lame  of  a  few  minute*,  re- 
commenced bis  reverie.  A*  soon  as  he 
nude  an  income  of  £5000  per  annum, 
what  an  example  he  would  letl  He 
would  live  up  to  £  10,000,  and  would  g  i  ve 
away  the  rest !  What  would  he  be  ? 
An  eminent  botanist  1  No,  on  second 
thought*,  botany  was  absurd  1  It  had 
never  struck  him  in  that  light  before  1 
He  would  draw  the  line  at  distinction 
as  a  landscape  gardener !— Dupi  now 
entered  a  building,  and,  ""«Hny  his 
way  to  the  second  floor,  rang  the  eleo- 
t  tic  bell  beside  a  door  which  bore  the 
legend  "  New  Athens  Club."  He  was 
admitted  into  a  room  full  of  sage- look- 
ing personages  who  were  watching 
—apparently  with  great  interest—* 
curious  machine  that  stood  in  a  corner 
of  the  apartment  and  gave  forth  sharp 
clicking  sounds  (which  always  reminded 
DUDE  of  his  days  with  the  "olacker"). 
He  went  up  to  two  men,  who  seemed 
to  be  in  authority  near  the  odd  instru- 
ment, and  said  "  A  dollar  each  way 
Thurinyia."  Presently  the  machine 
clicked  more  loudly ;  DUDI  looked 
anxious,  and  someone  called  out 
"Burton,  first;  Shore,  second;  Lyric, 
third."  DUDE  tighed,  and  murmured, 
"I'll  be  a  maker  of  books  before  i 
have  done  1 " 


I : M ,N-  ii A  N  I.KD  JUSTICE,  —  French- 
men used  to  taunt  Englishmen  with 
"selling  their  wires  at  Smithfield." 
Last  week,  in  Ihe  Divorce  Court,  it 
was  proved  that  such  a  case  had 
actually  occurred:  only  not  at  Smith- 
tield.  A  husband  sold  his  wife  for 
twenty  pounds,  and  gave  a  receipt. 
Then  the  simple  man  sued  for  a  divorce, 
which  he  did  not  obtain.  So  the 
husband,  who  had  sold  his  wife, 
was  himself  sold.  And  "  sarve  him 
right !  " 


HEROES  AND  HAT  WORSHIP. 

HAVE  just  been  to  CARLYLE'S  house.  What  bliss  to  reverently 
touch  his  table,  to  feelingly  fondle  his  fender,  to  hug — if  it  were 
permitted— his  hat-case  I  But  ioy  above  all  other  joys,  what  supreme 
happiness  to  gaze  entranced  at  his  old  hat !  Seem  to  remember  some 
remarks  of  his  about  old  clothes,  and  also  about  the  population  of 
this  country  being  "  mostly  fools."  Wonder  if  that  includes  devotees 
like  myself.  No,  it  cannot.  This  is  the  true  Hero  Worship.  A 
bright  idea  strikes  me.  I  will  form  a  museum  of  such  personal 
relics.  What  a  noble  ambition  for  a  lifetime !  Will  begin  at  once 
by  asking  all  the  most  shy  and  retiring  writers  of  the  present  time 
to  give  me  what  must  be  useless  to  them,  but  invaluable  to  me — some 
old  clothes.  Imagine  some  entries  in  the  catalogue  of  my  future 
collection. 

Mr.  GRANT  ALLEN.  A  pair  of  boots,  with  stout  soles,  useful  for 
hilltop  climbing,  and  for  trampling  underfoot  anything  disliked  by 
the  wearer.  Worn  by  the  great  writer  whilst  studying  art,  as 
though  it  were  science ;  science,  with  the  light^heartett  gaiety  of  an 
artist ;  fiction,  aa  though  it  should  only  deal  with  unpleasant  facts ; 
and  facts,  as  though  most  of  them  were  pleasing  fictions. 

"GEORGE  EOEHTON."  A  pair  of  goloshes,  which  enabled  the 
wearer  to  wade  through  some  mud  hitherto  left  undisturbed. 

Mr.  ERIC  MACKAY.  A  blacking  brush,  once  used  for  the  boots  of 
a  Eoyal  Prince,  and  given  to  him  by  a  man  employed  in  a  royal 
boot-cleaning  room.  Inscribed  by  Mr.  MACKAY,  My  most  valued 
treasure." 

Miss  MARIE  CORKLLI.  A  glove  which  ehe  wore  on  her  right  hand 
after  Koyalty  had  shaken  it,  and  her  waste-paper  basket,  into  which 
she  has  never  thrown  anything  which  she  herself  has  written. 

Sir  EDWIN  ARNOLD.  A  Japanese  umbrella.  Attached  to  it  is 
a  poem  by  Sir  EDWIN  ;  but  this  masterpiece  is  unhappily  as  in- 


comprehensible to  an  Englishman,  since  half  the  words  are 
Japanese,  as  it  would  be  to  a  Japanese,  since  the  remaining  words 
are  English. 

The  GERMAN  EM  PKROR.  The  pen  with  which  he  wrote  his  sermons  ; 
the  pencil  with  which  he  drew  his  cartoons ;  the  Manual  of  Harmony 
and  Counterpoint,  and  the  Rhyming  Dictionary,  which  assisted  him 
in  the  composition  and  writing  of  his  song ;  his  conductor's  baton, 
and  a  few  other  personal  effects. 

Mr.  KcnvAKD  KIPLING.  The  towel  which,  wetted,  he  wrapped 
round  his  head  when  trying  to  understand  some  of  his  own  recent 
writings. 

Canon  MAcCoLL.  A  fez,  presented  to  him  by  the  Sultan  as  a 
slight  acknowledgement  of  his  efforts  to  bring  discredit  on  the 
Armenians  and  their  cause. 

Unhappily,  it  will  be  impossible  for  me,  or  for  anyone,  to  obtain 
the  shirt- collar  of  SHAKSPF.ARK,  the  dress-coat  of  DANTK,  or  the  high 
hat  of  HOMKR.  I  must  be  satisfied  with  a  copy  of  what  each  has 
written.  Perhaps  on  the  whole  their  writings  may  be  as  valuable 
and  as  interesting  as  their  clothes. 


REELTI    REELT1 

THE  Scotsman  says : — 

The  Qutm  is  largely  made  up  of  contributions  by  Udie«,  including  the 
Duchess  of  RUTLAND,  the  Countc*s  of  JERSIT,  J-ady  JirusoN,  Lady 
FAIRLIB  CCNINOHAMB,  and  Mr*.  LTNN-LINTOX.  The  other  contributor) 
embrace  Sir  WALTER  BBSAXT  and  BRBT  HARTK. 

This  is  very  nice  and  friendly  on  the  part  of  "  the  other  contribu- 
tors," and  Sir  WALTER  BESANT  and  Mr.  BRRT  HARTS  are  pospibly  to 
be  envied.  But  sisterly  amenities  of  this  kind  should  not  be  talked 
about.  As  Mr.  Vincent  Crummlei  used  to  say,  "  it  is  really  astonish- 
ing how  these  things  get  into  the  papers." 
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Auntie.  "WELL,  EFFIE,  DID  YOU  ENJOY  YOUR  PARTY  LAST 
Effie.  ""VERY  MrcH,  THANK  YOU,  AONTIE." 
Aunti'..  "AsD  I  SUPPOSE  MAMMA  WAS  THERE  TO  LOOK  AJTER  YOU? 
Effie.  "On  NO  I    MAMMA  AND  I  DON'T  BELOAO  TO  THE  SAMB  SET  I" 


THE  HOT-WATER  B01TEL. 

A  Song  of  Sensible  Senility. 

["  Our  medical  advisers  say  that  they  see  no 
harm  in  keeping  our  feet  warm  at  night  in  cold 
weather.  A  medical  journal  has  absolutely  (rone 
so  far  as  to  recommend  the  use  of  the  bed-bottle." 
— Jamet  Payn  in  "  Our  Note-Book."] 

AlH— "  The  Leather  Bottel." 
WHEN  I  survey  the  world  around, 
The  chills  and  colds  that  do  abound  ; 
The  cramps  that  wraok  the  aged  limb, 
RKeumaticg  stern,  lumbago  grim ; 
Why,  let  young  fools  say  what  they  can, 
Comfort  is  good  for  an  elderly  man ; 

Si  I  wish  him  joy,  where'er  he  dwell. 

Who  first  found  out  the  Hot-  Water  Bottel  I 


When  blood  runs  slow  in  its  aged  channel, 
A  Dice  warm  bottle  well  wrapt  in  flannel, 
C  >rked  tight,  in  case  of  a  slip  or  a  spill. 
Will  keep  old  toes  from  getting  too  chill. 
It  is  better  far  than  a  warming-pan. 
Or  a  night-cap  (of  grog)  for  an  elderly  man ; 
So  I  hope  he 's  cosy,  where'er  he  dwell, 
Who  first  found  out  the  Hot- Water  Bottel! 

0,  what  do  you  say  to  the  prig  who  mocks 
The  eider-down  quilt  or  the  warm  wool  socks, 
With  which  an  old  buffer  will  cosset  his  skin, 
To  keep  oat  colds  that  none  come  in  ? 
Well,  they  may  be  as  wise  as  old  ARISTOTLE, 
But  they  won't  rob  me  of  my  nightly  bottle. 
And  I  only  hope  they  may— not  sleep  well. 
Who  turn  up  their  nose  at  my  Water  Bottel ! 

When  a  chap  grows  old,  as  most  all  chaps  will, 
His  blood  creeps  slow,  and  his  feet  get  chill. 


He  can't,  like  a  whale,  put  on  more  blubber, 
So  he  turns  to  brown-ware,  or  to  india-rubber. 
And  then  he  '11  find,  if  he  'd  fain  be  warm, 
A  warm-water  bottle  will  do  him  no  harm. 
So  I  wish  him  sense  —'twill  repav  him  well — 
To  try,  like  me,  a  Hot-Water  Bottel  I 


PUNCH  TO  "LOUISA  PYNE." 

(An  English  Song  for  an  English  Singer.  ) 

[A  public  appeal  is  made  on  behalf  of  Madame 
BODDA-PYNE,  formerly  LOUISA  PYNE,  who.during 
a  long  professional  career  of  58  years,  contributed 
largely  to  the  pleasure  of  the  British  public  by  her 
great  talents  and  beautiful  gift  of  song.  .  .  .  She 
did  much  for  English  music  —  in  fact,  she  may  be 
called  the  foundress  of  English  Opera.  .  .  .  She  is 
now  67  years  old  —  a  widow,  childless,  and  in  fail- 
ing health.  Money  losses,  caused  by  no  imprudence, 
now  render  assistance  very  useful.  Lady  THOMP- 
SON will  gladly  receive  donations  if  addressed  to 
her  at  35,  Wimpole  Street,  W.—TAe  Times.] 

SWEET-VOICED  LOUISA  PYNE  —  dashing 
HARRISON  —  the  popularisation  of  BALFB'S 
melodious  operas  —  ah  !  these  be  pleasant 
memories  for  the  middle-agfd!  What  old 
fogey  of  fifty  or  thereabout  forget",  or  desires 
to  forget,  the  PYNE-and-  HARRISON  Company, 
and  especially  popular  "  Louisa  PYNE,"  as  an 
ordinary  public  loved  to  call  her,  tout  c'turt, 
who_did  si  much  to  encourage  1hat  "native 
music"  she  sang_  so  well  but  which  had  not 
then  so  many  ''  fine  friends"  as  it  has  now? 
Mr.  Punch  pauses  for  a  reply.  None  in  the 
negative  1  Then  now  's  your  time,  ye  grateful 
middle-aged  music-lovers,  to  "remember," 
in  an  active  and  practical  way,  the  well-  loved 
lady  who  so  often  charmed  your  youthful 
ears,  and  should  now  charm  a  generous  tribute 
out  of  your  elderly  pockets,  plumper  now, 
probably,  than  in  those  happy,  if  scarce 
opulent,  hours. 

Madame  BoDDA-PrNE,  to  whom  MICHAEL 
BALPE,  the  musical  Hibernian  genius  owed  so 
much,  "  began  her  career"  (we  are  told)  "at 
nine  years  of  age,  from  which  date  the  con- 
tributed to  the  maintenance  of  her  parents, 
acd  educated  younger  members  of  herf  amily." 
And  now  -  Oh  I  inspired  by  the  name  of 
PINE,  by  music  and  pleasant  memories,  Mr. 
Punch  finds  himself,  like  Mr.  Wegg>  only 
less  woodenly  and  unsympathicilly  he  hopes, 
"dropping  into  werse.  and  putting  his 
earnest  appeal  into  Balfe-like  song.  He  can 
imagine  her  who  was  "  LOUISA  PINE,"  sing- 
ing, in  her  modest  heart,  if  not  with  her 


melodious  lips,  words  provided  for  her  by 
,  be  it  understood,  in  this  wise:  — 


Mr.  Punch, 


When  other  lips  from  other  hearts 

Their  tale  of  music  tell, 
And  play  and  pipe,  in  modern  parts, 

And  pipe  and  play  so  well  ; 
There  may,  perhaps,  in  such  a  scene 

Soft  recollections  be, 
Of  days  that  have  as  merry  been, 

And  they  '11  remember  me  ! 

Now  coldness  or  conceit  might  slight 

The  songs  men  used  to  prize, 
Yet  memories  Rweetmay  quicktn  light 

In  other  age-dimmed  ej  es. 
Alone,  to-day,  I  ply  life's  task, 

Once  friends  would  flock  to  see, 
In  this  sad  moment  I  'd  but  ask 

That  they  '11  remember  me  ! 

And  Mr.  Punch  hopes—and  believes—  they 
will. 


IN  CAMERA. — The  case,  Turkey  v.  Ar- 
menia, is  a  truly  terrible  one,  almost  too 
horrible  for  full  publicity.  Bat  the  way  in 
which  it  has  been  tried  at  last,  "  in  camera  " 
(see  those  hideous,  convicting  photographs  in 
the  Oraphic),  seems  as  conclusive  as  univer- 
sally convincing.  The  sun,  as  eye-witness, 
cannot  be  doubted. 
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THE  REAL  SCHOOL  FOR 
SCANDAL. 

(A  Dialogue  suggested  by  Facts  and 
Figures.) 

Representative  of  the  London 
School  Hoard.  Now,  my  lad,  that 
yon  have  passed  the  highest  pos- 
sible standard,  we  are  going  to 
spend  a  bit  more  npon  completing 
your  education.  Yon  have  learned 
Latin,  Greek,  Hebrew,  Arabic, 
and  Early  Egyptain  P 

Promising  Pupil.  Please,  Sir, 
I  have  been  taught  them. 

Rear.  And  yon  have  learned 
mixed  mathematics  ? 

Prom.  P.  Please,  Sir,  I  have 
been  tanght  them. 

Repr.  And  you  have  learned 
geology  and  the  other  "  ologies"  ? 

Prom.  P.  Please,  Sir,  I  have 
been  taught  them. 

Repr.  And  you  have  learned 
dancing,  painting,  drawing,  sculp- 
turing, use  of  the  globes,  SHAKS- 
FEABE,  and  the  musical  glasses? 

Prom.  P.  Please,  Sir,  I  have 
been  taught  them. 

Repr.  And  you  have  learned  all 
things  that  were  not  necessary  for 
your  father,  and  all  things  that 
will  be  unnecessary  for  your  son 
to  learn  if  you  have  one  ? 

Prom.  P.  Pleaee,  Sir,  I  have 
been  taught  them. 

Repr.  That 's  right.  And  now. 
can  you  think  of  anything  eke 
we  can  squander  money  upon,  as 
we  are  determined  to  finish  your 
education  ? 

Prom.  P.  Please,  Sir,  I  should 
like  to  learn  how  to  spell  "  dog  " 
correctly,  and  to  add  two  to  two 
with  the  prospect  of  arriving  at 
the  correct  total. 

[Seem  closes  in  upon  the  Rate- 
payers, with  the  prospect  of 
something  like  one  and  two- 
pence in  the  pound  looming  in 
the  immediate  future .' 


EYE    FOR    PROPORTION. 


She.    "OH,    MR.    JONIS— THOSE    TWO    LOVILT   POXItS    OF  YOUKH   IN 
THIS  WBIK'S  —  A — A " 

B»  (a, poetical  star  of  the  seventh  magnitude).  "You  KBAir  MT  rwo 

SOSStTS,    IN  THB    WUKLY  SUKDMWf" 

She.  "  YES.     How  txyuisiri  THET  BOTH  ARK  I " 

He  (much, pleated).  "AND  WHICH  BID  yotr  LIKB  BEST?" 

She.    "OH— THB  LOXQIR  ONE  I " 


CHRISTMAS   I  NAM. 

(Our  mm  Schoolboy,  llasltr  Muddler, 

taia  the  Prize.) 

Question.  What  U  Qr/iKir 
Ajnri'g  Bounty  P 

Answer.  This  bounty  wai 
started  by  QUKKK  AICNE,  and 
means  the  custom  of  giving  £.'t  to 
any  clergyman's  wife  who  has 
three  or  more  babies  all  at  once. 
This  u  still  done  by  our  Queen, 
and  is  much  thought  of.  Twins 
is  commoner,  and  therefore  don't 
count 

Q.  What  do  you  know  about 
the  White  Ship  f 

A.  The  White  Ship  was  founded 
with  a  Prince  in  the  Channel,  and 
when  they  told  the  King,  he  was 
never  even  teen  to  tmile. 


"Young  Mother  Hubbard." 

(To  a  Lady  with  a  Lap-dog.) 
"  LOVE  me,  love  my  dog  I  "you  say, 
So  I  might,  if  you  would  let  me. 
Bat  I  fear  that  on  that  day. 
As  you  pet  Flo,  you  might  pet 

me, 
And  if  with  the  tame  rctult 

At  upon  that  wretched  poodle, 
Horror!    Feminine  puppy- cult. 
Make*  dog  cur,  and  man— old 
f«vtl   ! 


A  DISTINCTION  AND  A 

XNCC.— A  Wet-bob  at  Eton  after 
a  l«ng  pull  is  sure  to  be  dry, 
while  a  Dry-bob  after  a  long 
innings  is  invariably  wet. 

TRADITIONAL  SATLTCG,  WITH 
EXTRADITIONAL  APPLICATION,  AS 
TRANSLATED  AND  ADAITKD  BT 
M«S8IKCKS  RlBOT  AMD  LEFKVRF.. 
— "  An  est  ctlare  Arton." 


ANOTHFR  SUGGESTION  FOR  A 
FRESCO  IN  ROYAL  EXCHANGE. — 
Tom  Tiddler's  Land  in  South 
Africa,  1895. 


f\v  -pATDv  wr»T  v  Puss-in-Boots  had   been   asked  by  the   Marquis  of   Carmbas— 

-bAlKI   *ULK.  j  (cheer,)-  to  express  his  regret  for  non-attendance.    The  fact  was 

["  The  race  has  outgrown  fairy-tales,  and  to  use  them  for  early  cduca-    the  King's  daughter  was  just  a  little  exacting,  and  he  found  it  hard 


work  is  practically  to  bring  about  a  reversion  to  type.    They  express   to  get  out  at  night.    But  he  heartily  agreed  with  the  objects  of  the 
the  ideas  of  a  profoundly  ignorant  primitive  man.    The  hero  has  more  often    meeting. 

M  "V  °i  to       '  7tea1'  ,cheaKb?  a,n  *&"%*£  ac?om?)^h  Nj!  «nd«."—       Cinderella  (tcAo,  on  ritmq,  was  received  with  a  cry  of  "  Sit  down  !  " 
Mr.  H.  HOIM  AN,  Inspector  of  School,  m  the  "  Zducatumal  T,m«."J  |  ^ppo,^  to  proceed  from  Air  <ux>  ;«ofoi«  sisters)  said  that  «/i«  had 

A  MASS  meeting  of  Fairy-tale  Heroes  and  Heroines,  was  held  soon  every  season  to  be  grateful  to  Fairies.  (Cheers.)  They  all  knew 
after  midnight,  to  "  consider  the  attempt  which  was  being  made  to  her  story.  Well,  where  could  they  find  a  better  warning? 
undermine  their  legitimate  influence  with  children,  and  to  turn  >  — ("  Pish .' ") — yes,  against  stuck-up,  proud,  ugly  females  P 
them  out  of  the  nursery."  The  moonlight  was  brilliant,  and  a  very  (Laughter  and  cheers.)  She  would  like  to  take  that  opportunity  of 
good  attendance  was  the  result.  explaining  that  (he  had  never  at  any  time  worn  actual  ragt,  as 

Jack  the  Giant-Killer,  having  been  voted  into  the  chair,  remarked   reported — no  number  of  sisters  would  have  induced  her  to  disgrace 
that  they  had  met  to  protest  against  Mr.   HOLMAN'S  unprovoked   herself  like  that.     (Sensation.)    It  was  a  second-best  dress  that  she 
attack  on  them  at  the  College  of  Preceptors.    Expel  Aim 
from  a  nursery!    He  should  like  to  see  the  man  who 
would  attempt  it !    (Cheers.)    He  had  conquered  bigger 
giants  than  Mr.  HOLHAN  ever  was  or  ever  would  be. 

[Loud  and  prolonged  cheering. 

Riequet  with  the  Tuft  (who  was  cordially  received)  said 
that  his  experience  of  fairies  had  been  so  favourable,  that 
he  felt  bound  to  add  his  voice  in  support  of  the  able  re- 
marks of  the  distinguished  Chairman.  Was  it  proposed 
to  abolish  them  in  the  interests  of  science — (hisses) — or 
of  what  ?  To  enable  children  to  study  the  Classics  better  P 
Why  HOMER  was  a  legendary  person.  (Cheers.)  So  he 
was  told.  He  didn't  know  HOMES  himself.  (Laughter.) 

The  Sleeping  Beauty  said  she  was  very  wide  awake 
[hear.1  hear.')  to  the  injury  likely  to  be  done  to  her  dear 
friends  (chrers)  and  herself.  (Applause.)  She  had 


was  wearing  when (Cries  of  "  Order!"  "  Ques- 
tion .'"  "  Conceit !  "  and  uproar.) 

The  Invisible  Prince  was  understood  to  say  that  he  did 
not  see  why  he  should  never  be  heard  of,  as  well  as  never 
be  seen.  (Laughter,  and  cheers.) 

Hnmpty-Dumpty  confessed  that  he  viewed  the  future 
with  no  uneasiness.  (Cheers.)  He  was  used  to  falls ;  and 
he  was  able  to  pick  himself  up,  too — that  was  why  the 
king's  men  never  picked  him  up— he  wouldn't  let  them 
do  it,  still  less  the  king's  horses.  (Cheers.) 

The  Beast  said  that  Beauty  had  asked  him  to  attend  to 
tell  them  that  she  considered  fairy-tales  were  very  useful 
in  teaching  them  natural  history.  (Cheers.)  He  had 
addressed  them  in  his  old  shape,  but  now  he  would  take 
the  liberty  of  changing  into  the  handsome  young  Prince 

Ko  foallir  »..         t  f'r...  nf"   R/i.A   "I   14  >1  " 


,  ,  "An  apology  was  read  ne  reauy  was.     (Cries  of  "Bosh!"  "  Off."'  "  60  to 

willingly  abandoned  her  professional  engagements  just  for  the  non-attendance  of  Egyptian  Hall!") 

for  one  evening  on  purpose  to  show  her  sympathy.  the  Fairy  and  the  Frog-     Order  having  been  restored,  the  resolution  was  put 

T^AjtjM**    PriniA  "  anil  Aav-ria/1  Kv  n/v»l«mflHrm 


.  Prince." 


and  carried  by  acclamation. 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

DELIGHTFULLY  breezy  book  is  H.  W.  LUCY'S  Log  of  the  Tantallon 
Castle,  kept  on  board  that  magnificently  comfortable  vessel  belonging 
to  the  Cnrrie  service.  Commodore  LUCY'S  log  not  heavy,  quite 
portable,  and  having  been  kept  out  at  sea,  not  a  bit  dry.  The  much- 
travelled  and  poly-glotioal  WILLIAM 
EWART  GLADSTONE  with  his  book  of  the 
words  in  his  hand,  playing  at  hide-and- 
seek  among  the  cables,  ropes,  and  rig- 
ging of  the  vessel,  offered  a  tempting 
subject  to  the  buoyant  artist  Mr.  SAM- 
BOURNE,  who  took  him  then  and  there, 
and  placed  him  as  the  frontispiece  of  this 
book,  entitling  the  picture  "Bound  for 
the  Baltic,"  and  certainly  the  G.  0.  M. 
does  look  like  it,  in  fact,  he  has  rather 
more  the  appearance  of  being  "Bound 
in  the  Baltic  "  than  "  for  "  it,  and  is  in 
such  an  entanglement,  and  in  so  strait  a 
corner,  that  methinks  the  cunning  de- 
signer meant  to  suggest,  with  marvel- 
lous subtlety,  the  difficulties  in  which 
Mr.  G.  had  found  himself,  and  from 
which  he  had  so  recently  set  himself 
free.  Is  that  the  interpretation  ?  "  Whatever  you  like,  my  little 
dears,"  will  be  the  cryptographist's  reply,  "  you  pays  your  money  and 
you  takes  your  choice."  Then  there  is  another  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
drawn  by  E.  T.  REED  :  and  again  is  he  "  cornered  "  !  'Tis  a  cheery 
narrative,  but  the  sea  is  too  calm,  the  voyage  too  peaceable,  the  log- 
keeper  has  an  easy  task  ('tis  not  even  "  log-rolling  "  on  board)  so  calm 
is  it ;  and,  except  in  one  fanciful  chapter  "  permissu  Punchii,"  it  is 
all  plain  sailing  and  simple  steaming  1  Why,  0  why  was  there  not 
(imagined)  a  wreck  ''  Then  Mr.  G.  cast  on  desert  island  I  Realises 
Home  Rule.  Suddenly  Toby  turns  np.  0  marvellous  meeting  1  This 
Crusoe-Gladstone  builds  hut:  Toby  builds  kennel,  fetches  wood, 
keeps  log.  They  talk  o'er  many  things  as  did  Robinson  and  Friday. 
Then  a  sail  in  eight  appears  I  'Tis  the  Grantully  Castle  with  the 
Tantallon  Castle  in  towl  One  more  castle  to  make  "  three  castles," 
and  all  lipa  to  pipe  and  tobacco !  Bonfire  signals.  The  Tantallon 
had  not  been  wrecked,  not  a  man  lost !  Only  Mr.  G.,  plunging  into 
a  Swedish  Philosophical  work,  had  suddenly  got  out  of  his  depth,  no 
dictionary  at  hand  to  save  him,  and  so  had  fallen  overboard  and  been 
wa'hed  ashore,  followed  by  ever-faithful  Toby.  In  consequence  of 
Mr.  G.'s  secluded  hide-and-seek  habits  on  board,  loss  only  discovered 
when  trumpet  sounded  for  "  all  in  to  dress  for  dinner." 
"  How  did  you  reach  the  shore  ?  "  inquires  Sir  DONALD  currie-ously. 
"  How  ?  "  replies  the  Ancient  Mariner,  gaily.  "  Why— by  Toby's 
barque ! "  Avast  heaving,  messmates  I  All  hands  and  legs  for  a 
hornpipe,  and  so  merrily  to  bye-bye.  The  Baron  must  add  that 
this  log  (an  excellent  companion  for  a  Christmas  fireside)  is  to  be 
purchased  at  the  stores  of  SAMPSON  Low  &  Co. 

A  Promising  Pupil  of  the  Baron  reports  to  his  revered  master  that 
A  Lover  of  the  Day,  by  ANNIE  THOMAS  (Mrs.  PENDEB  CUDLIP),  is 
an  exceedingly  interesting  and  well-written  novel.  The  Promising 
Pupil  has  had  a  real  good  time  with  it.  He  says  that  he  considers 
that  the  sketch  of  a  suburban  menage,  with  which  the  story  opens, 
is  capital,  or,  as  latter-day  critics  would  describe  it,  "  thoroughly 
convincing."  The  studies  of  character  are  also  of  excellent  quality. 
It  may  be  fairly  acknowledged  that  all  ends  happily,  for  even  the 
reader  will  be  satisfied.  The  book  is  well  worth  including  in  "  the 
library  list,"  and  the  Baron's  Pupil  congratulates  the  talented  autho- 
ress upon  having  added  another  item  to  the  long  list  of  her  successes. 

Who  is  for  Ghost  Stories,  all 
gathered  about  the  glowing 
fire,  with  just  enough  light  for 
some  one  to  read  them  out 
aloud,  the  Shadows  coming 
ont  of  the  dark  corners,  and 
hovering  over  you,  intent  on 
listening  to  what  will  make 
them  thrill  with  goblinesque 
delight,  and  cause  you  to  huddle 
closer  together  in  fearful  enjoy- 
ment ?  To  such,  if  any  there  be 
in  these  matter-of-fact  days,  I 
say,  get  The  Shadow  on  the 
Blind,  and  other  Stories,  writ- 
ten by  Mrs.  ALFRED  BALDWIN, 
and  published  in  one  volume 
by  DENT  &  Co.,  a  name  hitherto  associated  in  most  minds  with 
gloves.  Just  the  book  for  winter  time,  "  When  the  lights  burn  low. 
And  the  Whisp'ring  Shadows  softlycomeand  go"—  rzde  old  song,  and 
trust  the  recommendation  of  one  who  will  not  be  with  you  probably 
after  Christmas,  bat  who  will,  even  when  retired  from  the  Book- 
keeping Easiness,  be  Ever  yours,  THK  BARON  DB  BOOK- WORMS. 


THE  IDEAL  AND  THE  REAL. 


The  Ideal.     See  Advertisement. 

FINK   spacious   mansion  house 
to  let,  in  first-class  repair. 


Plainly,  but  comfortably  fur- 
nished. 
Within  easy  distance  of  rail. 


Finely  situated. 

Magnificent   scenery,  splendid 
views. 

Sanitary  arrangements  perfect. 
Good  society  in  neighbourhood. 
A  little  shooting  may  be  had. 

Also  fishing. 


Hunting  in  the  winter. 
Rent  extremely  moderate  to  a 
careful  tenant. 


The  Heal.     As  Fact. 

A  MISERABLE,  tumble  -down, 
ramshackle  building,  which  its 
landlord,  unable  himself  any 
longer  to  occupy,  will  charitably 
let  to  some  unsophisticated  mem- 
ber of  an  inquiring  public. 

No  decent  furniture;  carpets 
in  holes. 

Ten  miles  from  anywhere  on 
the  Little  Peddlington  Railway. 
Trains  once  or  twice  daily.  None 
on  Sundays. 

In  a  hole  by  a  swamp. 

Three  acres  of  mildewy  meadow, 
and  view  of  asthmatic  cow. 

A  pigstye  under  your  nose. 

Doctor  and  wife  (ten  miles  off). 

At  clay  pigeons ;  poachers  bag 
whatever  game  there  may  be. 

If  you  wait  until  Sanitary  Au- 
thorities purge  stream  (five  miles 
away). 
Nearest  meet  fifteen  miles  off. 

In  any  case  about  double  the 
value  of  the  property. 


STARTLING  ANNOUITCEMENT.— In  the  St. 
James's  Gazette  last  Friday  appeared  the 
heading  to  a  paragraph,  "Letter-boxes 
attached  to  Lamp-posts.  The  "  Loves  of 
the  Triangles  "  are  nothing  to  this.  If  the 
attachment  is  real,  and  not  sentimental, 
then  why  shouldn't  the  POSTMASTER-GEN- 
ERAL say,  "Blesi  you,  my  children!  Be 
united !  Be  happy  '"'? 


LATEST  FROM  CONSTANTINOPLE.  —  The 
favourite  air  at  the  European  concert:  — 
"  Songs  without  Deeds." 


MOTTO    FOR    REPUBLICAN 
1  Man  Roe  est  Man  Roi!  " 


AMERICA. — 


NURSERY  SCHOOL  EXAMINATION. 

IN  reference  to  the  new  "preliminary"  examination  just  insti- 
tuted by  the  Universities  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  a  periodical 
says, —  Henceforth  the  Universities  are  prepared  to  confer 
'  honours '  upon  little  children  of  twelve ;  only  the  nursery  remains 
nn  visited." 

The  writer  is  evidently  misinformed.  A  scheme  for  the  examina- 
tion of  children  within  this  domain  has  already  been  drawn  up. 
Subjoined  are  sjme  of  the  Regulations  for  Candidates,  and  a  speci- 
men of  one  of  the  question  papers  prepared  by  the  Examiner : — 

REGULATIONS. 

1.  No  candidate  admitted  over  five  or  undtr  two  years  of  age. 

2.  The  examination  will  necessarily  be  viva  voce,  as  few  if  any  of 
the  candidates  are  likely  to  know  at  which  end  to  hold  a  pen. 

3.  No  candidate  will  be  permitted  to  enter  his,  or  her,  name,  unless 
he,  or  she,  can  furnish  satisfactory  proof  that  he,  or  she,  can  talk. 
In  any  case  it  will  be  advisable  for  candidates  to  bring  with  them  a 
nurse,  or  other  responsible  person,  who  can  understand  them. 

4.  Candidates  are  cautioned  against  the  dangerous  habit  of  placing 
anything  they  may  see  in  the  examination  room  in  their  mouths ; 
the  introduction  of  feeding-bottles,  rattles,  woolly  sheep,  or  other 
articles  likely  to  distract  the  attention   of  candidates,  is  strictly 
prohibited. 

PAPER. 

1.  Give  the  literary  equivalents  of  bow-wow,  ta-ta,  gee-gee,  pitty 
ickle  tootsums. 

2.  Describe  the  best  method,  in  your  opinion,  of  going  down 
stairs.    (Candidates  will  be  required  to  give  later  a  practical  illus- 
tration of  their  acquaintance  with  this  subject.) 

3.  State  the  number  of  fingers  you  have  on  each  hand. 

4.  What  is  your  real  name  ?  are  you  ever  called  anything  else  'r1 
if  so,  state  why. 

5.  Pronounce  BOB,  CAT,  DOG. 
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A    (MISS)    BROWN    STUDY. 

Miss  BROWN,  who  is  a  kind  of  niece  to  Charley1!  Aunt  (her  parents 
are  Pa  BUCHANAN  and  MAK-LOWK),  is  going  strong  at  Terry's 
Theatre.  Apart  from  th«  amusing  performance  of  the  hero-heroine, 
Mr.  FHKD  KEBH,  in  the  Kerr-acter  of  Mist  Brown  (this  is  a  case  ii 
which  as  the  part  couldn't  be  cut  down  to  snit  the  actor,  the  actor 
ought  to  have  been  cut  down  to  suit  the  part),  and  of  Mr.  ABTHUB 

PLATFAIB  aa  the  somewhat 
bnrlesquely  dashing  cavalry 
officer  Major  O'  Gallagher 
(without  a  song!  more 'a  the 
pity  !),  the  piece  would  be  well 
worth  seeing  if  only  for  the 
capital  make-up  and  the  well- 
sustained  DAVID-JAMES'  like 
performance  of  Mr.  HERBERT 
STANDING  as  Sergeant  Tanner, 
the  detective  ;  one  of  the  best 
bits  of  comedy  to  be  seen  just 
now  on  the  London  stage.  It 
is  broad  without  being  vulgar : 
and,  except  where  the  exigencies  of  farce  are  supposed  to  demand 
some  extravagance,  it  is  natural.  Mr.  L.  POWER'S  Irish  Servant 
is  a  capital  sketch :  always  funny,  never  obtrusive. 

Very  good,  too,  is  Miss  EMILY  CBOSS  as  the  proprietress  of 
Cicero  House  Academy  ;  and  Mr.  GILBEBT  FABQUHAB  as  Hibbert- 
son,  the  solicitor,  gives  us  one  of  the  best  of  MM  character  sketches- 
indeed,  if  he  adopts  what  may  be  termed  the  "  Hill-and-Blakely  line," 
and  sticks  to  it,  he  should  be  in  great  demand.  Why  did  the  authors 
select  the  name  of  Miss  Schwartz  for  the  oreole  pupil  at  Cicero  House 
Academy?  Was  it  that  no  better  appellation  could  be  found  for  this 
dark  young  lady  than  the  one  invented  by  THACKERAY,  namely  "  Mtss 
Swartz,  the  rich  woolly-haired  mulatto  from  St.  Kitt's,"  who  fell 
into  "euch  a  passion  of  tears"  when  Amelia  left  Miss  Pinkerton't 
academy?  The  authors  spell  "  Swartz"  "  Schwartz,"  which,  as 
will  be  clear  to  any  unprejudiced  mind,  makes  all  the  difference 
m  the  world,  and  releases  them  from  any  obligation  to  the  author  oi 
Vanity  fair.  Misi  Schwartz  is  cleverly  played  by  Miss  ADEIA 
MEASOR,  and  her  fury  with  a  dagger  hair-pin  is  something  terrible 
to  witness.  Here 's  your  health  M\ss  Brown,  a  merry  Christmas  and 
prosperity  generally. 

"AFTER  THE  DEPUTATION  HAD  EETIKED." 

SCKNB—  A  Private  Room  opposite  the  Griffin. 

PRESENT— L.  C.  and  L.  C.  C. 

L.  C.  Well,  brother,  I  think  they  went  away  fairly  satisfied. 
L.  C.  C.  And  so  they  should  be.    When  I  was  in  practice  I  did 
not  complain.    I  found  no  "  block  "  of  business  in  the  Law  Courts. 

L.  C.  Nor  I  either.  Bat  then,  my  dear 
brother,  you  must  remember  that  we  had  a 
pretty  extensive  connection  amongst  the 
solicitors.  We,  so  to  speak,  inherited  it. 

L.  C.  C.  No,  my  dear  Chancellor,  it  was 
talent— sheer  force  of  talent  with  me.  And 
(politely)  with  you,  too  1 

L.  C.  You  are  very  kind.  Well,  I  like 
helping  talent-^especially  when  related  to 
myself.  Blood  is  thicker  than  water. 

L.  C.  C.  Yes,  and  so  is  "soup,"  as  they 
used  to  say  at  the  sessions.  But  I  wonder 
no  one  took  the  hint  of  "  Q.C."  Did  yon 
happen  to  see  his  letter  to  the  Times  ? 

L.  C.  I  seldom  read  the  newspapers,  but  I 
fancy  I  did  come  across  something  of  the 
sort.  Didn't  he  want  ns  to  sit  at  10  sharp, 
instead  of  at  a  not  too  punctual  10.30 P 

L.  C.  C.  That's  the  man.    And  he  ob- 
jected to  the  intermittent  Saturday  sitting, 
and  was  altogether  objectionable. 
L.  C.  What  can  the  profession  be  coming  to  when  "  silk  "  criticises 
"  ermine  "  ?    But  he  was  surely  not  amongst  our  recent  deputation  ? 
_  L.  C.  C.  Oh  dear  no.  He  never  intended  to  be.  In  fact,  he  stated  dis- 
tinctly that  he  had  not  the  courage  of  his  opinions,  and  did  not  expect 
any  of  his  colleagues  of  the  Inner  or  the  Outer  Bar  to  be  any  braver. 
L.  C.  I  think  so,  too ;  and  now  perhaps  the  time  has  arrived  for 
an  adjournment  with  a  view  to  lunch  ? 

//.  C.  C.  I  concur  in  your  Lordships'  ruling. 

[L.  C.  and  L  C.  C.  take  off  their  wigs,  cast  away  their  robes,  and 
prepare  to  receive  chops  at  the  point  of  their  knives  and  forks. 


EPITAPH  FOB  A  CHAM PION  BILLIABD  PLAYEB.— "Taking  his  Long 
Rest." 


SHAKSPEARE  WITHOUT  THE  MUSICAL  GLASSES. 

DEAB  MR.  PUNCH,— No  doubt  you  have  seen  that  The  Comedy  of 
trrors  has  been  performed  at  Gray's  Inn  under  somewhat  himilar  con- 
ditions to  those  that  existed  three  centuries  ago.  In  1594  the 
members  of  the  hon.  society,  having  none  of  their  body  capable  of 
undertaking  the  ta»k  of  producing  a  "  revell,"  called  in  the  strolling 
players  to  their  assistance,  and  gave,  amidst  some  confusion,  SHAK- 
t-PBABE  8  comedy.  Remembering  as  I  do  the  great  sucows  of  Tk» 
Maike  of  Flowers  in  1837,  I  cannot  believe  that  the  hon.  society 
has  lost  the  power  of  rinding  members  of  the  Bar  able  to  play  Tht 
Comedy  of  Errors  as  well  as  any  one  else.  I  feel  convinced  that 

the  Master  of  the  Revels"  of  that  and  this  period  would  agree 
with  me.  otul,  the  piece  at  given  last  week  was  worthy  of  not*  on 
account  of  the  absence  of  scenic  accessories  and  scenic  divisions. 
Were  Sir  HENBT  to  adopt  the  plan,  I  feel  «ur«  he  would  save  many 
thousands  of  pounds  behind  the  footlights— whether  he  would  not 
lose  as  many  more  before  the  curtain  is  a  matter  that  can  only  be 
discussed  after  the  project  has  been  practicilly  tested.  To  give  an 
opportunity  of  bringing  the  matter  to  an  issue,  I  set  down  Btcket  ai 
it  might  be  played  on  the  novel  principle. 

SCENE.— The  Orten  Curtain. 

Enter  HENRY  THE  SECOND  and  BBCKKT,  followed  by  ELEAJTOR. 

Henry.  BECKET,  you  shall  be  an  Archbishop. 

Becket.  Thanks,  my  friend,  but  I  prefer  to  be  Chancellor.  If  you 
make  me  an  Archbishop,  we  shall  quarrel. 

Henry.  Bo  be  it,  but  I  will  have  my  way.  From  this  moment  you 
till  the  8e«  of  Canterbury. 

f.leanor.  I  triumph  I 

Becket.  And  now  I  am  Archbishop. 
I  must  protect  FAIB  ROSAMOND,  and 
defy  my  King. 

Henry.  You  shall  do  neither. 

Becket  (bringing  in  FAXR  ROSAMOND). 
You  see  how  I  obey  yon.  On  our  joint 
account  I  defy  yon. 

Eleanor  (trying  to  stab  the  lady). 
Thus  you  die  1 

Becket.  Never  I  ( Wrests  dagger  out 
of  QUEEN'S  hands.)  Bafflid  murderess! 

Henry.  Will  no  one  rid  me  of  this 
pestilent  priest  ? 

Three  Barons  (entering).  We  will ! 

Becket.  What  do  you  want  from  me  ? 

Three  Barons.  Your  life !  [They  kitt  him.     Curtain. 

Now,  the  above  is  not  only  concise,  but  fairly  intelligible,  and,  if 
we  ate  to  believe  the  modern  authorities,  this  was  the  kind  of  thing 
that  the  Bard  of  Avon  provided  for  his  admirers.  Whether  he 
would  have  done  so  in  our  times,  had  Sir  HENBT  IHVINO  accepted 
one_  of  his  pieces,  is  quite  another  question.  As  a  good  man  of 
business,  I  fancy  the  greatest  of  our  poets  would  have  marched  with 
the  times  and  produced  something  better. 

Yours  faithfully,       SntispEiBK  TKNBYSON  BKOOKS, 

Chaucer  Chambers,  Peckham. 

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

ONE  of  my  Baronites  reports  that  he  has  been  reading  Mr.  WALTEB 
FHITH'S  novel  In  Search  of  Quiet,  and  can  cordially  recommend  it 
to  those  in  search  of  a  fresh  and  pleasant  story  with  a  distinctly 
original  literary  flavour.  It  is  a  study  of  life  and  local  society  in  a 
Berkshire  village,  told  in  the  form  of  a  journal,  with  a  quiint  and 
delicate  humour,  a  curiously  minute  observation,  and,  as  the  story 
developes,  a  power  and  pathos  which  should  render  it  attractive. 
Readers  to  whom  Mr.  FRITH  is  only  known  as  the  dramatist  of  Her 
Advocate,  will  be  agreeably  surprised  to  find  how  successfully  he  has 
resisted  the  temptation  to  "  bring  the  odour  of  the  footlights  across 
the  hay,"  to  reverse  Mr.  PDIERO'S  celebrated  phrase. 

A  youthful  Baron itess  informs  me  that  Mr.  ANDBIW  LANG  has 
written  what  he  calls  My  Own  Fairy  Book,  all  new  tales  entirely  out 
of  his  own  head !  Quite  a  Pacha  of  Many  Tales  1  The  author  is  much 
indebted  to  certain  chronicles  of  Pantonglia  for  a  true  and  authentic 
iccjunt  of  Prigio's  adventures,  and  the  annals  of  Scotland  provided 
lim  with  thehistorical  details  of  the"  Kerot  Fairnilee"  and  the"  Queen 
>f  Faery."  His  tales  are  delightfully  adorned  by  GORDON  BROWNE, 
T.  SCOTT,  and  E.  A.  LFMANN,  and  published  bv  ABBOWSMITH. 

Cards  and  Calendars,  all  over  the  shop!  MABCUS  WARD'S  shop; 
sut  a  Baronite  thinks  they  've  had  a  slight  attack  of  Yellow-Book 
'aundice.  As  to  crackers  and  cosaque?,  we  sing  "  Vire  I'amovr! 
Jigars  and  cognac  !  Hurrah  for  the  Cosaque .'"  out  which  is  "  tin 
Cosaque"  of  the  lot  not  even  Messrs.  SPABAGNAPANE  &  Co..  the 
Christmas  "  Cosaquin  Brothers."  could  tell  ns,  and  they  ought  to 
enow,— at  least,  to  whispers  a  little  bird  from  a  Christmas  Tree  to 
THE  MERRY  BABON  DE  BOOK-WORMS. 
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A    MODUS    VIVENDI. 

"  Above  all  we  must  try  to  bring  about  a  thorough  reconciliation  and  thorough  unity  in  the  ranks  of  the  Irish  Parliamentary  Party." 

Justin  McCarthy  on  Irish  Prospects.     "Daily  Jfewi,"  Dec.  11. 
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DISINTERESTED    KINDNESS. 


Sportsman  I  just  come  to  grief,  to  kindhearted  Stranger  who  has  captured  Horn).    "  I  SAY,  I  'u  AWFULLY  OBLIORO  TO  YOU  I    I  CAW 

GET  ON  ALL  BIOBT,    80   PLEASE   DON'T  WAIT  I  " 

Kindheartetl  Stranger.  "OH,  I  'D  KATHKR,  THANKS  !    I  WANT  YOU  TO  FLATTEN  THE  NIXT  FENCE  FOR  MB  I" 


ULYSSES  AT  TAPLOW. 

(A  Song  of  Thames- Sirens.} 

["Mr.  W.  H.  GRBNFBLL,  of  Taplow  Court,  calls 
attention  in  The  Field  to  the  unnecessary  and 
increasing  use  of  foghorns,  sirens,  and  whistles  by 
launches  on  the  Upper  Thames.  It  is  suggested 
that  regulations  should  be  made  by  the  Thames 
Conserva'orswith  a  view  to  cheeking  the  nuisance." 
— Daily  JV«0».] 

SINCE  the  nymphs  are  all  fled  from  our  Thames, 

Which  the  spirit  of  prose  now  environs, 
It  ceems  the  absurdest  of  shames 

That  their  place  should  be  taken  by — sirens ! 
Such  sirens,  too !  Voices  not  sweet, 

But  husky,  cacophonous,  raucous ; 
Compared  with  their  row  what  a  treat 

Were  the   songs   of   the   "  daughters  of 

Phorcus" ! 
To  stop  up  his  ear-holes  with  wax 

Was  the  dodge  of  the  downy  Ulysses, 
But  that  would  not  ward  the  attacks 

Of  these  modern  melodious  misses. 
Leuoosia  ?    Farthenope  ?    Pooh  I 

TUi  phone's  tone,  not  Ligea's  I 
Kick  'em  out,  Mr.  GRENFELL,  Sir,  do .' 

'Tis  one  of  your  noblest  ideas. 
Controlled  by  some  launch-owning  brute, 

Whom  nothing  mere  decency  teaches, 
They  horribly  hoot  and  root-toot 

All  about  the  delicious  Thames  reaches ; 
They  thriek,.and  they  groan,  and  they  roar, 

Up  and  down  till  they  make  your  hair  bristle. 
The  launch  in  all  ways  is  a  bore, 

But  heaven  save  us  all  from  its  whistle  I 


Ah  I  G  REXFKLL,  yon  '11  gratitude  gain 

From  all  who  reside  by  Our  River, 
Or  love  it,  if  you  can  restrain 

The  launch,  and  its  victims  deliver. 
Do  make  Thames  Conservators  hear 

Your  voice  through  the  siren-born  shindy. 
Their  fog-horns  and  whistles  sound  drear 

As  witched  night  when   the  weather   is 

windy. 
We  might  be  in  the  Brocken  with  Fa>ut, 

Instead  of  our  well-loved  Thames  Valley. 
Success  to  you,  Sir,  in  your  joust 

With  red-tape  and  prolonged  shilly-shally! 
Againtt  the  launch-demon  show  sport, 

Come  down  on  these  sirens  a  thumper, 
And,  GREHFBLL  of  fair  Taplow  Court, 

We'll  drink  your  good  health  in  a  bumper! 


MAGNIFICENT-^JVD  WAR 

(IF  NECESSARY). 

THE  Channel  Fleet  has,  within  the  past 
few  days,  been  strengthened  bv  the  addition 
of  the  Magnificent  and  the  Majestic,  two  of 
the  nine  big  battle-ships  planned  and  pro- 
vided for  whilst  Lord  BPENCEB  was  still  at 
the  Admiralty.  "  The  modern  Muses,"  Lord 
SPFNCEK  calls  them.  Sir  UGHTRED  KAY- 
Sni  TTLKWORTII  was  also  there,  and  Sir 
WILFRLD  LAWSON  says  it  was  after  him  — 
or  rather  in  view  of  his  personality — that 
the  ships  were  thus  superbly  named.  On  the 
Magnificent,  cheerful  "  CHAKLIK"  BERES- 
FORD,  in  his  official  capacity  at  Chatham 
Dockyard,  has  bestowed  the  thought  and 


labour  of  two  years.  What  can  be  done  by 
the  unremittea  activity  of  an  enthusiastic 
man  of  business  is  shown  in  the  absolute 
perfection  of  the  condition  of  the  Magnificent 
when,  the  other  day,  Vice-Admiral  Lord 
WALTER  KERB  hoisted  his  flag,  and  the  crew, 
eight  hundred  officers  and  men  all  told, 
gaily  tripped  aboard.  A  place  for  everything, 
and  everything  in  its  place.  Decks  so  spot- 
less that  the  Admiral  might,  if  he  felt  dis- 
posed, have  eaten  his  dinner  ctl'  the  bar* 
boards.  Upon  the  smallest  detail,  as  on  the 
largest  gun— from  JOHN  PJUIN'S  giant- 
powered  engines  to  the  neat  ooil  of  spare 
rope— infinite  solicitude  had  been  bestowed. 
An  imposing  design  loyally  worked  out. 
C'est  magntftque,  mail  ct  n'tst  pat  la  guerre, 
said  the  French  geoeral,  watching  the  charge 
at  Balaclava.  Oar  Magnificent  is  war  if  need 
be.  But  the  rapidity  and  certainty  with 
which  so  terrible  an  engine  has  been  turned 
out  of  the  dockyard  may,  fully  considered, 
be  regarded  as  working  for  peace.  The 
ship's  motto  will  therefore  be,  ("ett  Mag- 
nifique,  et  C'est  la  paix. 


HISTORICAL  QITEBT.— Was  the  seal  recently 
found  in  the  Thames  the  one  King  JAKES 
THE  SECOND  dropped  into  it  in  1688  Y 


APPROPRIATE    FOB    CHRISTMAS.  —  "The 
Waits" — represented  by  "the  Powers"  in 

the  East. 
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Old  Lady.  "  No,  THINKS.    I  DON'T  WANT  ANT  FOR  THB  GARDEN  TO-DAY  " 

rELI,,    THIN,    CAN  WE  bIKO  YEB  8OMR   CHRISTMAS   CAROLS   INSTEAD?" 


TO  CONSTANCE. 
(From  an  Idler  to  his  Lady  Help.) 

Yorn  charming  hand— how  many  times  at 

night, 
A  thousand  thousand   happy  miles  from 

land, 

I  bluffed  you  hard  at  poker,  all  to  fight 
Your  charming  hand. 

Al  wi?  were  tnen  a  me™T.  reckless  band, 
Of  all  and  everybody  making  light. 
We  sailed  our  summer  seas,  by  lisrtit  airs 
TT,  fannff  [bright, 

ne  world  around  seemed  very  fair  and 
lor  tnp  is  done.    But  won't  yon  understand 
How  much  it  cheers  me  when  I  see  you 
write 

Your  charming  hand  ? 


THEATRICAL  INTELLIGENCE. 

TH»  WESTMINSTER  PLAT. 
A  REVIVAL  was  given  on  Thursday  and 
Monday  last  of  the  Adelphi,  one  of  the  late 
Signer  P.  TERENCE  AFBH'S  problem-playe. 
It  will  be  remembered  by  every  student  of 
the  drama  that  the  premiere  of  this  clever 
adaptation  from  the  Greek  of  M.  MEN  ANDES 
was  held  at  the  celebration  of  the  funeral  of 
Field-marshal  ^EMILIUS  PAUILITS,  in  160  B.C. 
We  gather  from  contemporary  records  that, 
on  this  first  night,  or  rather  matinee,  the 
temporary  wooden  theatre  was  crowded  to 
excess,  all  the  leading  members  of  Italian 
society  being  present.  The  audience,  as  was 
ajpropnate  to  so  solemn  an  occasion,  was 
laigely  composed  of  "dead-heads,"  but  a 
financial  failure  was  averted  by  the  generous 


pecuniary  support  accorded,  in  pursuance  o: 
the  custom,  by  the  well-known  Consuls 
Generals  FABIUS  MAXIMUS  and  CoBNELnJi 
AFRICANCS.  A  powerful  orchestra,  consisting 
of  several  double  Tynan  flutes,  was  con- 
ducted by  the  most  distinguished  maestro  oi 
the  day,  Signor  FLACCUS,  who  plied  the  baton 
with  marked  effect  on  the  backs  of  his 
pifferari.  We  cannot  quote  the  cast,  as  the 
bill  of  the  play  has  unfortunately  been  lost, 
but  the  performers  were  probably  only  dis- 
reputable Tuscan  barn-stormers,  whose  names 
were  scarcely  worth  preserving.  The  problem 
dealt  with  by  the  dramatist  in  his  amusing 
comedy,  was  the  question  of  educating  the 
heavy  Roman  father  to  appreciate  the  fact 
that  boys  will  be  boys. 


THE  REAL  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL 
AGAIN. 

(A  Peep  into  the  Possible  Future.) 

SCENE — A  Large  Apartment.  PBESENT — 
Intelligent  Individual.  To  him  enter  a 
Ratepayer. 

Ratepayer.  Can  I  see  any  of  the  children  P 

Intelligent  Individual.  I  am  afraid  not. 
Since  the  abolition  of  medical  certificates — 
save  those  issued  by  the  specially  authorised 
doctors— we  have  had  a  great  deal  of  sickness. 

Ratepayer.  Dear  me  I  Then  are  all  the 
children  in  their  own  homes  ? 

Intel.  Indiv.  A  great  many  of  them.  You 
fee.  in  serious  cases — such  as  small-pox, 
diphtheria,  and  the  like— we  have  no  means 
of  dealing  with  them  here. 

Ratepayer.  But  surely  their  return  to 
their  homes  would  spread  infection  ? 

Intel.  Indiv.  80  it  has  occurred  to  me,  but 
unfortunately  I  have  no  discretion  in  the 
matter.  However,  I  do  my  best. 

Ratepayer.    And  what  may  be  that  best? 

Intel.  Indiv.  If  we  have  light  cases,  I  put 
.hem  to  bed  for  a  few  hours,  and  send  them 
lome  at  the  time  for  closing.  It  is  all  I  can 
manage  for  them,  poor  little  creatures. 

Ratepayer.  Then  those  tiny  sufferers  under 
he  maps  and  in  front  of  the  blackboard  are 
some  of  your  light  cases  ? 

Intel.  Indiv.  Yes.  We  have  a  few  down 
with  influenza,  one  or  two  victims  to  whoop- 
ing-cough, and  three  or  four  sickening  (so  far 
as  I  can  judge)  for  measles. 

Ratepayer.  Then  surely  I  have  mistaken 
he  place.  I  presume  I  have  entered  a  hos- 
rital  and  you  are  the  house-surgeon. 

Intel.  Indiv.  (smiling).  Not  at  all.  This  is 
a  board  school  and  I  am  the  master. 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  sounds  o    sic 
children  in  dire  distress. 


ANSWER  TO  A  CORRESPONDENT. — (1)   The 
:ound  of  the  name  has  misled  you.    It  is  spelt 
'Incas,"  not  "Inkers."    And  the  "  Incas  of 
'era,"  to  whom  your  inquiry  applies,  were 
tot  journalists.    (2)  Here,  again,  sound  has 
Dccasioned  your  error.     For  "Peru's  news- 
papers" yon  should  have  understood  "  Peruse 
ewspapers,"  implying  a  command,  and  in- 
•olving   no  allusion   to  the  Press  of  Peru. 
X.B.  —  See  that   your   letters  are  stamped 
efore  posted. 

A  FOOTNOTE  TO  HISTORY.— The  reign  of 
he  Second  CHARLES  will  be  ever  memorable 
n  the  annals  of  English  architecture  as  the 
period  of  the  "  Wren-naissance." 


EXCELSIOR.— Since  the  French  Premier  has 
haken  off  his  Socialist  allies  he  has  been 
ubbed  Le  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme. 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

ON  DIARIES. 

IN  a  recent  number  of  the  Spectator  I  saw  with  some  amusement  a 
notice  of  the  celebrated  Diaries  of  Messrs.  LETTS  and  Meisrs.  DE  Li 
RUE  under  the  heading  of  "Current  Literature."  Xow  a  diary, 
when  the  entries  have  been  made  in  it,  may  conceivably  be  literature; 
but  I  must  confess  that  it  would  not  have  occurred  to  me  so  to 
describe  the  blank  book  which  is  to  receive  the  daily  thoughts 
of  its  purchaser.  I  should  as  soon  expect  to  find  a  description 
of  frames  under  "  Pictures  of  the  Day."  Who  knows  henceforth 
what  curious  items  of  intelligence  we  may  not  find  under  "  True 
Stories  of  Dogs  "  '( 

IT  must  be  understood,  of  course,  that  in  saying  this  I  have  not 
the  remotest  intention  to  disparage  the  productions  of  Messrs.  LBTTS. 

I  know  perfectly  well,  on  the  contrary, 
that  they  supply  admirably  a  public 
want,  and  no  action  can  possibly  be 
more  praiseworthy  and  honourable  than 
that.  All  I  wish  to  do  is  to  register  a 
humble  protest  against  the  conduct  of 
the  Spectator  in  thus  wronging  litera- 
ture in  order  to  avoid  the  trouble  of  an 
extra  heading.  If  any  one  else  had 
done  it,  one  might  not  have  objected 
so  strongly ;  but,  coming  from  the 
Spectator,  the  shock  was  painful.  To 
me,  indeed,  there  had  always  been 
something  episcopal  about  that  excel- 
lent journal.  If  I  personified  it,  my 
mind  conceived  a  being  in  lawn  sleeves 
and  invested  with  a  pastoral  staff,  a 
sort  of  Gothic  being  steeped  in  the 
solemn  atmosphere  of  cathedrals,  closes 
and  palaces.  But  if  it  continues  thus 
to  juggle  with  the  sacred  word  literature  I  shall  have  to  degrade  it 
mentally  to  the  level  of  an  ordinary  lay-preacher. 

To  return,  however,  to  the  subject  of  diaries.  I  can  speak  with 
some  impartiality  on  it,  for,  in  spite  of  the  most  heroic  efforts,  I  have 
never  succeeded  in  keeping  one  for  much  more  than  a  week  at  a  time, 
and  that  was  many  years  ago,  in  the  remote  days  of  my  boyhood. 
Why  the  keeping  of  diaries  and  accounts  by  their  rude,  unlettered 
offspring  should  give  pleasure  to  parents,  I  know  not ;  but  there  are 
few  sons,  I  am  certain,  who  have  not  at  some  time  been  urged  by  a 
father  or  a  mother  to  make  a  daily  record  of  their  actions,  or  to 
tabulate  the  expenditure  of  their  scanty  doles  of  pocket-money. 
With  girls  there  is  no  need  for  pressure.  They  rarely  keep  accounts, 
it  is  true ;  but  they  all  take  to  diaries  as  naturally  as  ducks  to  the 
water.  

IN  the  matter  of  accounts,  I  was  firm,  and  wisely  so.  How  could 
it  have  profited  me  to  write,  or  my  parents  to  read,  the  m  notonous 
record  of  my  expenses?  On  two  shillings  a  week  (which  was,  I 
think,  my  weekly  allowance  at  that  time)  you  can  buy  quite  a 
respectable  number  of  jam-tarts,  and  occasionally  you  may  make  a 
little  excursion  into  the  region  of  ices,  or  plum  cake,  or  chocolate 
creams.  But  I  felt,  and  still  feel,  that  it  would  have  shown  a 
strange  lack  of  judgment  on  my  part  if  I  had  set  these  invariable 
items  down  every  week,  even  though  they  might  have  been  tempered 
now  and  then  by  the  purchase  of,  let  us  say,  a  pocket  knife,  a  pot  of 
gum,  a  bullet  mould,  or  a  catapult.  Consequently,  I  never  kept 
accounts,  and  I  fear  I  never  shall. 

BUT  on  the  question  of  diaries  I  yielded.  I  came  upon  the 
ancient  record  of  my  deeds  only  the  other  day.  Here  is  the  most 
exciting  entry  : — "  Got  up  early  to  fight  FREDDIE  with  bollsters.  It 
was  grand.  We  spoilt  both  bollsters,  and  broke  the  water-jug.  It 
driped  through  into  Pa's  dressing-room.  Breakfast.  Eggs  again. 
We  have  too  many  eggs,  and  not  enough  butter.  Went  out.  Fought 
FREDDIE  in  stable-yard,  and  beat  him.  He  howled— I  laughed. 
Had  to  do  beestly  holiday  task.  Read  Copper-field.  In  afternoon 
played  stingo,  and  gotF.  one  on  the  leg  with  the  fives- ball.  Took  Rover 
out.  No  more  to-day."  For  ten  days  I  persevered.  Then,  apparently, 
the  effort  became  too  much,  for  the  rest  of  my  "  current  literature" 
remains  a  blank.  

YET  again  I  made  the  attempt,  but  it  was  _not  on  my  own  behalf. 
I  had  a  friend  who  kept  his  diary  with  a  religious  care,  and  once, 
once  only,  I  wrote  for  him  an  entry,  as  I  conceived  it  might  be — but 
not,  of  course,  in  the  sacred  book  itself.  TLi  i  was  my  version  : — 
"  Travelled  up  from  Northumberland.  A  dreadful  jolting  of  the 
train  prevented  sleep,  and  filled  my  mind  with  painful  thoughts. 
I  found  on  my  arrival  at  home  that  there  wtre  no  letters  for  me. 


Why  is  this  P  Surely,  surely  the  ought  to  have  written.  But  tush 
a  manly  spirit  can  best  cure  such  ills.  Sauntered  into  Piccadilly 
The  street  was  full  of  unknown  faces  :  strangers  were  in  all  the  well- 
known  haunts.  Oh,  how  terrible  it  is  to  be  alone  in  this  great  city. 
No  matter,  I  must  be  brave.  It  would  be  worse  than  foolish  to  give 
way.  In  the  evening  I  shook  the  du»t  of  London  from  my  feet  and 
departed  for  Oxford." 

I  WAS  afterwards  permitted  to  read  the  actual  entry.  This  is  how 
lt  r£nv  Left  Nowowtle  night  mail.  Dull  day  in  London  ;  lunch 
at  Phlegethon,  dinner  at  Berkeley  Restaurant.  No  one  I  knew 
good  job.  To  Oxford  by  last  train."  Nothing  more  prosaic  can  be 
imagined:  it  just  stated  the  facts  sufficiently  for  reference,  and 
omitted  all  the  sentimentalisms  with  which  my  imagination  had 
adorned  the  entry. 

AND,  after  all,  this  is  the  secret  of  keeping  a  diary,  if  one  who  has 
never  properly  kept  one  may  be  permitted  to  give  an  opinion.  Why 
do  you  keep  it  ?  Not,  surely,  to  register  the  casual  sentiment*  with 
which,  posubly  under  the  influence  of  a  bottle  of  generous  wine,  yon 
embroider  your  daily  life,  but  in  order  to  state  facts  as  they  occurred 
so  concisely  and  clearly  that,  looking  back  in  after  years,  yon  may 
reconstruct  the  scene  and  live  your  fife  over  again.  It  was  for  this 
reason  and  for  no  other,  as  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  has  pointed  out, 
that  the  immortal  Pepys  wrote  his  diary.  He  did  not  foresee  publi- 
cation. His  cypher,  he  believed,  guarded  him  from  that.  All  that 
he  cared  for  was  that  many  years  afterwards  he  should  be  able  to 
turn  up  his  beloved  diary,  and  remember  by  its  aid  exactly  what  he 
did,  in  whose  company,  at  such  and  such  an  hour  of  such  and  such  a 
day  in  his  life.  He  loved  himself  and  all  his  little  life,  and  wrote 
its  records  for  himself  alone.  And  thus  it  comes  that  we,  average 
men  and  women  of  the  latter  end  of  the  nineteenth  century,  delight 
in  the  true  picture  of  the  life  of  an  average  man,  in  the  toojunt  of 
his  weaknesses,  his  vanity,  his  achievement*,  his  disappointment*, 
his  jealousies,  though  the  days  of  his  activity  were  spent  more  than 
two  hundred  years  ago. 

Bur,  to  me,  priceless  above  all  others,  is  one  little  book  that  I 
possess,  in  which  a  friend  hid  set  down  briefly  the  daily  events  of 
his  life  and  his  engagements  in  advance.  My  memory  goes  back 
with  him  to  this  dinner  or  that  concert,  and  again  we  stay  together 
at  this  or  the  other  country  house.  They  are  the  barest  entries,  just 
a  record  and  nothing  more,  but  my  memory  fills  in  the  gaps  and  re- 
acts the  pleasant  scenes.  For  October  26,  the  entry  made  in  advance 
is  "  JACK  at  BrindUi."  But  before  JACK  reached  Brindiri  the  hand 
that  wrote  about  him  WM  stiff  and  cold,  and  the  voice  that  would 
have  welcomed  him  on  his  return  was  silent  for  ever. 


In  the  mind  of  every  man  who  has  won  his  way  to  middle  age  there 
is_a  quiet,  sequestered  nook  peopled  with  the  spirits  of  departed 
friends,  a  verdant,  peaceful  recess,  far  removed  from  the  stress  and 
turmoil  of  daily  life.  Thence  in  calm  and  peaceful  moments  he  can 
summon  forth  their  shining  faces,  and  be  with  them  as  once  he  used 
to  be.  Time  can  add  no  line  to  their  brows,  they  are  always 
beautiful,  smiling,  and  affectionate,  young  and  strong  as  they  were 
before  the  shadows  closed  round  them,  and  they  were  lapped  in  alien 
clay  and  laid  below. 

'   THE  REAL  EASTERN  QUESTION. 

Grand  Cliornt  of  all  the  Pewtri.    (Sung  uttt  roee.) 

Wsldon't  want  to  fight.  In  all  lingoes,  if 
we  do, 

We've  massed  the  ships,  we've  massed 
the  men,  we  've  massed  the  money  too. 

We  'ye  often  fought  before,  we  're  con- 
sistently untrue. 

The  question  is,  "  Who  '11  have  Constan- 
tinople ?  " 


THE  CORNET  GRAIN  MEMORIAL.— Well 
and  wisely  done,  says  Mr.  Punch  to  the 
Committee  of  the  Corney  Grain  Memorial 
Fund.  They  have  decided  to  devote  £600 
to  the  establishment  <i  a  cot  in  the 
Children's  Hospital  in  Great  Ormond 
Street.  The  rest  of  the  money  is  to  be 
invented,  and  the  annual  interest  will 
form  a  nucleus  for  a  Corney  Grain  Children's  Christmas  Toy  Fund 
in  connection  with  the  hosj  itil.  Thus,  not  only  will  the  memory 
of  the  genial  and  large-hi  arted  entertainer  be  perpetuated,  but 
little  sufferers  will  connect  it  year  by  year,  as  he  himself  would 
have  wished,  with  smiles  and  merriment  and  joy. 
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WHY,    INDEED! 


"MAMMA,  DIDN'T  THE   VICAK   SAY   THAT   THE   NATIVES   oir   GONGALOOLOO  WORK 
CLOTHFS?"        "Y>s,  DARLINO."        "THWI  WHY  DID  PAPA  PUT  A. BUTTON  IN  THK  BAG?' 


CHRISTMAS  IN  SOMERSET. 

(An  Invitation  to  the  Farm.) 

GOOD  marnin',  Maa'r  JOHN  !    Well  there, 

I  zeed  ee  oomin'  'long  down  road, 
But  whe'r  'twer  you  or  no — Dear,  dear ! 

'Tea  strange  like,  yon  be  that  a-growed  I 
Eea,  nicely  thank  ee — Miesns  too, 

An'  plased  to  zee  ee,  I  '11  be  boun', 
Were  tarkin',  were,  las'  night  o'  you, 

An'  hopin'  as  you  mid  step  down. 
'Tea  cold,  so  'tea — a  proper  nip, 

Do  zim  like  snow,  mid  be  a  starm  ; 
But,  Trost  or  no,  us  do  allua  kio 

A  merry  Kurstmas  down  to  Varm. 

An',  if  you  do  be  a-minded  zo. 

Now  do  ee  atep  down  t'  our  Kuratmas  veast, 
I  do  reckon  under  mizzletoe 

You  '11  zee  arl  neighbours,  virst  and  least. 
Squire  zelf  be  comin*,  zed  her  'ood, 

An'  Pa' son  allus  come,  no  vear, 


T'  zider-wine  be  tarr'ble  good, 
Ay,  tarr'ble  good,  zo  be,  to  year. 

So  plase  to  try  our  zider-wine, 
"I  'oant  do  ee  not  the  leaateat  harm, 

I  '11  warr'nt,  zo  wall,  aure  'noueh  you  '11  vin 
A  merry  Kuratmas  down  to  Varm. 

An'  sinffin',  too,  you  mid  depen', 

'Tea  JOE  've  a-got  the  aingin'  veaea, 
You  've  a-yeerd  his  "  Never  lose  afren'," 

Do  zim  to  fair  a-shake  the  pkaoe. 
An'  GAHGE'll  rubby  out  a  toon 

Wi'  's  old  girt  viddle  'gin  hia  knee, 
An'  zet  t'  young  volk  a-dancin'  soon, 

So  party  like  's  you  ever  zee. 
An'  Missus,  her  do  bid  me  zay 

As  us  '11  gie  ee  welcome  warm — 
An'  zo  us  wull,  so  sure 's  the  day — 

An'  a  merry  Knrstmas  down  to  Varm ! 


MOTTO  FOE  BICYCLIST  BEGINNERS.—"  No 
»•»',  ted  tape  cadendo!" 


OPEN  CONFESSION; 

Or,  The  Rhymester's  Revenge. 
"  RHYME  me  no  rhymes ! "  the  cynic  says, 

In  accents  stern  and  terse ; 
But  I  admit  my  early  days 

Were  given  up  to  verse. 

Some  say  'tis  hard  to  be  a  bard, 

/  did  not  find  it  so. 
Parnassus  in  one's  own  back-yard 

Comes  easy,  don'tcherknow. 

I'd  stretch  myaelf  on  couch  or  bed, 

And  like  a  blue-fly  hum  ; 
And  gently  rub  my  chin,  or  head, 

And  then  the  rhymes  would  come. 

I  cared  not.  in  my  lyric  pride, 
What  subject  fired  my  rhymes. 

I  think  I  could  have  veraified 
A  copy  of  the  Times. 

Like  one  of  those  Impressionists 
I  thought  all  work  was  crude 

That  was  not  whelmed  in  muddy  mists, 
Or  could  be  understood. 

And  so  I  rhymed  and  rhymed  away, 

As  seemed  to  be  my  fate ; 
And  felt  that  I  should  be,  some  day, 

A  Poet  Laureate  I 

Because,  whatever  theme  might  flit 

Before  me,  hot-and-hot, 
I  found  I  could  spin  rhymea  on  it 

Much  easier  than  not. 

But  somehow  critics  had  a  way, — 

And  it  was  very  hard ! — 
Of  calling  me— why  I  can't  say — 

A — hang  it ! — "  minor  bard." 

They  'd  lump  together  five  or  six 

Tootlers  of  tweedledee ; 
And  in  that  minor-minetrel-mix 

They  always  mentioned  Me  I 

Some  of  these  minor  bards  were  gay, 

And  some  exceeding  solemn ; 
But  /was  dragged  in,  any  way,    • 
•    Just  to  fill  up  the  column. 

•  Now  minor  critic  ways,  at  times, 

Will  rile  the  mildest  folka ; 
And  so  I  gave  up  making  rhymes, 
And  took  to  making  jokes. 

It  was  not  quite  so  easy,  no ! 

A  poet,  bard,  or  scald, 
May  have  a  lot  of  hair,  but  0, 

Your  jester 's  always  bald ! 

'Twas  not  enough  to  rub  my  head, 

I  had  to  tear  and  scratch  it. 
Only  six  hairs,  and  they  are  red, 

To-day  remain  to  thatch  it. 

And  now  those  critics  say,  at  times 

I  rise  to  a  poor  pun ; 
But  that,  as  minor  were  my  rhymes, 

So  minus  is  my  fun ! 

De  minimis  non  cur  at  lex  ! 

No,  nor  the  critics  either  I 
But  now,  their  cynic  souls  to  vex, 

I  rhyme  and  joke  together  ! 

And  now  they  swear — their  cheek  sublime 
A  saint  might  well  provoke  1 — 

That  while  mjtjokings  may  be  rhyme, 
My  rhymings  are  no  joke ! 


A  CASE  or  Fizz.— The  champagne  which, 
till  tasted,  most  effectually  conceals  its  dry 
quality  is,  of  course,  Heid-sieck,  and  that 
which  keepa  its  manufacturing  secret  beat  is 
undoubtedly  Mumm. 


'     a 

I  ; 

**• 

s  * 


5  a 

5'    02 

PS 


w 


tel 

O 


!§ 


s 

S'    H 

SB 


DBOBUBER  21,  1895.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


297 


SPORTIVE  SONGS. 

THE  CRUEL  COMPLAINT  OF  A 

CRICKiTBR. 

THE  game  you  couldn't  under- 
stand 

AtLords — asked  my  advice — 
E'en  as  I  took  your  soft  round 

hand 

Yonreyessent  such  a  "ties." 
Your  laughing  lips  with  many 

a  pout, 

Next  challenged  me  to  win  ; 

Yet  yesterday  I  found  you  out 

No  longer  taken  in.       r^ 

You  scored  off  me  in  point  of 

You  caused  my  slips  of  style ; 
If  T  essayed  to  make  a  hit 

You  bowled  me  with  a  smile. 
My  poor  defence  'gainst  jour 
attack 

Was  not  an  equal  match, 
For  when  I  dared  to  play  you 
back 

You  knew  you  had  a  catch. 

Last  night  you  out  me  at  a 

dance, 

' '  Lost  ball ! "  I  madly  cried , 
To  others  though  you  gave  a 

chance, 

I  never  left  your  side.  Fdoff, 
Your  colours  then  I  did  not 

Nor  sought  my  card  to  fill 
Till  supper,  when  you  stay'd 

long  off, 
While  I  might  long  on  still. 

My  wrath  you  raised  to  such  a 
pitch 

Through  all  that  long,  long 

hop,  [which 

That  love  is   now   a  demon 

Must  find  a  long,  long  stop. 
I  '11  end  my  innings  while  1  may 

The  willow  wear  in  peace, 
So  let  another  test  your  play 

From  off  his  popping  crease! 


First  Lady.  "  LOSH,  BUT  THE  DOCTOR  WAS  OR  AN'  THE  DAT  I  " 

Second  Lady.  "  H'.w  I    D'TE  THINK  HE  ig  AS  CLEVER  AS  HE  USED  TAB 

BE?" 

First  Lady  (astonished).  "CLEVER  !— HE'S  FAUR  CLEVERER,  BUT  WE  DINHA 
UN'KRSTAN'  HIM  NOO  I  " 


"BE  IT  COSINESS." 

(By  Max  iferrbvom.) 

WITH  gibe  and  je«t,  I  wrot« 

my  beet, 

On  leaving  Alma  Mat«r, 
In  language  quaint  defended 

paint. 
And  now  disparage  Pater. 

King  OFOKOK  I  chaffed,  aad 

lightly  laughed 
At  18X0  crazes, 
In  dainty  prose  I  wrote  of 

how, 
And  sang  a  dandy's  praiies. 

Now  London  gay  I  leave  for 

aye, 

A  villa  I  've  been  buying, 
A  life-long  lease— to  live  in 


The  life  for  which  I'  m  sighing. 
Not  i>t  i  nee  nor  CZAR,  nor  SHAH- 

Z1DA 

(Though  gaudy  be  his  turban), 
Nor  Royal  boy  can  know  the 

joy 
Of  oounesa  suburban ! 

All  day  the  news  I  11  read,  and 

muse 

Of  all  that  was  and  will  be  ; 
If  bored  I  feel,  to  town  I'll 

steal, 
Once  more  to  witness  Trilby. 


STARTLING  IHTELLIGKHCI  !  1 
—  Mr.  LICIT,  reported  us 
elected  for  Dublin  L'nirertitu 
(December  6),  «  NOT  Iff 
the  ninety-seventh  edition  of 
Kelly1*  Pott  Office  London 
Directory  for  1896. 
"P.  0.  L.  D."  out!  and 
LICIT  not  in ! 


STUDIES  IN  MODEEN  JOURNALISM. 

No.  L— IN  THE  TALKINO-ROOM. 

"  WHAT,"  inquired  the  Eminent  Person,  "  shall  we  talk  about  this 
week?" 

_"  Oh,  the  usual  subjects."  said  the  Ordinary  Man.  "  Let's  begin 
with  the  police- courts.  We  mostly  get  a  paragraph  or  two  out  of 
them.  There's  always  JANE  CAKEHHEAD,  you  know,  if  other  subjects 
fail.  We  haven't  discussed  her  more  than  twenty  times  already." 

"I  object,"  said  the  Poet,  firmly.  "It's  all  very  well  for  you. 
The  Journalist  studies  this  kind  of  thing  professionally,  the  Emi- 
nent Person  always  shows  a  keen  interest  in  pickpockets,  and  the  M  ere 
Boy  can  make  bad  puns  on  any  subject ;  but  where  do  I  come  in '! 
Let  us  choose  a  topic  which  will  allow  me  to  introduce  a  few  verses — 
not  necessarily  for  publication,  but  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith." 

"Certainly  not,"  said  the  Journalist;  "  the  editorial  waste-paper 
baskets  are  full  enough  already.  No,  we'll  give  our  attention  to 
politics.  Take  the  Turkish  question,  for  instance.  To  begin  with  a 
strikingly  original  remark,  let  me  say  that  the  SULTAN'S  position  is 
one  of  some  difficulty.  To  judge  by  the  telegrams " 

"  Would  be  absurd,"  put  in  the  Ordinary  Man.  "  They  are 
written  by  Journalists,  and  all  Journalists  are  bars.  Yon,  I  believe, 
are  a  Journalist." 

"  For  myself,"  observed  the  Eminent  Person,  thoughtfully,  "  I 
think  we  might  choose  a  less  hackneyed  subject.  Perhaps 

"Hush,  please,"  interrupted  the  Mere  Boy.  "It's  quite  time  I 
made  a  joke.  I  always  do  at  the  end  of  a  paragraph.  Are  you 
ready  ?  Turkey  is  always  seasonable  about  Christmas.  Thank  you. 
Next  paragraph,  please. ' 

****** 

"  Is  the  door  locked  P  "  asked  the  Ordinary  Man. 

"  No,"  said  the  Poet,  with  some  surprise,  "  why  ?  " 

The  Ordinary  Man  rose  from  his  chair,  walked  across  the  room, 

locked  the  door,  stuffed  a  piece  of  paper  into  the  keyhole,  and  returned. 

"  Because  I  want  a  little  quite  private  conversation  wi 


"  Jehoshaphat  I "  said  the  Mere  Boy. 

"  Yon,"  said  the  Ordinary  Man,  looking  at  him  severely,  "  are  the 
mere  nuisance.  Yon  make  idiotic  remarks  and  atrocious  puns.  You 
were  amusing  once,  but  we've  had  enough  of  yon  long  ago,  and  the 
sooner  you  clear  out  of  the  talking-room  the  better.  You  other  three 
are  frauds— bad  frauds.  You  all  talk  exactly  alike.  Mr.  Eminent 
Person,  I  should  be  glad  to  know  in  what  your  eminence  consist*. 
Your  verses,  my  Poet,  are  simply  beneath  contempt  And  yon, 
Mr.  Journalist,  reel  off  platitudes  exactly  like  the  Poet  or  the 
Eminent  Person,  except  when  yon  happen  to  be  understudying  the 
Mere  Boy.  I  am  sick  of  the  lot  of  you  1 " 

"  Indeed,"  cried  the  Eminent  Person,  with  infinite  sarcasm ;  "  and 
how  about  your  own  twaddle,  please  P  " 

The  Ordinary  man  waved  a  deprecating  hand.  "Oh,  that  is 
another  matter.  I  only  profess  to  be  the  Ordinary  Man,  and  I  talk 
like  one.  Whether  it  is  worth  while  to  print  every  week  the  most 
ordinary  remarks  of  a  very  ordinary  man  is,  of  course,  a  matter  of 
opinion.  But  as  for  you,  you  contemptible  dummies " 

A  heavy  volume  of  verse  flung  by  the  Poet  caught  him  in  the  eye. 
It  was  the  signal  for  a  general  scrimmage.  Half-an-hour  later  five 
men,  badly  wounded  and  beaten  black  and  white,  might  have  been 
seen  descending  the  staircase  in  silence.  They  were  not  on  speaking- 
terms  for  seven  days.  Only  the  Mere  Boy,  from  the  force  of  habit, 
attempted  a  final  remark  to  round  off  the  column  for  that  week. 

"  A  Painful  Saene,"  muttered  the  Mere  Boy. 


yon. 


quite  private  conversation  with  the  rest  of 
One  of  yon  is  a  nuisance,  and  the  other  three  are  frauds ! " 


THE  END  OF  THB  NEW  WOMAN. — The  crash  has  come  at  last. 
While  we  have  all  been  talking,  and  denouncing,  and  writing. 
Society,  it  seems,  has  been  taking  quiet,  but  decided  action.  The 
statute  rendering  it  a  penal  offence  to  be  a  New  Woman  was  passed 
through  all  its  stages  so  secretly  that  no  newspaper  appear*  to  have 
had  the  least  inkling  of  it  However,  it  is  in  force,  and  has  been 
acted  upon,  for  in  the  Oxford  Timet,  of  December  7,  we  read  that 
"  the  Rev.  C.  KNIGHT  NEWTON,  chaplain  at  Oxford  Castle,  has  been 
promoted  and  transferred  to  the  new  women's  Convict  Prison  at 
Aylesbury." 
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UNSIGNED    MAGAZINE   ARTICLES, 

Keats- Jones.  "I  BAT,  JTJST  LOOK  WHAT  SOME  ANONYMOUS . Ass, IN 
TBS  KSACKXR  SAYS'  ABOUT  THOSE  SONNETS  'OF  MINE,  WHICH  YOU 
TOLD  MB  YOU  CONSIDERED  AS  GOOD  AS  WOBDSWOBTH'S  1  " 

Shelley-Brawn.  "MY  DSAR  FELLOW,  WE  "BE  IN  THE  SAME  BOAT! 

YOU  KNOW  THAT  LAST    BOOK    OF    MINX    THAT    YOU    SAID  YOU  LIKED 

so  MUCH?     WELL,  JCST  SEE  WHAT  's  SAID  OF  IT  IN  TBS  GADFLY! 

I    WOtfDSR   WHO  THE  FOOL  IS  I " 

[Keats- Jones  is  the  Author  of  the  "  Gadfly  "  review  of  Brown's  look, 
and  Shelley-Brown  writes  all  the  literary  notices  in  the  "Knacker." 


BROWNING  AT  BROWNING  HALL; 

Or,  Love  amongst  the  (Human)  Ruins. 

MB.  ASQUITH  took  part,  on  November  21,  in  the  public  inaugura- 
tion of  ihe  Robert  Browning  '-SScial  Settlement,  York  Street, 
Walworth  Road,  a  district  with  more  than  115,000  inhabitants, 
mostly  poor,  to  the  square  mile.  The  hall  where  the  meeting  was 
held,  known  of  old  as  Lock's  Fields  Meeting  House  (built  in  1790), 
was  once  a  Congregational  chapel  in  what  was  long  a  well-to-do 
neighbourhood,  and  was  attended  by  ROBERT  BBOWNING'S  family, 
the  Doet  himself  having  been  baptised  there.  Mr.  ASQUITH  well 
described  the  business  as  "  an  attempt  to  grapple  with  some  of  the 
most  pressing,  and  at  the  same  time  intractable  of  the  social  problems 
of  metropolitan  life,  by  planting  in  the  very  heart  of  districts  whose 
necessities  were  greatest  colonies  or  settlements  of  educated  men  and 
women." 

Shade  of  the  Author  of  "  Sordello"  tings:— 

Can  the  poet,  memory- warmed,  do  aught  but  smile 

On  that  mile 
Of  poverty's  scanty  pastures,  where  toil's  sheep 

Herd  and  creep, 
That  square  mile  of  clustering  tenement,  coster- crop, 

And  email  shop  ? 

"Twas  the  home  once  of  the  well-to-do  and  gay, 

(So  they  say,) 
But  the  sordid  misery  settled  on  it  since 

Makes  me  wince. 
Choky  court,  o'er  crowded  labyrinth  spreading  far, 

Toil  and  jar  I 


Now  the  square  mile  hardly  boast  a  spindly  tree, 

As  you  see. 
Slime  and  slop  replace  old  verdure ;  offal  fills 

Gutter-rills, 
Muck  you  scarce  can  give  a  name  to  shames  the  sun, 

As  they  run. 

Where  the  Congregational  Chapel  which  I  knew,1 

Well-to-do, 
Stood,  they  now  have  got  a  building  which  they  call 

Browning  Hall ! 
Whence  at  eve  you  hear  the  husky  coster  squalls 

From  their  stalls. 

Where  a  multitude  of  cits  breathed  joy  and  woe, 

Long  ago, 
Love  of  fellows  pricks  the  hearts  up  of  a  ftw, 

Brave  and  true, 
To  make  a  "  Social  Settlement,"  called,  I  see, 

After  me  I 

Well !    It  does  me  truer  honour,  I  protest 

Than  Ihe  quest 
Of  my  minor  mystic  meanings,  cryptic,  crude, 

By  the  brood 
Of  "  disciples  "  who  at  meetings  Browning-Cl'ibl  ish 

Talk  such  rubbish ! 

HEBBEBT  STEAD,  the  worthy  warden,  plies  the  tatk,  with 

Aid  from  ASQUITH  ; 
It  was  tireless  Canon  BABNETT  put  in  moticn 

This  good  notion, 
Though  some  chaffed  him,  as  the  votaries  of  Pt  oh- PC  oh 

Always  do. 

For  "  respectables  "  to  settle  in  such  slums, 

Where  toil  hums, 
And  to  dwell  amidst  much  dirt  and  noise  and  T  ioa, 

Is  not  "nice" ; 
And  Walworth  is  no  Eden  (with  such,  smells),  ' 

For  bland  swells  I 

But  here  Culture,  in  the  spirit  of  true  neighbou', 

Lives  with  Labour ; 
And  with  wisdom,  love,  and  unsectarian  piety, 

t      Lends  variety 
To  that  gloom  which  for 'poor  workers  and  their  wives 

Spoils  their  lives.  . 

There  are  lectures,  classes,  clubs,  "  larks  "  not  a  few, 

Outings  too  1 
In-  and  out-door  recreation  they,  all  share, 

For  their  care 
Is  to  "  chum-in  "  with  poor  folk  in  grief  or  joy,— 

Girl  and  boy ! 

Well,  a  Walworth  chap  may  not  quite  grasp  Sordello, 

Poor,  good,  fellow ! 
Bat  the  author  of  Sordello  hath  the  whim 

To  grasp  him  : 
And  for  Hall  and  Settlement  to  bear  his  name, 

He  holds  fame  I 

With  this  Robert  Browning  Social  Settlement 

I  "m  content. 
Over  poverty,  pain,  folly,  noise  and  sin, 

May  they  win. 
As  I  sang,  despite  wit,  wealth,  fame,  and  the  rest, 

"Love  is  best!"" 

*  Last  line  of  BROWNING'S  "  Love  among  the  Ruins." 


GOOD  OLD  TJMES  BEVIVJSD,  AND  A  SUGGESTION.— Years  a?o,  The 
Finding  of  the  Body  of  HAKOLD  need  to  be  considered  the  subject 
par  excellence  to  be  tackled  by  all  aspirants  for  Royal  Academical 
honours.  Now  it  is  "  The  Finding  of  Moses  "  which  has  procured 
a  gold  medal  and  travelling  studentship  of  £200  for  HABBT  ROBEBT 
MILCIIAM.  The  fact  of  this  picture  having  won  the  first  prize  at  the 
hands  of  Sir  FREDERIC  LEIGHTON,  P.R.A.,— whom  Mr.  Punch 
welcomes  back  again,  as  perfectly  restored  as  a  Vandyck  at  an 
exhibition  of  Old  Masters,— should  suggest  to  the  successful  young 
artist  a  companion  subject  in  "  The  Finding  of  the  Jury" 


STABTUNG  ! — The  Marquis  of  LOBNE  has  been  taken  up  by  A 
Constable,— that  is,  his  Lordship,  as  an  Author,  has  been  taken  up  by 
Messrs.  A.  CONSTABLE  &  Co.,  who  have  published  the  Markis's  book 
From  Shadow  to  Sunlight. 
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forge  Augustus 


BORN,  Nov.  24,  1828.    DIED,  DBC.  8,  1895. 

MOST  graphic  piotnrer  of  the  Passing  Show 

We  wayfarers  call  Life,  he  passes  too, 
Midst  sorrow's  requiem  reverent  and  low  ; 
He  who  knew  all,  and  whom  the  whole 

world  knew. 

The  curtain  falls  upon  the  pageant  strange 
He  loved,  and  limned  in  its  most  striking 

phases, 
"  The  world's  great  raree-show,"  whose  motley 

range, 
Its  wars,  its  fetes,  its  courts,  its  crowds, 

its  crazes, 

His  keen  eye  followedv  his  quick  pencil  caught, 

In  all  its  surface  tints  and  shifting  humours, 

That  wondrous  pageant  with  quaint  follies 

fraught, 
And  echoing  to  strange  voices  and  wild 

rumours. 

Incarnate  echo  he,  of  year,  week,  day, 
Or   Dionysius-ear   through   which    there 

sounded 

An  Age's  gossip  genial,  graphic,  gay  ; 
And    though   that   Age   with    ana    has 

abounded, 

Hi*  will  he  miesed  ;  and  that  distinctive  voice, 
Trenchant,    inimitable,    quaint,    strong- 

hearted, 

At  which,  in  youth,  we  elders  did  rejoice, 
And  from  whose  spell  we   never  wholly 

parted, 
Many  will  long  remember  and  regret. 

Twice  Round  the  Clock  in  London  years 

ago. 

He,  and  McCoNirEr.,  took  us.    Even  yet 
We  feel  the  graphic  warmth,  the  humorous 

Of  many  a  well-told  story,  vivid  sketch, 
And  rambling  gossip  in  that  young-old 

time, 

When  it  required,  in  sooth,  less  force  to  fetch 
Praise  to  our  lips  for   passing   prose   or 

rhyme. 

When  Houiehold  Wordi,  with  plain,  nn- 
p:ctured  pages.  [men," 

Moved  by  "the  Master  "  and  his  "  merry 
Came  to  us  as  the  voice  of  wits  and  sages. 

Well,  quidnuncs  tell  us  'tis  not  now  as  then, 
Nor  is  it,  verily,  since  we  now  are  plumbing 

A  more  profound  and  pessimistic  day, 
Sadder,  and  far   more   shrieky,    more  be- 

numbing 

To  instinct  genial,  and  to  impulse  gay. 
But  memory  will  not,  cannot  doff  it  wholly, 
The    poor    old    motley   now   so   out   of 

fashion  ; 
Nor  yield  to  the  new  modish  melancholy, 

Muddy  profundity  and  monstrous  passion. 
To  deal  with  DICKENS  as  a  fallen  Dagon, 

And  with  his  "  boys  "  as  a  mimetic  rush, 
Old  mirth  as  born  of  folly  and  the  flagon, 
And  old  humanities  as  bleat  and  gush, 
May  please  our  younger  "lions"  when  they 

bray, 
But  the  "  young  lions  "  of  GEORGE  SALA'S 

prime, 

Roared,  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  their  day, 
Whereat  let  whoso  will  tilt  nose  sublime. 
Punch  parts  with  an  old  friend  in  kindly 

sorrow, 

Loses  an  old  contributor  with  grief, 

And  trusts  his    kindred    solace   sure   may 

borrow  [leaf, 

From  knowledge  that  his  fame  is  green  of 

Although  the  days   seem   dry-as-dnst  and 

dreary. 

For  there  be  many  in  the  haunts  of  men 
Who'll  miss  the   gossip  gay,  the  wisdom 

cheery, 
That  fell  for  forty  years  from  SALA'S  pen. 


ANAORAM.-"Sala"  ....  "Alas!" 


HER    FIRST    PLAY. 

Mamma  (who  has  taken  Miss  Effit,  at  a  great  treat,  to  a  morning  performance).   "Ho«H, 
DKAX  I    Yon  MUSTN'T  TALK  I  " 

Miss  Effie  (with  clear  sense  ofinjiutice,  and  pointing  to  the  ttage).    "  BUT,  MuMMT,— IBtr '«« 

TALKING  I " 


TO  A  WESTERLY  GALE  IN  LONDON. 

HAIL,  western  wind  which  blows  away 

The  fog,  of  all  things  most  depressing ; 
You  are,  on  any  winter  day, 
A  blessing  I 

And  if  instead  of  rain  yon  bring 

Some  sunshine  to  this  sombre  city, 
In  praise  of  you  we  well  may  ting 
A  ditty. 

You  dry  the  streets,  0  welcome  breeze  I 
No  fog,  no  mud,  no  pavements  slimy, 
And  London  thus  at  times  one  sees 
Less  grimy. 

We  almost  think  of  country,  you 
Blow  through  the  streets,  dark,  stuffy, 
narrow, 


With  fresher  air  that  comes  from  Kew, 
Or  Harrow. 

Forgive  me  if,  when  praising  such 

A  benefactor,  I  should  mildly 
Suggest  that  you  might  do  as  much 
Less  wildly. 

In  London,  though  a  cyclone  blows, 

Sju'westers  aren't  considered  proper ; 
Oie  must  be  neat— By  Jove,  there  goes 
My  topper ! 

COMPARISON.  —  "  Ah ! "  qnoth  our  own 
School-boy,  "  I  dare  say  Chrutmas  in  the 
olden  time  was  very  jolly.  I  'm  no  laudator 
temporit  acti.  Bother  the  Christmas  Part. 
What  /  like  is  the  Christmas  Present,— and 
lots  of 'em." 
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and  has  re  com- 


JOTTINGS   AND    TITTLINGS. 

(Br  BABOO  HUBBY  BUNGSHO  JABBEBJEE,  B.A.) 

No.  I. 

WHEN  I  first  received  intimation  from  the  supernal  and  spanking 
hand  of  Hon'ble  Mr.  Punch,  that  he  smiled  with  fatherly  benignity 
at  my  humble  request  that  he  should  offer  myself  as  a  regular 
poorly-paid  contributor,  I  blessed  my  stars  and  was  as  if  to  jump  over 
the  moon  for  jubilation  and  sprightf  ulness. 

But,  heigh-ho!  turgit  amari  aliqttid,  and  his  condescending 
patronage  was  dolefully  alloyed  with  the  inevitable  dash  of  bitters 
which,  as  Poet  SHAKSFEARE  remarks,  withers  the  galled  jade  until 
it  winces.  For  with  an  iron  heel  has  Hon'ble  Mr.  P.  declined 
sundry  essays  of  enormous  length  and  importance,  composed  in 
Addisonian,  Johnsonian,  and  Gribbonian  phraseology  on  assorted 
topics,  such  as  "Love,"  "Civilization,"  "Matrimony,"  "Supersti- 
tion," "Is  Courage  a  Virtue,  or  Vice  Vena?"  •""*  *•"  «<««"- 
mended  me  instead  to  devote  my  pen  to 
quite  ephemeral  and  fugacious  topics, 
and  merely  commit  to  paper  snch  reflec- 
tions, critical  opinions,  and  experiences 
as  may  turn  up  in  the  potluck  of  my 
daily  career. 

What  wonder  that  on  reading  such  a 
line  qua  nun  and  ultimatum  my  vox 
faucibut  Jicesit  and  stuck  in  my  gizzard 
with  bashful  fheepishness,  for  how  to 
convulse  the  Thames  and  set  it  on  fire 
and  all  agog  with  amazement  at  the 
humdrum  incidents  cf  so  very  ordinary 
an  existence  as  mine,  which  is  spent  in 
the  diligent  study  of  Roman,  Common, 
International,  and  Canonical  Law  from 
morn  to  dewy  eve  in  the  lecture-hall  or 
the  library  of  my  inn,  and.  as  soon  as 
the  shades  of  night  are  falling  fast,  in 
returning  to  my  domicilium  at  Lad  broke 
Grove  with  the  undeviating  punctuality 
of  a  tick? 

However,  being  above  all  things  de- 
sirous not  to  let  slip  the  golden  oppor- 
tunity and  pocket  the  sinews  of  war.  I 
decidid  to  let  my  diffidence  go  to  the 
wall  and  boldly  record  every  jot  and 
tittle,  however  humdrum,  with  the  criti- 
cal reflections  and  censorious  observa- 
tions arising  therefrom,  remembering 
that,  though  the  fabulous  and  moun- 
tain-engendered  mouse  was  no  doubt  at 
the  time  considered  but  a  fiasco  and  flash 
in  the  pan  by  its  maternal  progenitor, 
nevertheless  that  same  identical  mouse 
rendered  yeomanry  services  at  a  subse- 
quent period  to  the  lion  involved  ia  the 
compromising  intricacies  of  a  landing- 
net  I 

Benevolent  reader,  de  tefabula  narra- 
tur.  Perchance  the  mousey  bantlings  of 
my  insignificant  brain  may  nibble  away 
the  cords  of  prejudice  and  exolusiveness  "  Let  out ! 

now  encircling  many  highly  respectable  British  lions.  Be  not  angry 
with  me  therefore,  if  in  the  character  of  a  cursed  but  good-natured 
friend,  I  venture  on  occasions  to  "  hint  dislike  and  hesitate  disgust." 
The  majestic  ard  magnificent  matron,  under  whose  aegis  I  reside 
for  rs.  20  per  week,  is  of  lofty  lineage,  though  fallen  from  that  high 
estate  into  the  peck  of  troubles,  and  compelled  (owing  to  highly 
social  disposition)  to  receive  a  number  of  small  and  select  boarders. 

Like  Jeptha h,  in  the  play  of  Hamlet,  she  has  one  fair  daughter 
and  no  more,  a  bewitching  and  well-proportioned  damsel,  as  fine  as  a 
fivepence  or  a  May-day  queen.  Notwithstanding  this,  when  I 
summon  up  my  courage  to  address  her,  she  receives  my  laborious 
politeness  with  a  cachinnation  like  that  of  a  Cheshire  cheese,  which 
strikes  me  all  of  a  heap.  Her  female  parent  excuses  to  me  snch 
flabbergasting  demeanour,  on  the  plea  that  her  daughter  is  afflicted 
with  great  shyness  and  maidenly  modesty,  but,  on  perceiving  that 
she  can  be  skittish  and  genial  in  the  company  of  other  masculines,  I 
am  forced  to  attribute  her  contumeliousness  to  the  circumstance  that 
I  am  native  gentleman  of  a  dark  complexion. 

In  addition,  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you  of  further  specimens 
of  this  inurbanity  and  bearishness  from  officials  who  are  perfect 
strangers  to  the  writer.  Each  morning  I  journey  through  the 
subterranean  bowels  of  the  earth  to  the  Temple,  and  on  a  recent 
occasion,  when  I  was  descending  the  stairs  in  haste  to  pop  into  the 
train,  lo  and  behold,  just  as  I  reached  the  gate,  it  was  shut  in  my 
nose  by  the  churlishness  of  the  jack-in-offioe ! 


At  which,  stung  to  the  quick  at  BO  unprovoked  and  unpre- 
meditated an  affront,  I  acosted  him  severely  through  the  bars<f  the 
wicket,  demanding  sarcastically,  "  Is  thit  your  boasted  British 
Jurisprudence  ?  " 

The  savage  heart  of  the  Collector  was  moved  by  my  expostulation, 
and  he  consented  to  open  the  gate,  and  imprint  a  perforated  hole  on 
my  ticket;  but,  alack  I  his  repentance  was  a  day  after  the  fair,  for 
the  train  had  already  taken  its  hook  into  the  Cimmerian  gloom  of  a 
tunnel  I  When  the  next  train  arrived,  I,  waiting  prudently  until  it 
was  quiescent,  stepped  into  a  compartment,  wherein  I  was  dismayed 
and  terrified  to  find  myself  alone  with  an  individual  and  two  lively 
young  terriers,  which  barked  minaeiously  at  my  legs. 

But  I,  with  much  presence  of  mind,  protruded  my  head  from  the 
window,  vociferating  to  those  upon  the  platform,  "Let  out!  Let 
out !  I  Fighting  dogs  are  here  III" 

And  they  met  my  appeal  with  unmannerly  jeerings,  until  the  con- 
troller of  the  train,  seeing  that  I  was  firm  in  upholding  my  dignity  of 
British  subject,  and  claiming  my  just  rights,  unfastened  the  door, 
and  permitted  me  to  escape  ;  but,  while 
I  was  yet  in  search  of  a  compartment 
where  no  canine  elements  were  in  the 
manger,  the  train  was  once  more  in 
motion,  and  I,  being  no  daredevil  to 
take  such  leap  into  the  dark,  was  a 
second  time  left  behind,  and  a  loser  of 
two  trains.  Moreover,  though  I  have 
writtfn  a  humbly  indignant  petition  to 
the  Hon'ble  Directors  of  the  Company, 
pointing  out  loss  of  time  and  incon- 
venience through  incivility,  and  asking 
for  small  pecuniary  compensation,  they 
have  assumed  the  rhinoceros  hide,  and 
nilled  my  request  with  dry  eyes. 

But  1  shall  next  make  the  further 
cnmplaint  that,  even  when  making  every 
effort  to  do  the  civil,  the  result  is  apt 
to  kill  with  kindness ;  and— as  King 
CHARLES  THE  FIRST,  when  they  were 
shuffling  off  his  mortal  coil,  politely 
apologised  for  the  unconscionable  time 
that  his  head  took  to  decapitate— so  I, 
too,  must  draw  attention  to  the  fact 
that  the  duration  of  formal,  ceremonious 
visits,  is  far  too  protracted  and  long 
drawn  out. 

Crede  experto,  A  certain  young 
English  gentleman,  dwelling  in  the 
Temple,  whose  acquaintance  I  have 
formed,  earnestly  requested  that  I 
should  do  him  the  honour  of  a  visit ; 
and  recently,  wishing  to  be  hail  fellow 
well  met,  I  presented  myself  before  him 
about  9.30  A.M. 

He  greeted  me  with  effusion,  shaking 
me  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  begging 
me    to   be   seated,   and   making  many 
inquiries,  whether  I  preferred  India  to 
England,    and   what    progress    I    was 
making  in  my  studies,  &c. ,  and  so  forth, 
_        all  of  which  I  answered  faithfully,  to 
Let  out!!"  the  best  of  my  abilities. 

After  that  he  addressed  me  by  fits  and  starts  and  longo  intervallo, 
yet  displaying  so  manifest  and  absorbent  a  delight  in  my  society  that 
he  c  )uld  not  bring  himself  to  terminate  the  audience,  while  I  was  to 
conceal  my  immense  wearisameness  and  the  ardent  desire  I  had  con- 
ceived to  leave  him. 

And  thus  he  detained  me  there  hour  after  hour,  until  five  minutes 
past  one  P.M.,  when  he  recollected,  with  many  professions  of  chagrin, 
that  he  had  an  appointment  to  take  his  tiffin,  and  dismissed  me, 
inviting  me  cordially  to  come  again. 

If,  however,  it  is  expected  of  me  that  I  can  devote  three  hours  and 
a  half  to  ceremonial  civilities,  I  must  respectfully  answer  with  a 
Nolo  episcopari,  for  my  time  is  more  precious  than  rubiep,  and  so  I 
will  beg  not  only  Mr.  HOSEYBALL,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-law,  but  all 
other  Anglo-Saxon  friends  and  their  families,  to  accept  this  as  a 
verbum  sap.  and  wink  to  a  blind  horse. 


LITEKABY  INTELLIGENCE. — Encouraged  by  the  success  achieved  by 
his  sprightly  account  of  a  recent  adventurousvoyage  to  the  Cape,  Baron 
FERDINAND  DE  ROTHSCHILD,  M. P.,  is  engaged  upon  a  more  important 
literary  work,  which,  when  completed,  will  inevitably  find  itself  in 
competition  with  what  is,  perhaps,  the  best  known  book  published  in 
the  reign  of  JAMES  THE  SECOND.  The  first  essay  in  literature  was 
printed  for  circulation  among  the  Baron's  personal  friends.  It  is  to 
be  hoped  that  his  magnum  opus  may  reach  even  a  wider  circle. 


DKOHMBER   28,    1895.] 
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SCENE  FBOM  SHAKSPEARIAN  PANIOMIME." 
"  WHKHB  oor'gx  THOU  THAT  Goes*  ?— LOOK  I "— (Macbeth,  Act  V.,  So.  3.) 


EGO! 

["Personal  reminiscences  are  to-day  all  the 
rage."—  Vide  Daily  Preis.] 

To  begin  with,  I  must  make  an  apology. 

In  my  character  of  autobiographer  I 
apologise  to  him  who  (seeing  (low  illus- 
trious and  important  a  man  I  am)  would 
have  been  deputed,  or  would  have  deputed 
himself,  to  write-^after  my  dissolution— 
the  record  of  my  life.  I "  spoof  "  him-to 
use  a  latter-day  term — by  setting  down  in  an 
(erf.  perennius  form  my  own  reminiscences. 

I  beg  his  pardon  for  this  act  of  spoofery. 

If  there  is  anything  to  be  made,  pecu- 
niarily, from  the  recorded  events  of  a 
career  more  or  less— I  know  mor« — dis- 
tinguished, coram  publico,  let  that  profit 
"say  I"  fall  into  his  hands  whose  few 
years'  course  of  utefulness  may  be  thought 
worthy  of  recapitulation. 

I  consider  the  events  of  my  past  years 
sufficiently  important.  My  would-be  bio- 
grapher, I  am  told,  is  of  opinion  that  there 
is  in  my  career  matter  sufficiently  in- 
teresting to  be  handed  down  to  posterity. 
I  therefore  sit  down  to  write  my  own  bio- 
graphy myself.  I  am  extremely  sorry  for 
my  would-be  biographer,  bat  following  the 
advice  of  the  immortal  Scotchman,  SAMUEL 
SMILES,  I  help  my  self  to  myself,  and  rejoice 


that,  after  the  completion  of  this  volume, 
there  will  be  nothing  mart  to  be  laid  on 
the  subject.  That,  in  once,  settles  the  bio- 
grapher. There  is  nothing  more  harrowing 
to  a  respectable  Shade  than  the  idea  that 
some  corporeal  nonentity  is  writing,  or 
about  to  write,  a  fix-shilling  post- 
mortem (])  dissertation  upon  his  embodied 
existence. 

My  life  ha?  been  an  arduous  one,  and 

though,  as  I  have  reason  to  belisve,  no  one 

has  ever  had  occasion  "  to  write  me  down 

,  an  ass,"  I  have  excellent  reasons  for  think- 

|  ing  that  this  volume  will  be  generally  found 

bound  in  calf. 

In  the  following  chapters  I  have  taken 
pains  to  deal  with  incidents  in  my  life 
which,  according  to  my  conception,  I  fancy 
to  be  of  Borne  interest  to  the  reading  public. 
Thus  early  days  in  the  nursery,  tantrums 
and  spankings,  surreptitious  bird  nest  ing 
expeditions,  and  wading  in  the  duck-pond. 
My  first  (and  last,  of  course)  white  lie,  and 
its  consequences.  A  precocious  pipe,  ele- 
mentary erudition,  and  the  mastery  of 
"tears  without  learning."  Am  sent  to 
Cheam  School,  thence  to  Eton  College, 
where  am  stigmatised  as  a  blockhead,  and 
rapidly  introduced  to  the  Warre  Office, 
&o.,  &o.  [And  to  waste-paper  basket.  To 
be  discontinued. —  ED.] 


THE  CHRISTMAS-KEEPER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

(Cynical  Version.} 

Question.  What  is  your  'opinion  of  the  Merry 
Season  P 

^nitrer.  That/as  it  oinnot  be  cured,  it  must  be 
endured. 

Q.  Then  yon  do  not  consider  it  jovial  P 

A.  Certainly  not,  with  its  bill*,  colds,  and  tad 
memories. 

Q.  Are  not  children's  parties  pleasant  ? 

A.  Only  to  the  doctors,  who  take  a  professional 
interest  in  the  results  of  gormandising  and  over- 
excitement. 

Q.  Do  TOU  not  think  that  a  family  gathering  is 
delightful  ? 

A.  Only  from  a  humorous  point  of  view.  It  it 
certainly  grimly  amusing  to  see  relatives  who  meet 
but  oDfte  a  year  at  loggerheads. 

Q.  Hut  is  a  quarrel  inevitable  when  kinsman 
meets  kinsman  P 

A.  Certainly ;  unless  strangers  are  present  to 
preserve  appearances  and  the  peace. 

Q.  Is  there  not  poetry  in  the  turkey,  roast 
beef,  and  plum  pudding  P 

A.  Scarcely.  Indigestion  would  be  nearer  the 
mark. 

Q.  And  yet  you  would  keep  Christmas  P 

A.  In  my  own  way.  I  would  carefully  forget 
all  about  it,  and  spend  the  last  days  of  December 
either  in  Paris  or  at  Brighton. 


Quoth  Dunraven  "Nevermore." 
[It  ii  reported  in  yachting  circle*  that  Sir  GEOEOI 
NBWNEB  will  challenge  for  the  America  Cup  next  year.] 

0 1  BOLD  Sir  GEORGE,  be  warned  by  me, 

And  stay  your  eager  hand  1 
Don't  waste  your  Tit  Bite  on  the  sea, 

But  cleave  unto  the  Strand  I 


UNDER    THE    MISTLETOE. 

ME.    POKCH   AND  Ml88   DOLLT 


VOL.   Oil, 
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'THE    COMPLIMENTS    OF    THE    SEASON!!" 


to  reBisty  ery  means  in 
"  which  after  invocation 


Venezuela  and  British  Guiana)  should,  of  course,  be  conducted  carefully  and 
__„.„„.„.,.  „,  uvdgreis)  and  accepted,  it  will,  in  my  opinion,  be  the  duty  of  the  United  States 
'«°,\Uf       t    ,r'g        "id  interests,  the  appropriation  by  Great  Britain  of  any  lands,"  &c.,  &c., 
long  to  Venezuela. '— f  resident  Cleveland's  Message  to  C>,ngren,  v\de  "  Times,"  Dee.  IS.] 


DEUEMBBR  28,  1890.] 
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STUDIES  IN   MODERN  JOURNALISM. 

NO.    II. — AT  THK   SlON  OF  THK  SNIP. 

To  return  once  more  to  a  very  interesting 
topic.  I  picked  np  at  a  second-hand  book- 
stall the  other  day  a  curious  little  tempe- 
rance tract,  by  a  M.  FUMISTK,  of  Paris. 
Now  he  asserts  in  it  that  JEAITNE  D'ABC 
was  a  rabid  teetotaller,  and  that  she  made 
all  her  followers  wear  blue  ribbons,  a  theory 
which  is  of  the  utmost  importance.  Bat 
can  we  believe  it?  One  must  remember 
that  almost  all  the  great  warriors  used  to 
drink— wisely,  of  course,  and  not  too  well 
—before  battle.  Thus  aid  ACHILLES  and 
MICKY  FKEE,  and  the  celebrated  Aztec 
genera],  AsgEMpATOHL —  they  all  "took 
their  whack,"  like  Mr.  HABHY  FOKEB,  and 
why  not  the  soldiers  of  LA  PDCELLH?  There 
is  plenty  of  hard  drinking,  too,  in  the  Sagas. 
Anyhow,  M.  FUMISTE'S  argument  hardly 
seems  cunvineinr.  Then  he  attempts  to 
prove  that  the  Maid  liked  her  eggs  hard 
boiled.  Well,  that  is  too  big  a  question  for 
me  to  go  into  now,  but  I  hope  to  say  a  little 
about  it  in  my  next  six  monthly  instalments. 

Now  let  us  talk  a  little  about  the  dear 
spooks.  Here  is  an  interesting  and  well- 
authenticated  story  of  second  sight.  Mrs. 
A.,  a  widow  living  in  Devonshire,  fell 
asleep  in  her  chair  one  morning,  and  dreamed 
that  she  saw  her  eon,  I!.,  who  was  in 
London  at  the  time,  fall  into  the  Serpen- 
tine. Directly  she  awoke  she  jotted  down 
the  hour  (1,15  P.M.),  and  told  her  dream  to 
the  other  members  of  her  household.  Now 
comes  the  strange  part  of  the  story.  At 
that  very  moment,  as  it  afterwards  proved, 
B.  had  been  eating  pigeon-pie  in  a  Fleet 
Street  restaurant.  The  association  of  ideas 
peculiar  to  the  sub-conscious  self  is  thus 
strikingly  illustrated,  and  the  whole  story 
is  a  very  remarkable  one. 

IF  one  may  praise  a  book  which  has  re- 
freshed a  reader  weary  with  the  ordinary 
novel,  let  me  recommend  you  to  read  Utqut- 
bagh,  the  Red  Indian*  It  is  only  nine 
hundred  pages  long,  and  there  are  full 
descriptions  of  three  battles  in  the  first  five 
chapters,  in  which  about  five  hundred  people 
are  killed.  The  whole  volume  reeks  of  gore, 
and  the  accounts  of  the  scalping  are  bravely 
done.  This  is,  indeed,  the  true  Romance, 
and  what  a  pleasant  change  from  the  New 
Pathos,  and  the  New  Humour  1 


SOMEBODY  has  been  sending  me  verses 
again,  and  I  wish  they  wouldn't ;  I  always 
mislay  the  stupid  things;  and  then  the 
authors — genus  irrilabile  ! — are  vexed.  And 
these  aren't  even  good  verses ;  they  are  not 
about  Prince  CHABLIE,  or  salmon- fishing, 
or  golf ;  the  only  subjects  worth  a  cent.,  as 
Mr.  W.  D.  HOWELLS  would  say.  _In  fact, 
they  are  so  bad,  that  I  prefer  to  give  some 
of  my  own  instead. 

Ballads  of  bogies  and  books, 
Paragraphs  witty  and  deep, 

Subtly  allusive,  and  highly  conducive 
To  calm  and  enjoyable  sleep, 

Scorn  of  the  decadent  scribes 
(Whose  works  you  are  bidden  to  skip), 

And  praise  of  the  writing  with  plenty  of  fight- 
Are  sold  "  At  the  Sign  of  the  Snip."  [ing, 

Homer  and  A'schylus  here, 

With  Haggard  and  Weyman  you'll  find, 
Versions  of  Horace  with  tales  of  Tom  Morris 

Are  sweetly  and  neatly  combined ; 
\fjeux  d'etprit,  juggling,  or  Joan, 

Can  please  you,  with  confidence  dip 
In  the  excellent  pages  for  those  of  all  ages, 

Entitled  "  The  Sign  of  the  Snip." 

A.  L-NO. 


1  r 

v 


i       ' 


SCENE    FROM    A   SUBMARINE    PANTOMIME. 

TANTALISING  POSITION  or  A  SUSCSFTTBLB  DIVIB. 


THE   MESSAGE. 

A  Highly  Seasonable  (American)  Version  aj  a 

Popular  Song. 
Pretident  Cleveland  tingt : — 

I  HAD  a  Message  to  send  it, 

The  Congress,  which  so  snubbed  Me ; 
But  /had  my  term  to  finish. 

And  then  the  elections  1    See  ? — 
Myprospects  at  these  elections 

Were  0,  so  far  from  clear  I 
So  methought  I  'd  say  to  the  Congress 

What  I  reckoned  it  wished  to  hear. 
I  had  a  Message  to  send  it, 

And  I  thought  I  could  hardly  fail, 
To  that  applause  from  both  sides, 

If  I— "twisted  the  Lion's  tail," 
The  British  Lion's  tail  1 

If  I  based  it  on  Free  Trade  fancies, 
Or  that  Behring's  Award,  I  guessed 

I  should  raise  the  national  dander : 
Mere  right  will  not  pay — out  West. 

The  true  Yank  Spread-Eagle,  scorning 
All  limits,  must  soar  and  soar ; 


If  its  pinions  seem  faint  or  flabby 
Its  keeper  will  get  what-for  I 

I  cried  in  my  passionate  longing, 
"  Has  the  earth  no  angel-friend 

Who  will  whisper  the  sort  of  Message 
It  will  suit  me  best  to  send, 

Pay  my  Party  best  to  nmd  P  " 

Then  I  heard  a  strain  of  clamour, 

So  swagger,  so  loud,  so  clear  1 
It  came  from  our  Yankee  Jingos, 

And  I  listened— you  bet !— to  hear. 
It  oame,  like  our  Eagle,  rushing, 

Abusing  all  Britifh  things, 
And  I  skillfully  laid  mv  Message 

On  good  o!d  Spread- Eagle's  wing«. 
I  watched  them  spresdfartheraEd  farther, 

(My  Monroe  doctrine  to  teach ;) 
Farther  than  sense  can  follow. 

Farther  thsn  right  can  reach, 
Far,  far,  far-ther! 

And  I  know  that  at  least  thii  Message 
Will  echo  from  State  to  State : 

For  I  've  twisted  the  tail  of  the  Lion, 
And— well,  I'm  content  to  wait  1 
As  the  Lion  (I  reckon)  will  wait  I 
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PHIL    AND   JERRY    ABOUT   TOWN. 

AT  "LYB  BOXE." 

BT  the  device  of  plastering  his  hair  straight  down  over  his  fore- 
head, PHIL  succeeds  in  investing  himself  with  a  certain  meretricious 
respectability.  He  says  he  has  been  taken  for  a  monk,  but  that  must 
have  been  in  the  dusk.  JERKY  has  a  profound  respect  for  PHIL,  who, 
he  believes,  knows  London  Life  with  a  minuteness  equalled  by  few 

"I'll  show  you  round  some  night,"  PHIL  had  often  said  to  his 
friend,  but  had  not  descended  to  particulars.  Now  he  had  pro- 
posed to  begin  with  what  he  called  a  visit  to  "a  glove  establish- 
ment." When  he  explained  that  this  meant  a  boxing  match,  JEBBT 
felt  a  cold  chill  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  spine. 

"  Do  they  hurt  each  other '?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Not  much,"  said  PHIL.  "  There 's  a  knock  out  occasionally,  yon 
know,  but  you'll  soon  get  used  to  that." 

JERRY  had  often  heard  of  "knock  outs"  at  mock  auctions,  and 
though  he  did  not  clearly  see  the  connection,  it  was  all  part  of 
London  Life.  The  evening  opened  under  the 
best  auspices.  They  dined  at  JERKY'S  club, 
perhaps  the  most  respectable  in  London.  At 
the  table  next  to  theirs  eat  a  bishop,  "eating 
soup  like  an  ordinary  man,"  as  PHIL  re- 
marked. JERKY  reflected  with  pride  that 
PHIL  didn't  know  everything.  Evidently  he 
expected  there  was  a  well-defined  episcopal 
fashion  of  eating  soup.  JERRY  was  con- 
scious of  a  certain  criminal  elation  foreign 
to  his  breast.  "If  he  only  knew  where  we 
are  going  after  dinner !  "  he  murmured. 

Incidentally  PHIL  mentioned  that,  when 
dining  alone  in  his  den,  he  usually  drank 
his  wine  out  of  a  skull. 

"  Do  you  ever,"  asked  JEKBY,  with  vague 
recollections  of  doings  at  Newstead  Abbey  in 
Lord  BYRON'S  time, ' '  drink  blood  out  of  it  ?  " 

"  Sometimes,"  said  PHIL  boldly. 

When  PHIL  and  JERRYreached  the  Temple 
of  the  Noble  Art  they  found  it  crowded  to  the 
outer  ring  of  chairs  and  benches.  Most  of 
the  spectators  were  in  evenin  g  dress.  Every 
one  was  smoking.  JERRY  at  first  thought 
they  had  tumbled  into  a  fog.  Looking  down 
from  the  gallery  he  made  out  a  square  plat- 
form, covered  with  white  cloth  and  roped 
in.  It  was  a  great  night  in  the  sporting 
world.  A  popular  manager  was  taking  his 
benefit,  and  the  Fancy  flocked  round  him. 

"  Yon  're  in  luck,"  said  PHIL.  "  It  isn't 
often  you  might  drop  in  and  find  such  a 
galaxy  of  talent.  You  '11  see  PETER  JACKSON, 
champion  of  the  world ;  DICK  BCROE,  light- 
weight champion  of  the  world ;  JEM  MACE, 
echoes  of  whose  name  may  have  rippled 
round  your  desk  at  school ;  BILLY  PLIMMER, 
bantam-weight  champion  of  the  world ; 
JERRY  DRISCOLL,  champion  of  the  navy; 
and  FRANK  CRAIG,  the  Coffee  Cooler,  for  a 
while  the  middle-weight  champion.  These 
only  a  few.  But  if  you  feel  inclined  to  do 
anything,  I  '11  get  you  up  a  list,  out  of  which  you  're  sure  to  be  suited." 

Two  men,  ducking  under  ropes,  presented  themselves  on  platform. 
Stripped  to  the  waist,  with  black  tights,  displaying  legs  all  muscle. 
With  them  a  comfortably  stout  gentleman  in  evening  dress,  who 
introduced  them  by  name.  He  mentioned  with  pride  that  one  of  the 
twain  will  sign  articles  to-morrow  for  a  fight  with  GEOBGE  DIXON. 
(Cheers).  The  two  men  in  black  tights,  and  nothing  else,  walked 
diligently  round  each  other.  Now  and  then  they  met  in  fierce  fray. 

Next  to  JERRY  sat  a  mild-looking  gentleman  in  evening  clothes, 
who  took  an  intelligent  interest  in  the  episodes. 

"  You  watch,"  he  said,  to  no  one  particular,  "  how  BILL'S  straight 
left  finds  its  way  about  SMITH'S  mug." 

"Time "was  called.  The  two  men  suddenly  stopped,  unlacing 
arms  from  about  each  others  necks,  temporarily  locked  in  fond 
embrace.  Retired  to  opposite  corners  of  platform.  Sat  down  on 


"TOMMY'S  getting  too  old  for  this  work,"  said  a  gentleman  on 
other  side  of  the  mild-yisaged  man  in  white  necktie. 

"  Yes,"  that  authority  remarked  ;  "  TOMMY  's  been  trotting  round 
for  some  years.  Out  of  condition,  too;  carries  quite  a  little  tub. 
But  I  expect  you  wouldn't  care  to  be  standing  up  before  him." 

JEBRY  would  have  liked  to  ask  why  this  veteran  professional 
should  carry  a  little  tub.  Probably  stored  cold  tea  or  other  light 
refreshment  in  it.  JEBBY  could  not  see  any  sign  of  it ;  concluded 
TOMMY  had  left  the  tab  outride. 

''Mr.  HORACE  KING,"  said  the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  intro- 
ducing the  heavy-weight  amateur  champion  of  the  '94  brand,  "  and 
FRANK  CRAIG." 

This  nice  distinction  in  the  use  and  omission  of  the  Mr.  indicated 

the  amateur  and  the  professional.    FRANK  CBAIG  is  a  gentleman  of 

colour,  known  to  a  section  of  the  civilised  world  as  the  Coffee  Cooler. 

At  cry  of  "  TimeJ  "  he  advanced  from  corner  and  walked  round  the 

amateur  with  springy  step,  his  white  teeth  shining  in  ecstatic  smile. 

However  it  may  be  with  others,  the  Coffee  Cooler  is  put  to  enjoy 

himself.    His  walk  is  a  dance;   his  sparring  rhythmical.    JEKBY 

expected  every  moment  to  see  him  produce 

a  banjo  and  hear  him  break  forth  in  song 

from  the  far  off  plantation. 

"  Instead  of  which,"  as  the  mild-visaged 
gentleman  said,  "  he  got  on  with  a  right- 
handed  punch  in  the  jaw." 

When  the  round  was  over,  and  the  men 
retired  to  their  respective  corners,  JERRY  ob- 
served that  whilst  the  cloth  was  brought  into 
diligent  use,  waving  about  the  face  and  chest 
of  the  amateur,  no  approaches  were  made  in 
that  direction  towards  the  Coffee  Cooler. 

"Why  is  that?"  asked  JERRY,  thirsting 
for  information. 

"  Well,"  said  PHIL,  "you  see,  he 's  black. 
The  flies  don't  show  on  him,  eo  what 's  the 
use." 

ALECK  ROBERTS  and  PAT  CONDON  — 
"  PATTY,"  the  mild-visaged  gentleman  calls 
him,  as  if  he  were  a  singer — had  a  set-to. 
A  patter  of  blows  rang  through  the  crowded 
arena,  like  a  thunderstorm  falling  on  forest 
leaves;  "only  more  so,"  JEBRY  added. 
When  it  was  over,  both  men  shook  hands 
affectionately,  had  the  flies  driven  away, 
and  walked  off  as  if  they  had  been  merely 
conversing  on  the  state  of  the  weather. 

Item :  An  eight-round  fight  between  two 
soldiers,  one  a  drummer  in  the  Grenadier 
Guards,  the  other  a  corporal  in  the  Hussars. 
Both  splendid  specimens  of  manhood.  Natu- 
rally the  drummer  beat,  the  corporal  being 
knocked  out  in  third  round.  At  this  stage  a 
touch  of  pathos  was  judiciously  introduced 
on  scene  verging  on  the  severe.  The  M.  C.  led 
on  to  theplatf  ormPEDLAnPALMER  and  BILLT 
PLIMMER,  who  were  down  for  a  round  or  so. 
But  the  PEDLAH,  alack  I  had  his  ear  en- 
vironed with  cotton  wool,  evidence  of  an 
acaident  in  Ssotland,  while  PLIMMER  had 
put  his  shoulder  out.  The  two  were  in 
morning  dress,  and  looked  very  sheepish  as 
the  strange  coincidence  of  misadventure  was  explained.  It  was 
disappointing ;  but  the  audience  generously  cheered,  and,  ducking 
their  heads,  the  damaged  athletes  withdrew. 

Spirits,  temporarily  depressed,  were  raised  to  highest  pitch  by  ap- 
pearance of  those  old  favourites  JEM  SMITH  and  DICK  BUBGE.  A 
big,  heavy  man,  JEM,  in  spite  of  a  long  life  of  hard  work.  DTCK 
SURGE  in  black  tights,  slim,  puny  in  comparison  with  his  opponent. 
What  he  lacked  in  weight  he  made  up  in  skill  and  activity.  Spun 
round  like  a  grasshopper.  JEM,  as  the  mild-visaged  gentleman  truly 
remarked,  was  "  usually  there  or  thereabouts."  But  before  he  drew 
back  after  striking,  DICK  BUBGE,  the  pink  of  courtesy,  was  sure  to  have 
paid  a  return  visit.  "  If  DICK  ever  wants  money,  I  'm  behind  him," 
said  the  mild-visaged  gentleman  with  exceptional  emphasis. 

About  this  time,  the  nearts  of  the  audience  uplifted  by  this  bit  of 
science,  the  wily  M.C.  worked  off  another  disappointment.  PETER 


"  The  Coffee  Cooler  is  out  to  enjoy  himself." 


three-legged  stools.  To  either  came  a  man  dressed  in  white  calico,  JACKSON,  Champion  of  the  World,  was  down  to  do  something.  But 
sngsrestive  of  confectioner  out  of  work.  Brought  with  him  a  towel,  i  no  one  seemed  to  want  a  try  with  him.  As  he  shuffled  across  the 
Holding  it  with  either  hand  on  a  corner  he  waved  it  before  the  seated  stage,  amid  loud  applause,  you  could  almost  see  the  blushes  mantling 
gladiator.  his  coal-black  countenance.  So  the  Champion,  who  owns  in  the 


"  What  does  he  do  that  for?"  JKBRY  asked. 
1  To  drive  away  the  flits,"  said  PHIL. 

JEBRY  thought  that  precaution  was  effectually  taken  whilst  the  two 
men  were  thumping  each  other.  But  these  people  knew  their  own 
business.  '  TOMMY  ORANGK  and  JIM  BROCK  "  were  next  announced ; 
evidently  old  acquaintances. 


Coffee  Cooler  a  brother,  walked  across  the  platform  to  show  he  was 
there  if  he  were  wanted.  "  Shall  we  have  a  round  or  two,  PHIL," 
JERRY  asked,  as  they  walked  out  into  the  fresher  air. 

"  I  think  not,"  said  PHIL.     "  Your  blood  is  dangerously  up." 
JEBRY  thought  none  the  worse  of  his  friend  for  this  judicial 
remark,  based  upon  keen  observation. 
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ROUNDABOUT    READINGS. 

A  CANINE  ENGAGEMENT. 

THE  other  day  my  brown  spaniel,  Rufus,  approached  me  and 
intimated  in  the  usual  manner  that  he  wished  to  have  a  private 
conversation  with  me.  I  may  mention,  by  the  way,  that  I  have 
now  attached  a  Canine  Cogitatograph  to  every  dog  in  my  pos- 
session, and  I  have  therefore  no  difficulty  in  discussing  matters 
with  them  and  in  registering  their  thoughts.  Rufus's  manner 
of  declaring  his  desire  for  conversation  is  peculiar.  He  raises 
himself  on  his  hind  legs,  places  his  fore-paws  on  your  knee, 
throws  his  head  back  and  glares  at  yon  with  eyes  tnat  almost 
bulge  out  of  their  sockets.  He  then  scrapes  at  you  with  one  of 
his  fore-paws,  wags  bis  tail  (it  is  a  mere  stump,  I  regret  to  say), 
and  hurls  himself  forward  until  he  has  almost  buried  his  head 
in  your  lap. 

I  IMMEDIITELT  requested  all  the  other  dogs  to  retire  from  the 
room,  and  then  addressed  Rufui,  "  Well,  Rvfui,  old  man,"  I 
said,  "  what  do  you  want  P  ' 

"I  want  to  talk  to  you  particularly  about  a  little  matter, 
which  -  about  something  I  -  the  fact  is,  I  scarcely  know  how 
to  put  it." 

Here  Rufui  blushed.  Of  course  you  know  how  a  dog  blushes. 
He  drops  bis  eyes,  then  suddenly  curls  himself  round  and  seizes 
his  tail  in  his  teeth,  as  if  entirely  absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  a 
legion  of  fleas.  As  I  have  raid,  Rvfuii  tail  is  short,  and  the 
effort  of  blushing  is  therefore  a  very  severe  one  for  him.  I 
gently  removed  his  head  from  his  tau  and  encouraged  him  to 
proceed.  "  Nobody  can  hear  us,  my  dear  boy  ;  pull  yourself 
together,  and  tell  me  what  is  on  your  mind." 

Hereupon  Rufai  sighed,  looked  round  at  the  garden  window 
to  see  whether  the  St.  Bernards  were  about,  metaphorically 
cleared  his  throat,  and  made  this  astounding  declaration.  "I 
am  in  love  with  Nellie,  and  have  asked  her  to  be  my  wife." 

Now  Nellie  is  a  detrhound,  a  lady  with  a  most  aristocratic 
head  and  deep  brown,  expressive  eyes.  I  had  noticed  for  some 
time  that  KUFUS  had  been  particularly  attentive  to  her.  He 
had  constituted  himself  her  guardian,  and  had  growled  with 
more  than  ordinary  fury  when  any  of  the  other  dogs  had  ap- 
proached her.  On  one  occasion  she  had  abstracted  from  him  a 
remarkably  succulent  cutlet-bone,  and  he  had  suffered  the 
indignity  without  protest.  All  this  I  had  noticed,  but  I  confess 
that  it  had  not  prepared  me  for  Rufus'i  avowal. 

"My  dear  Rufui"  I  said,  "this  comes  upon  me  rather 
suddenly.  Is  the  re  not  a  slight  disparity  in  size  and  general  ap- 
pearance between  you  and  Nellie  ?  Your  legs,  for  instanc 


CHRISTMAS    SCHOOL   TREAT. 

Athletic  Curate,  "  Now,  WAIT  A  BIT  THERE,  WATT  A  BIT  I    YOB  MUSTX'T 

START  YBT,   NOW,  ARI  YOU  READY  »— ABB  YOU  READY  I   0 

[Recollects  himulf,  and  "  nuhei"  gnu*. 


Legs  I"  said  Rufui,  disdainfully.  "Is  a  dog  to  consider  his 
legs  when  his  heart  is  involved?  Besides,"  he  continued,  "  Nellie'  s 
legs  are  quite  long  enough  for  both  of  us,  and,  after  all,  if  Nellie  has 


Ihe  longer 
them." 


legs,  I  have  the  keener  nose,  and  that  makes  up  for 


"  WELL,"  I  said,  "  what  did  Nellie  reply  F  " 

"  Nellie  told  me  that  she  had  no  objection  to  me  "—us  he  said  this, 
Unfits  hung  his  head  in  a  most  affected  manner — "  that,  in  fact,  she 
rather  liked  me,  and  that  she  would  outsider  herself  engaged  to  me 
if  her  dear  master  didn't  object.  She  didn't  know  where  her  mother 
was,  and  as  for  her  father,  she  had  never  known  him  at  all,  so  she 
was  unable  to  refer  me  to  either  of  her  parents." 

11  But  look  here,  Rufus,"  I  put  in,  "how  do  yon  propose  to  live  ?" 

"  I  have  thought  of  that,"  he  said.  "  There  will  be  room  enough 
for  both  of  us  to  live  quite  comfortably  in  one  of  the  kennels.  I  shall 
settle  upon  her  my  collar,  my  chain,  and  a  considerable  store  of 
bones,  which  I  have  invested  in  a  corner  of  the  garden.  Besides,  I 
intend  to  give  her  a  life  interest  in  my  tail." 

WELL,  to  cut  a  long  matter  short,  Rufus  was  so  eager,  so  press- 
ing, so  energetic,  that  I  was  forced  at  last  to  yield  to  his  request. 
I  then  called  Nellie  in,  and  communicated  my  decision  to  her,  while 
Rufus  retired  under  the  table,  and  blushed  with  great  vigour.  Nellie, 
I  am  bound  to  say,  showed  no  special  enthusiasm  in  the  matter,  but 
accepted  the  situation  with  a  placid  dignity  all  her  own.  I  then  ex- 
tracted Rufus  from  beneath  the  table,  joined  their  paws  together, 
and  gave  them  my  blessing.  As  it  was  now  time  for  the  morning 
walk,  I  called  the  other  dogs,  Roy  and  Don,  the  two  youthful 
St.  Bernards,  and  Ben,  the  retriever,  and  we  all  went  out  together. 


IN  some  mysterious  way  the  intelligence  of  an  engagement  between 
Rufus  and  Nellie  must  nave  been  communicated  to  the  others,  for 
they  all  frisked  round  the  happy  pair  and  barked  their  congratula- 
tions. "  Look  here,  you  two,"  said  Ben  to  the  St.  Bernards ;  "  we 
had  better  get  on  ahead  a  bit  and  leave  these  two  fools  together. 
They  are  sure  to  have  a  lot  of  things  to  say  to  one  another.  I  have 


been  like  that  myself  and  know  what  it  is."  So  the  three  capeitd 
on  ahead  leaving  Rufui  and  Nellie  at  my  heels.  Their  conversation 
was  so  interesting  that  I  here  transcribe  it. 

"  Darling  Nellie"  said  Rvfui,  in  his  most  pathetic  manner,  "  I 
love  you  awfully.  I  am  sure  I  love  you  much  more  than  yon 
love  me." 

"  Nonsense,  Rufus,  yon  only  say  these  things  to  annoy  me.  I  love 
you  very,  very  much,  really  much  more  than  you  love  me — there  1 " 

"  Oh,  but  what  can  you  see  in  me  to  make  yon  love  me  at  all  t  I 

the  most 

me  more 

than  this,"  and  with  that  he  pointed  to  the  little  extra  claw  on  his 
left  fore- paw. 

"  Rufui"  said  Nellie,  with  a  certain  amount  of  asperity ;  "  if  yon 
go  on  like  this  I  really  shall  have  to  bite  yon.  Yon  make  me  doubt 
whether  yon  love  me  even  a  teeny  weeny  little  bit." 

"  There,  there,  my  own,"  »aid  Rufui,  "  I  didn't  mean  to  vex  yon. 
But  oh,  shan't  we  be  happy  ?  " 


\_/i_i,    uub   vrucftii  U4KU    jvuL  ow  ill  uio   w  iii a ik o    juu    iu»o   uio  o 

am  only  a  short,  little,  bandy-legged  dog,  and  yon  are 
beautiful  being  in  the  world.    No,  I'm  sure  you  don't  love 


AT  this  moment  there  was  a  tremendous  scurry  amongst  the  three 
dogs  who  had  gone  on  in  front.  They  had  seen  a  tabby  oat  at  the 
distance  of  one  hundred  yards,  and  were  off,  belter  skelter,  in  pursuit. 
The  instinct  of  the  chase  asserted  itself  in  the  two  lovers,  and  in  a 
moment  they,  too,  had  joined  in  the  racket.  The  cat,  I  am  glad  to 
say,  escaped  up  a  tree,  bnt  for  the  time  all  further  love-making  was 
suspende 


•sr 


"THE  MISSING  LOIK."— At  a  meeting  of  the  Berlin  Anthropo- 
logical Society  last  week,  Dr.  DCBOIS,  of  Levden,  exhibited  and 
lectured  upon  the  fossil  bones  of  what  he  contended  had  been  an  ape- 
man,  found  in  Java.  But  Professor  VIRCHOW  argued  that  the  skull 
and  bones  were  not  those  of  an  ape-man  bnt  "of  a  large  gibbon." 
Surely  this  was  going  one  better  than  Dr.  DITBOIS,  who  only  asserted 
that  the  remains  of  the  skeleton  had  once  belonged  to  a  mere  ape- 
man.  But  to  have  been  connected  with  a  "  Gibbon,"  was  an  honour 
of  which  any  admirer  of  the  Decline  and  Fall,  including  Mr.  BOM' tit, 
might  well  be  proud.  These  "  Gibbon  Bones  "  ought  to  be  placed  on 
the  shelves  of  a  public  library  next  to  "  Bonn's  GHBOH." 
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NECESSITIES    OF    LIFE. 

"  YES,  MY  LADY.    JAMES  WENT  THIS  MORNING  wira  THE  HUNTERS,  AND  I  'VE  SENT  ON 
TH«  HEAVY  LUGGAGE  WITH  CHAELES.    BUT  I  'VE  GOT  YOUR  PENCIL-CASE,  THE  BICYCLE 

YOUR  LiDYSHIP'S  GOLF  CLUBS  AND   HUNTING  CROP  AND   BILLIARD  CUE,   THE   LAWN  TENNIS 

RACKET,  THE  BEZIQTJB  CARDS  AND  MARKERS,  YOUR  LADYSHIP'S  BETTING  BOOK  AND  RACING 
GLASSES  AND  SKATES  AND  WALKING-STICK— AND  IF   I  'VB  FORGOTTEN   ANYTHING  I  CAN 

EASILY  WIRE  BACK  FOR  IT  FROM  THE  FIRST  STATION  WE  STOP  AT." 


SHE  AGREED. 

FOR  hours  they  lingered  down  the  glade 

Beneath  the  leafy  trees, 
To  take  her  hand  he  seemed  afraid, 

Much  more  her  waist  to  squeeze. 
'  All  flesh  is  grass,"  at  length  he  sighed  • 

The  maid  replied  "  It '»  true, 
As  all  must  know  who  've  sat  beside 

A  youth  so  green  as  you." 

CERTAIN  AND  APPROPRIATE  ACCOMPANI- 
MENT TO  A  CHRISTMAS  PANTOMIME.— 
Waits. 


A  DOLL  DRUM.— First-rate  show  of  dolls 
at  Albert  Hall.  That's  Truth, —with  a 

High  T"  and  refreshments  for  visitors, 
ihis  hall  is  now  the  home  of  dolls  at 
Christmas.  "  Dol-ce  Domutn."  Or  as  a 
little  girl  said  to  her  mother,  "Doll  see! 
Do  mum-my  I " 

HONORIS  CATJSA.— When  Sir  WALTER 
BESANT  has  completed  his  exhaustive 
History  of  London,  of  course  the  name 
of  our  Metropolis  will  be  changed  to  Be- 
santium,  in  honour  of  the  author's  labours  in 
the  East. 


WINTER  CHEER. 

A  Secular  Christmas  Carol. 

["  Winter  Cheer,"  the  name  of  a  crimson 
Carnation.] 

"  CHRISTMAS  comes  hut  once  a  year, 
And  when  it  comes  it  brings  good  cheer. ' 

So  runs  the  good  old  saying, 
Drawn  from  the  days  men  scarce  remember, 
When  Britons  danced  in  drear  December 

As  lightly  as  when  Maying. 

The  brave  old  folk  I    They  loved  their  joke, 
Nor,  donkey-like,  to  Dullness'  yoke, 

Mere  Issachars,  went  crouching. 
They  named  their  very  flowers  as  though 
They  saw  the  sun  above  the  snow, 

Good  hope  and  pluck  avouching. 

When  "  milk  came  frozen  home  in  pail," 
They  warmed  their  hearts  with  song  and  tale, 

Aid  cheered  their  souls  with  carol. 
Cheeks  reddened  at  the  Christmas -rose, 
Not  like  o^lr  pessimistic  crows, 

All  "  black  as  a  tar-barrel." 

They  did  not  "  pull  a  kite  "  and  sniff, 
Or  cock  a  cynic  nose,  as  if 

All  love  and  fun  were  folly. 
They  plucked  bright  flowers  in  Summer's 

prime, 
Yet  knew  to  cheer  white  Christmas-time 

With  mistletoe  and  holly. 

And  why  not  we  ?    Let  Mirth  and  Glee, — 
Not  Tweedledum  and  Tweedledee 

In  everlasting  shindy, — 
Be  our  companions  for  the  hour ; 
Though  frosts  may  chill,  or  rains  may  thow'r, 

Or  nights  be  wild  and  windy. 

There 's  Winter  cheer, — for  those  who  look, — 
In  home,  and  child,  and  friend,  and  bojk, 

Despite  the  dismal  croakers. 
Trouble  returns,  maybe,  to-morrow, 
To-day  avaunt  with  brooding  sorrow  1 

Hurrah  for  honest  jokers  1 

To  those  who  fret  old  griefs  and  whims  on, 
The  old  carnation  flushed  and  crimson, 

And  named  so  patly,  prettily, 
Might  teach  a  lesson  good  to  learn. 
When  boards  are  piled,  and  Yule-logs  burn, 

And  girlish  eyes  gleam  jettily. 

When  Christmas  comes  it  brings  good  cheer  I 
But  there  are  regions  dim  and  drear 

Which  never  know  his  coming. 
Where  boards  are  bare  and  grates  are  void, 
Whose  very  children  ne'er  enjoyed 

The  season's  mirth  and  mumming. 

What  "  Winter  cheer  "  have  such  poor  souls 
In  their  foul  slums  and  stuffy  holes 

Where  sunrays  are  a  rarity  ? 
None,  none !— unless  the  outcast  hand 
Are  succoured  by  the  open  hand 

Of  Christian  Christmas  Charity  1 

So  Punch,  whilst  preaching  pluck  and  mirth, 
For  generous  goodwill  on  earth 

An  earnest  prayer  must  mingle. 
Since  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year, 
Let  the  poor  share  your  Winter  cheer ! 
A  good  old  tag,  though  trite,  yet  clear, 

To  close  his  Christmas  jingle ! 

THE  PiiOPHETfC  SAGE  or  FLEET  STREET. — 
At  this  particular  moment  Mr.  Punch  refers 
his  readers,  which  means  everybody,  every- 
where, to  his  cartoon  for  November  2,  where 
to  Master  JOHNNY'S  question  as  to  the  mean- 
ing of  "  The  MONROE  Doctrine,"  Master 
JONATHAN  answers,  "  Wa-al— gness  it's  that 
everything  everywhere  be-longs  to  US." 
Which  "  US"  of  course  stands,  as  usual,  for 
the  United  States.  President  CLEVELAND 
has  pointedly  illustrated  the  illustration. 


PUNCH,    OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI.— DKCKMBIR  2P,  1895. 


A  CHRISTMAS  PUZZLE. 

FATHER  CHRISTMAS.  "  NOW,  MY  LITTLE  MAN,  WHERE  'S  TOUR 
POOR  LITTLE  WAIF.  "  PLEASE,  SIR,  I  AIN'T  GOT  NE'ER  A  ONE  I " 
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REQUEST  OF  AMOROUS  ARCONAUT. 

You  always  loved  to  be  afloat 

In  skiff  or  in  cance, 
Or  any  other  sort  of  boat 

With  only  room  for  two. 
To  feather  yon  would  not  be  taught, 

Did  not  know  stroke  from  bow. 
And  what  a  lot  of  crabs  you  caught ! 

I  wish  you  canght  them  now. 

Can  yon  recall  the  dreadful  shock 

You  caused  when  you  would  steer. 
Yon  meant  to  make  for  Molesey  Lock 

But  went  to  Molesey  Weir. 
In  agony  you  cried  "  Which  string?" 

Too  late,  as  we  upset. 
I  would  that  now  to  me  you  'd  cling 

As  you  did  dripping  wet. 

On  Boatrace  Day  you  'd  always  don 

The  dark  and  azure  blue, 
So  when  the  match  was  lost  and  won 

You  wore  the  victor's  hue. 
You  asked,  on  Henley's  classic  stream, 

What  time  the  tide  wag  low  ? 
And  why  they  didn't  race  by  steam, 

For  rowing  was  so  alow  P 

If  living  ninety  years  from  hence 

([  wish  you  no  such  fate), 
You  '11  never  know  the  difference 

'Twixt  four-oar  and  an  eight ; 
But  this  perhaps  you'll  comprehend, 

I  've  house-boat  room  to  spare, 
And  single  sculling  I  will  end 

If  you  will  make  a  pair. 


EFFECTS  or  THE  PRESIDENT'S 
— NEWS  FROM  MADAME  TUSSAUD'S  1  (By 
Our  Own  Schoolboy.) — All  the  figures  are 
awfully  waxy. 

A  SCIENTIFIC  PARADOX.  —  A  druggist, 
in  the  very  act  of  using  drugs,  dispenses 
with  them. 


CHARMING   CHRISTMAS   HOLIDAY  SUBJECT. 

FANCY  PORTRAIT. 


"THE  NEW  USHER  OF  THE  BLACK  BOD." 

General  Sir  ROBERT  BIDDVLPH,  G.C.B.,  has  accepted 
the  post  of  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod.] 

11  HUSH  I    'Tis  THE  BOGET  MAS  I " 


ALL  BUT  A  JOKE. 

THE  following  replies  to  a  message 
seemingly  emanating  from  President 
CLF.VF.LAMD,  and  apparently  couched  in 
the  same  terms  as  that  referring  to  Eng- 
land, has  been  forwarded  to  85,  Fleet 
Street,  presumedly  with  a  view  to  their 
being  transmitted  to  America.  Mr. 
Punch,  however,  prefers  to  retain  them 
for  his  own  columns.  In  the  cause  of 
peace  the  Sage  of  sages  has  suppressed 
the  signatures. 

(Pott-mark,  Paris.) 

You  tell  the  greatest  nation  of  the  earth 
that  you  are  going  to  adjudicate,  on  your 
own  responsibility,  in  a  matter  affecting 
exclusively  that  great  nation's  interests! 
You  are  insolent !  You  are  absurd  1  You 
are  American  roast  beef  1  No ;  a  thousand 
times,  no  I  Your  folly  is  not  magnificent, 
but  it  may  cause  the  war  1 

(Poit-mark,  St.  PeUrtburg.) 
You  are  not  of  coarse  serious  1  But  if 
you  are.  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you 
that  I  shall  be  glad  to  discuss  the  matter 
further  with  you  when  1  have  got  you 
safely  landed— in  Siberia. 

(Post-mark,  Constantinople.) 
Infidel  dog !  Take  away  your  station- 
aries  ;  you  will  want  them  to  defend  New 
York.  All  that  is  good  about  yon  is  your 
doctrine  of  MuNBOE PASHA  !  I  shall  adopt 
it  in  Turkey.  Bat  as  for  your  preten- 
tious, speak  to  me  again  when  you  are 
ready  for  war— in  1900 1 

(Post-mark,  Berlin.) 
Oh,  goodness  gracious  I    Oh,  dear  me  I 
What,  insult  my  army  I  and  insult  me ! 
Oh,  you  degraded,  insolent,  pig-headed 

(remainder  of  reply  it  abt-  •  tiely  unfit 

for  publication). 


AT  Christmas  time  every  woeful  tale 
ought  to  end  with  a  tip. 


"  MABIA,  THE  BRUNETTE." 

(Framework  of  a  Christmas  Story,  Old  Style,  but  Topically  up  to  Date.) 

THE  three  city  men,  while  they  waited,  exchanged  experiences. 
Their  stories  had  been  told  before,  but  to  a  different  audience.  As 
it  happened,  when  each  had  his  biography  related  by  an  expert,  the 
others  had  been  away.  But  now  they  were  together.  They  had  not 
mnoh  leisure  for  recollections.  Every  moment  they  expected  the 
attendant  who  was  to  "personally  conduct"  them  on  their  tour. 
Not  that  they  would  be  long  with  him ;  they  were  soon  to  part 
company.  One  was  going  after  a  week's  delay  to  the  south  coast ; 
another  to  the  extreme  west ;  another  to  the  bracing  air  of  a  northern 
suburb  of  the  metropolis. 

They  laughed  as  they  recognised  one  another.  They  had  met 
before,  but  with  different  surroundings. 

"  How  shall  we  pass  the  time  F  "  asked  one. 

"  By  following  the  precedent  set  by  CHARLES  DICKEWS  years  ago, 
and  telling  one  another  stories,"  was  the  prompt  response ;  "  and  I 
beg  to  move  that  our  friend  who  has  hitherto  kept  silence  should 
lead  the  way.  Gentlemen,  attention  for  a  yarn." 

Thus  encouraged,  the  third  man  commenced. 

THE  FIBST  Cm  MAN'S  STOHT.— The  Company  Promoter. 

I  had  half-a-crown  in  my  pocket,  &o.,  &o.  (for  ten  pages),  and  so, 
in  spite  of  all  my  toil  and  trouble,  the  Wooden  Nutmegs  Company 
turned  out  a  failure. 

"Dear  me!"  observed  City  Man  Number  One,  "you  had  dis- 
tinctly hard  luck.  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  consider  it  the  fortune 
of  war." 

"Can  you  not  tell  us  something  about  your  own  adventures  ?" 
said  the  original  speaker.  "  Ah,  I  see  you  have  no  objection." 

Thus  invited,  the  man  in  the  white  hat  commenced. 

THE  SECOKD  CITY  MAN'S  STORY.— The  African  Explorer. 
I  had  not  been  happy  at  home,  and  was  partial  to  a  roving  life. 
I  had  quarrelled  with  all  my  relatives ;  so,  securing  eighteen  pence 


in  copper  (my  entire  capital),  I  commenced  my  wanderings.  I  went  to 
Africa.  &o.,  &o.  (for  ten  pages).  Then  when  the  official  receiver 
issued  his  report  I  found  that  the  Far  Above  Rubies  Gold  Mine  had 
not  been  (to  put  it  mildly)  the  safest  of  investments. 

"  We  should  think  not,"  said  the  others  with  a  smile.  "  We  should 
think  not." 

Time  was  now  running  short.  And  consequently,  in  compliance 
with  his  promise,  the  last  merchant  commenced. 

THE  THIRD  CUT  MAN'S  STOUT.— The  Stock- Exchange  Jobber. 

I  had  just  fiyepence.  However,  this  carried  me  into  the  House. 
I  was  not  ambitious.  I  took  a  broom,  and  used  it.  This  gradually, 
&o.,  &o.  (for  ten  pages),  so  the  shares  ran  down  like  the  mouse  in 
"  Dicker y  Dock!"  The  slump  came,  I  went  with  it,  and  you  see 
me  where  you  find  me. 

At  this  point  the  personal  conductor  entered. 

"Here,  you  three,"  he  said  roughly,  "  stir  yourselves." 

"  Where  are  we  going  t  " 

"  To  Holloway,  in  the  first  instance."  And  without  further  f  ass 
he  pushed  the  convicts  into  Black  Maria. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A  CAPITAL  book  of  "  nonsense  "  verses  and  pictures,  quite  the  bett 
thing  of  the  kind  since  Mr.  LEAR'S  illustrated  rhymes,  has  been  pro- 
duced anonymously  by  "A  Nobody,"  and  "obligingly  published" 
by  GARDNER  &  Co.  The  Baron,  at  Christmas  time,  cannot  do  a 
better  turn  to  young  and  old  friends  than  by  recommending  them, 
one  and  all,  to  procure  this  book,  which  provides  a  store  of  lore  for 
Christmas  holidays.  The  Baron  likewise  advises  them  to  add  to  their 
purchases  The  Adventures  of  Two  Dutch  Dolls,  written  by  Miss 
BERTHA  UPTON,  and  capitally  illustrated  by  her  sister,  Miss 
FLORENCE.  "  '  Doli  tine  ratione  non  possunt,' — which,  being  trans- 
lated, means  that  these  'Dolls  (Doli)  couldn't  do  what  they  do  do 
unless  they  had  all  their  wits  about  'em,' "  quoth 
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ALL    THE    DIFFERENCE. 


Shortsighted  Sportsman  (thrown  out— having  followed  innocent-looking  Youth  down  to  corner  of  field).    '  CONFOUND  THE  FELLOW  I    I  THOUGHT 

HE  WAS  GOING  TO   OPEN  A  GATE  I  " 


THE  ROAST  BEEF  OP  OLD  ENGLAND. 

(Some  Seasonable  Encore  Stanzas  dedicated  by  MT,  Punch  to  the  Duke  of 
Westminster. ) 

[The  DCKE  OP  WESTMINSTER  is  reported  to  have  presented  HOQABTH'S 
celebrated  and  patriotic  masterpiece,  "Calais  Gate;  or.  the  Roast  Beef  of 
Old  England,"  to  the  National  Gallery.] 

WHEN  mighty  Roast  Beef  was  the  Englishman's  food, 
They  painted  tome  pictures  the  world  allows  good. 
Now  the  Duke  makes  a  gift,  in  munificent  mood, 
Of  HOOABTH'S  "  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England." 
Sing  Oh !  this  old  English  Roast  Beef ! 

The  Roast  Beef  HABBY  FIELDING  and  LOVERIDGE  praised, 
Britons  still  have  a  love  for,  in  days  crank  and  crazed, 
So  Punch  holds  that  a  stave  to  our  Duke  should  be  raised, 

Who  gives  Bull  this  "Roast  Beef  'of  Old  England.'" 

Sing  Oh  I  the  old  English  Roast  Beef  1 
If  ever  a  true  English  painter  we  had, 
It  was  WILLIAM  HOGABTH,  free  from  freak  and  from  fad, 
So  a  true  English  Duke  makes  true  English  hearts  glad 

With  this  timely  "  Roast  Set/ of  Old  England." 
Sing  Ho !  the  Duke's  English  Roast  Beef ! 


PLAYING  ON  THE  BEACH. 

DEAB  ME.  PUNCH,— After  selling  my  wife's  trinkets  to  pay  income- 
tax,  judge  of  my  astonishment  on  reading  this : — 

In  replying  to  the  toast  of  "  Her  Majesty's  Ministers,"  the  CHANCBLLOH  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER  said  he  had  only  had  a  single  representation  asking  for 
remission  c  f  taxation. 

The  CHANCELLOB  OF  THE  EXCHEQUEB  seems  actually  to  be  ofiended 
because  only  one  individual  has  asked  to  have  his  money  back ! 
Just  to  undeceive  him,  I  may  say  that  a  cheque  for  £1  5s.  4rf.  (the 
amount  of  my  aforesaid  income-tax)  will  be  most  welcome  to 

ATTHEL  ASTGASP. 

P.8.— I  look  upon  the  income-tax  this  year  as  a  "  Hicks  Beach- 
'em  pill "  which  all  have  to  swallow. 


VAN  WINKLE  ON  THE  MONROE  DOCTEINE. 

(A  Sequel  to  the  Hundred  Years'  Sleep.) 

RIP  awoke  after  a  slumber  of  a  hundred  years.  He  was  too  weary 
to  talk,  so  he  listened.  There  were  two  strange  persons  (peaking 
with  an  accent  that  he  recognised  of  Devonian  origin.  In  their 
features,  too,  he  recognised  a  trace  of  faces  of  Plymouth  extraction. 
He  thought  that  rome  more  excursionists  had  ccma  over  from 
England  to  settle  in  the  youngest  of  British  colonies. 

'•  I  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  the  first  of  the  two  men,  "  we  cannot 
tolerate  foreign  interference." 

"That  is  so,"  returned  the  other;  "these  Britishers  must  keep 
their  distance.  We  are  going  to  boss  our  own  land,  and  that's  a 
fact." 

"  Yon  are  about  right.  The  great  American  Continent  belongs  to 
the  great  American  People,  and  they  claim  their  inheritance." 

"  I  say,"  eaid  RIP,  sitting  up  and  rubbing  his  eyes.  "  What  are 
you  talking  about  t  And  as  I  have  been  asleep  for  a  long  while,  tell 
me  first,  how  is  King  GSOBGE  ?  " 

"We  know  nothing  about  kings,"  was  the  reply.  "We  are 
citizens  of  the  United  States,  and  we  are  not  going  to  stand  aoy 
foreign  interference  from  Britishers." 

"  Foreign  interference  I "  exclaimed  RIP.  "  What  are  you  talking 
about!  Why.  England  was  iu  America  ages  before  your  new- 
tingled  Republic.  And  how  about  Canada,  and  the  British  posses- 
sions in  the  South?'' 

For  RIP,  although  he  had  been  asleep  for  a  century,  had  managed 
to  keep  his  dreams  decently  up  to  date. 

"We  know  nothing  about  history,"  cried  the  citizens  of  il.e 
U.S.A.  "All  we  feel  is  that  we  ain't  going  to  brook  any  foreign 
interference." 

"What  rot!"  returned  RIP.  "Because  Nephew  (not  Uncle)  SAM 
has  declared  himself  independent  of  JOHN  BULL,  that  does  not  give 
him  a  right  to  call  all  Transatlantic  Britain  his  own.  If  JOHN  wire 
to  turn  nasty  and  turn  yon  all  out,  what  would  you  do  then'r " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  we  should  have  to  go  back  home.  After  all, 
England  isn't  such  a  bad  place  to  live  in." 

But  RIP  was  dissatisfied  with  the  situation  in  spite  tf  this 
assurance.  So  he  returned  to  his  slumbers. 
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"  AFTER  the  Call  was  over,'  69 

After  the  Congress  was  over,  6 

"After  the  Deputation  had  retired,"  289 

"  After  the  Play  is  over,"  1»7 

Age  of  Culture  (The),  52 

Age  of  Love  (The),  141 

All  but  a  Joke,  SOU 

Amateur  Actor's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  27S 

Amnesia  Bacillus  (The),  123 

Angling  Extraordinary,  HO 

Another  Conference  of  Women  Workers, 

218 

Another  Dialogue  of  the  Night,  129 
Arcades  Ami »,  77 
Arithmetical  Exercise,  73 
'Arry  on  Harry,  90 
'Arry  on  the  Electors,  39 
Art  is  Measurement,  251 
Asinine  Performance  (An),  150 
As  the  Law  should  be,  147 
At  Cromer,  160 

"  Athelntane  the  Unready,"  1  i :: 
At  Last,  182 
Au  Revoir  to  Opera,  68 
BACHELOR  "  Bowl'd  "  (A),  192 
Ballade  of  the  Sacred  Song  (The),  280 
Ballad  of  Bechuana  (The)   "JS 
Ballast  for  that  Balloon,  rS 
Ball  versus  Ball,  143 
Battle  in  a  Soda- Water  Bottle  (A),  129 
"Be  it  Cosiness,"  297 
Benn  and  Jim,  219 
Bike  T.  Bicycle,  101 
Bonne  Bouche  (A),  72 
"  Bonnie  Dundee  I "  192 
Boy  and  the  Bat  (The),  5 
Boy  on  the  Bugby  Celebration  (A),  273 
Briggs  of  Balliol,  21,  26 
British  Bather  (The),  118 
Brown  and  Me,  48 
Browning  at  Browning  Hall,  J9J 
By  a  Reasonable  Bad,  71 
iiy  our  Notes-and-Query  Man,  75 
3y-way  of  History  (A),  VtO 
JAKBY,   101,    1)3,   125,  137,  149,  168,  UO 

189,  197,  208,  237,  277 
Candidate's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  S 

laninc  Sagacity  in  excelsis,  228 

Jarlo  the  Cynic,  269 

Caution  in  Right  Direction,  198 

Chance  for  Somebody  (A),  251 
!h»racter  of  the  Happy  "  Copper,"  111 

Jheek  I  CD 

Cheer,  Boys,  Cheer,! "  155 

'  Children's    Country    Holidays    Fund " 
(The),  102 

'lni  to  the  Champion  (A),  71 

'In ist mas  Exam,  287 

lu'istmas  in  Somerset,  294 

tiristraas  Keeper's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  90 I 

hristuias     Number     Producer's    Vade 

Mecum  (The),  279 

lerical  Mistake  (A),  195 

Collar  Work,"  196 

Coming  of  Arthur  "  (The),  226 

oming  Struggle  (The),  269 

ommand  of  the  Army  (The),  188 

ompany  Promoter's  Vado  Mecum  (The), 

258 

Dncerning  a  Public  Nuisance,  53 

jDgrat  illations,  227 

onqueror  (The),  141 

ontemporary  Conundrum  (A),  852 

>uncil  of  War  (A),  192 

mntry  of  Cockaigne  (The),  76 


"  Court  of  Common  Sense  "  (The),  273 

Court  on  again,  174 

•'  Crawl  to  the  South  "  (The),  161 

Crazy  Tales,  198 

Cricket  Three  (The),  180 

Cry  from  Chicago  (A),  118 

Cry  of  the  Counter  (The),  33 

Crystallised  Palace'd  Fruits,  157 

Cue  for  Canvassers.  27 

Curious  Spell  (AX  275 

Cursory  Rhyme,  185 

Cycle  and  the  Camera  (The).  213 

Cycling  in  Russia,  239 

DALY  Mews,  17 

"Daly  News  I    Special  I"  8 

Delightful  Discoveries,  52 

Dialogue  of  the  Night  (A),  120,  135 

Discovery  in  Liqueurs  (A),  12 

Dissolving  Views,  40 

Dud  the  Dodger  I  274 

Dross  a  la  Premiere  Mode,  6 

Drinking  Scene  of  the  Future,  87 

Dude  the  Diffuse,  285 

ECHOES  from  the  Polls,  30 

Edith  Mary  Ledingham,  147 

Ego  I  801 

Election  Intelligence,  17,  36 

Election  Notes  from  the  West,  41,  51 

Election  Pleasant  Phrase- Book  (The),  59 

"  Encore  '  Moatlhodi '  I "  262 

End  of  Georgie's  and  Jacky's  Holidays, 
138 

English  Wife  (The),  207 

Essence  of  Parliament,  11,  23,  77,  65,  107, 
119,  181 

Bx-Hon.  Private  A.  Briefless.  Jun.,  on 
the  I.  O.  C.  R.  V.  C  at  Bisley,  33 

FASHIONS  for  the  Fifth,  225 

"  Finis,"  195 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that,  267 

For  Butter  or  Worse,  250 

For  the  Tailors'  Congress  at  Verviers,  68 

For  Wheel  or  Woe,  1U9 

Fonnd  in  the  Ministerial  Lettcr-Box,  210 

Found  Wanting,  186 

Frozen  Flowers,  276 

GENERAL  Election  (The),  45 

George  Augustus  Sala,  299 

Georgie's  and  Jacky's  Holiday.'-,  !00 

Gil  Blas-«,  166 

Good  Badminton,  66 

Good  News,  and  Strange  too,  59 

Goose  and  Gander,  143 

Grand  Old  Gardener  (A),  169 

Great  Wheel  Gossip,  15 

HALF-AND-HALF,  10 

"  Happy  Evenings,"  249 

Happy  Harrogate,  123 

"  Hare  Apparent"  (The),  275 

Harry  on^Arry,  81 

Henley  Barcarolle  (A),  27 

Henry  Richard  Howard,  188 

Her  Heart  and  Hand,  267 

Heroes  and  Hat  Worship,  285 

Her  Previous  Sweetheart,  15 

Hibernian  Arithmetic,  846 

"Hoi  Adelphoi,"  186 

"  Honours  Easy,"  42 

Hot- Water  Bottel  (The),  286 

Howl  lost  my  Poll,  60 

How  Kipper  slew  the  New  Forest  Hornet, 

204,  216,  228 
How  the  Topers  came  down  to  the  Polls, 

46 
How  to  be  Happy,  253 


Humpty-Dumpty's  Bong,  102 

IDEAL  and  the  Real  (The),  288 

II  "  True  Blue  "  Inglese,  80 

Imperial  Federalists  Vade  Mecum,  288 

Independent  Feather  Party  (The),  IDS 

In  Pity  for  Sprague,  222 

In  re  the  I.  O.  C.  R.  V.  C.,  1  1 

Interesting  Case  of  Mr.  Briefless  (The),  121 

In  the  Earl's  Court  India,  16 

"  I  promessi  Sposi,"  222 

JOEVINO  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's,  61 

Jolly  young  Waterman  (The),  181 

Joseph's  Dream,  288 

Jottings  and  Tittlings,  800 

Jove's  Jester  interviewed,  78 

KEEIMM;  his  "I"  In,  271 

LA  Belle  Dame  sans  Mercl,  114 

Labour  Oallio  (The),  45 

Lacteal  Laxity,  246 

La  Geographic  de  Londres,  64 

Last  Knight  of  the  Season  (The),  C6 

Last  of  Mowgli  (The),  165 

Last  Page  from  Somebody's  Diary,  59 

Last  Turnpike  (The),  177 

Last  Words,  288 

Latest  Danger  (The),  94 

Lay  of  the  Lancashire  Lass  (The),  180 

Leave  of  Absence  to  August-out  Daly 
Co,  69 

Leaves  from  the   Highland  Journal  of 
Toby,  M.P.,  220,  245,  256 

Legal  Lunching,  108 

Lesson  from  the  New  Lizard  (A),  107 

Letters  from  a  Fiancee,  169,  207 

Letters  to  a  Fiancee,  149,  169 

L'lle  de  Wight,  158 

Literary  Turn  (A),  86 

Little  Dinner  of  the  Twentieth  Century 

(TheX  268 

Little  Holiday  (A),  88 
Long  Ago  Legends,  276 
Lost  Record  (The),  37 
MAQNIKICE>T—  and  War  (if  necessary),  291 
Magnificent  Opportunity  (A),  US 
aiiy  Licenses  and  only  one  FUh  Bauer, 
226 

"  Maria,  the  Brunette,"  309 
Marvellous  Feat  of  Tree-ilby  Bvengali- 

vantscd,  2*2 

Matter  for  further  Consideration  (A),  274 
Maximus  Orelllus,  169 
Meeting  of  Fairy  Folk,  287 
Meeting  of  the  Water-Ratepayers,  69 
Message  (TheX  803 
Meteorological  Misgivings,  54 
Michaelmas  Term  at  Cambridge,  174 
Minister  of  Fine  Arts  (The),  106 
Minor  Critic  on  Minor  Poet,  239 
Hiaoneogyny,  85 
Miss)  Brown  Study  (A),  289 

•Missing  Link  "(TheX  305 
Moatlhodi,  262 


HI 

Monopoly,  78 

"Montagu  I  "(A),  267 

More  Knights  Hospitallers,  246 

Most  Inviting,  282 

Mr.  Briefless  it  Interviewed,  186 

Mr.  Briefless,  Jun.,  on  the  Long  Vaca- 

tion, 22 

Mr.  Briefless  on  Legal  Education,  143 
Mrs.  Mammon,  153 
"Mr.  Speaker  I  "58 
Music  Hall  as  Others  would  tax  it,  210 


Music  minus  Charms,  118 

NAVE  I    Name  I  SS9 

Naval  Manoeuvre!  (The),  49 

N.B.  in  N.B.,  209 

Nearly-reached  Shilling  (The),  87 

Net  Profits,  179 

New  Battle  of  Hasting!  (TheX  94 

New  Carillon  at  the  Royal  Exchange,  18 

New  Norrible  Tale  (TheX  84 

New  Swan  Song  (A),  195 

New  Version,  186,  267 

New  Woman  In  Somerset  (TheX  219 

Not  the  Cheese,  150 

Not  without  a  Precedent,  276 

Novel  Education  (AX  255 

Now  and  Then,  198 

Nursery  School  Examination,  288 

OBF.R LANDED  a  la  Mode,  147 

Ode  to  a  Water  Company,  51 

"  O  Honey  I "  160 

Old  Chieftain's  Farewell  (TheX  18 

Old  Doctrine  named  after  Monroe,  210 

"  Old  Order  changeth  "  (TheX  258 

Old  Saw  re-set,  180 

Ollendorf  Guide  to  Knowledge  (TheX  42, 
78,  97 

Ollendorf  System  of  Invasion  (The),  268 
On  a  Sympathetic  Actress,  219 

One  Thing  wanting  (The),  204 
On  the  Cards,  78 
On  the  Senior  Sculla,  51 
on  View  at  Henley,  23 
Open  Confession,  x94 
Operatic  Notes,  6,  18,  29,  41 
Order!    Order!  30 

Our  Booklng-Office,  1,  18,  25,  45,  57,  «5 
101,  UO,  162,  178,  185,  *M.  M9,   217, 
240.  141,  SOS,  274,  288,  2S9,  809 
Our  Conductor  Leeds,  177 
i  >ur  Family  Exchange  Column,  180 
Our  Fashion  Letter,  144 
Our  Napping  Fatherland,  270 
Our  New  Knight  Hospitaller,  221 
Oar  Own  Torrikt  la  North  Devon,  186, 148 
Our  Thespians,  58 
Over-Behrli  g  Conduct,  270 
PASSION  and  Poetry,  71 
1'utenr,  178 
Path  of  Peace  (AX  1 
Peace  and  Plenty,  229 
Phil  and  Jerry  about  Town,  804 
Piece  full  of  Point  (AX  120 
"'Pinerian'    Spring",  at   the   Comedy, 

(TheX  215 

Plain  Tale  of  Cinderella  (TheX  204 
Playing  at  Work,  158 
Playing  on  the  Beach,  810 
Plea  for  our  Treea  (AX  222 
"Please    to    remember    the    Ninth   of 

November,"  227 
Pleasure  and  Profit,  209 
Poetic  Licence.  146 
Poet-Laureate  Stake.  (TheX  198 
Political  Ugly  Duckling  (The)  65 
Pot-luck,  186 

Problem  Playwright's  Vade  Mecum,  101 
Prophetic  Sage  of  Fleet  Street  (TheX  (06 
Paalln  of  August  (AX  61 
Psychophilofhrenoiihysiognoiny,  155 
Punch  to  "  LeuUa  Pjne,"  286 
Punch  to  the  Rugby  Union,  161 
Putney  Spook  (The),  ICO 
Q.  E.  D.,  128 
Query  (AX  78 
QMHHB  of  Frankness  (AX  273 
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Quite  Correct,  192 

RAILWAY  Race  (The),  109 

Railway  Travelling,  167 

Reaction,  1895,  88 

Real  Eastern  Question  (The),  29 

Real  School  for  Scandal  (The),  287 

Real  School  for  Scandal  again  (The),  292 

Reciprocity,  41 

Red  Orchid  (The),  87 

Reely  I  Reely  I  285 

Re-Incarnation,  49 

Request  of  Amorous  Argonaut,  309 

Retreat  of  the  Fifteen  Thousand  (The),  157 

Rhyme  by  a  Rad,  106 

Rivals  at  the  Court,  252 

Riverside  Rondel  (A),  138 

Roast  Beef  of  Old  England  (The),  310 

Robert  Burns  to  the  Rescue,  99 

Robert  under  the  Greenwood  Tree,  85 

Robing-Room  Rumours,  221,  276 

Roehampton  Gate  and  the  L.  O.  C.,  162 

Romance  of  the  Future  (A),  202 

Romeo  Robertson  and  Juliet  Paula 
Campbell,  1«1 

Roundabout  Readings,  9,  IS,  47,  60,  72, 
84,  69,  117,  132,  144,  166,  166,  171,  191, 
203,  217,  231,  250,  857,  269,  881,  293,  305 

"  Rule,  '  Britannyer '  1 "  77 

SCIENTIFIC  Investigation  of  Infancy  (The), 
244 

Scraps  from  Chaps,  10,  SI.  29,  37,  52,  61, 
82,  85,  97,  118,  121,  141,  145,  157,  177, 
186,  195,  205,  227,  240 

Seasonable  Dialogue,  219 

"  Secret  of  Success  "  (The),  78 

Sermons,  145 

Serving  out  Blank  Cartridges,  268 

Shakspeare  on  the  Situation,  1 

Shakspeare  without  the  Musical  Glasses, 
289 

She  agreed,  306 

Shooting  Stars,  262 

"  Sic  transit  gloria  Hoodi,"  167 

Sims  Reeves  at  the  Empire,  179 

Sir  E.  Clarke  and  the  Bar,  203 

Sketches  from  Scotland,  172,  184 

Skittish  Skirt-dancers  (The),  241 

Smorltorkiana,  179 

So  like  them  !  275 

Soliloquy  in  St.  James's  Park  (A),  (3 

Somalls  at  Sydenham  (The),  4 

Some  Minor  Hypocrisies  and  their  Mean- 
ings, 252 

Something  Attractive  in  a  Name,  180 

Something  like  Justice,  226 

Song  for  Bobbies  on  Bikes,  250 

Song  for  the  Shipbuilding  Trade,  229 

Song  of  the  Powers,  249 

Song  of  the  Shrimper  (The),  93 

Song  to  Sims  Reeves.  261 

Sportive  Songs,  280,  297 

Sport  per  Wire,  209 

Stambuloff,  45 

Strictly  according  to  Precedent,  126 

Studies  in  Modern  Journalism,  297,  303 

Suggestion  (A),  250 

Summer  out  of  Season,  165 

TALK  of  the  Toll'd  (A),  238 

Thames  Talk,  221 

That  poor  Irish  Harp  I  94 

That  poor  Penny  Dreadful  1  109 

That  Tune  1  201 

Theatrical  Intelligence,  292 

Thirty-one-and-sixpenny  Dreadful,  lil 

Thomas  Henry  Huxley,  23 

Three  Choirs  (The),  126 

Three  Weird  Writers  of  Drury  Lane  (The), 
168 

To  A.  Balfour,  253 

To  a  Friend  of  Mine,  174 

To  a  Lady  Humorist,  25 

To  a  Westerly  Gale  in  London,  298 

To  Cedie,  261 

To  Chloe,  76 

To  Constance,  292 

To  Dr.  W.  G.  Grace,  45 

Toiler  to  a  Twitterer  (A),  215 

To  Julia,  Knight-errant,  57 

Tom  the  Golfer,  155 

To  prevent  Misunderstanding,  275 

Torr-restial  Notes,  124 

To  Trickasta,  84 

To  Trilby,  268 

Town  versus  Country,  101 

Traveller's  Conversation-Book,  156 

Trifles  Light  as  Hair,  84 

Trio  (A),  202 

Trip  "per  Sea  "(A),  93,  105 

True  Sportsman's  Tip  (A),  85 

"Twenty  Minutes  on  the  Continent,"  112 

Two  Soldiers'  Tears,  219 

UOLY,  153 

Ulysses  at  Taplpw,  291 

Union  v.  Disunion,  249 

Urbs  in  Rure— the  Farmer's  Future,  258 

VAN  Winkle  on  the  Munroe  Doctrine,  310 

Very  latest  "  Hittite  "  Seal  (The),  106 

Very  Likely,  226 

Virginibus  puerisque,  147 


Voice  from  the  Table  (A),  94 

WARNING  (A),  226 

Wasting  her  Sweetness,  28 

Way  they  have  at  the  Bar  (The),  216 

Welcome  Home !  166 

"  Well  Played  I "  281 

Wheel  of  Fate  (The),  173 

Wheels  within  Wheels,  261 

Where  not  to  go,  72 

Who  wouldn't  be  an  Alderman  ?  6 

Winter  Cheer,  306 

Winter  Covent  Garden  Operatic  Notes,  If  8 

Woman  and  her  Wheel,  245 

Woodman,  spare  not  that  Tree,  186 

YELL  from  the  Yellow  (A),  219 

"  You  are  most  apt  to  play  the  Sir,"  45 

Young  Primrose's  Party,  54 

"  Youth  wanted,"  203 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

AtTER  the  Battle,  55 

"Are  you  Ready?"  19 

Armenia's  Appeal,  295 

Ashanti  again  1  247 

"  Bung  "  in  Africa,  139 

"  Calm  and  Peace,"  91 

Christmas  Puzzle  (A),  F07 

Colonial  Matrimonial  Agent  (The),  283 

"  Dead-Lock  "  (The),  271 

Empty  Cupboard  (The),  116 

"  Forty  Winks  I "  127 

"  Good  Dog  I "  175 

Great   Political    Combination    Troupe 

(The),  7 

Hercules  and  the  Farmer,  259 
"  Kismet  1 "  234,  235 
"  La  Gloire  I "  187 
New  Keepers  (The),  67 
Old  Warder  William,  81 
Poor  Bmike  !  163 
Rescue  I  199 

Simple  Definition  (A),  211 
"  Sooner  the  Better  "  (The),  79 
Spill  I  (The),  43 
Taking  the  Reins,  223 
"TimporaryObsthruction  "  (A),  103 
Viva  Italia  I  161 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

ADMIRAL  Punch  welcomes  Italia,  14 
'Arry's  Definition  of  Collar  Day,  273 
Asking  defeated  Rival  to  be  Best  Man,  71 
Athletic  Curate  at  School  Treat,  8051 
Athletic  Yankee  and  John  Bull,  182 
Attending  Lecture  on  Criminal  Law,  221 
Aunt  Maria  as  Trilby.  253 
Authoress  and  Lady  Friend,  174 
Automatic  Gate  for  Hunters,  267 


Balaclava  Sexton's  Drinks  (A),  107 
Barber's  Long-faced  Customer,  249 
Beach  Musician  and  Non-Subscriber,  141 
Bear  disguised  as  Chinaman,  206 
Benevolent  Gent  and  Crying  Boy,  226 
Benevolent  Lady  and  Workgirl,  27 
Big  Farmer  and  Little  Minister,  21 
Brown  and  a  Highland  Tailor,  54 
Cambridge  Athlete's  Work  (A),  237 
Chamberlain  as  Hansom  Cabman,  38 
Chief  Chamberlain  and  his  Braves,  250 
Children  and  Dead  Birds,  181 
' '  Cocky-Leckie  I "  285 
Columbia  and  Britannia  Yachting,  184 
Congratulating  Engaged  Couple,  246 
Cook  and  her  Bicycle  (A),  66 
Coster's  Village  at  Uganda  Exhibition,  190 
Coster  who  had  been  "  Wheelin',"  177 
Country  Lady  and  Tramp,  99 
Country  Young  Man  and  'Bus  Driver,  73 
Crying  for  Mamma,  130 
Curate  and  the  Bad  Egg,  222 
Cyclists  on  their  Honeymoon,  159 
Cyclists'  Opinions  on  the  Great  Wheel,  157 
Cyclists  returning  from  Shopping,  120 
Cyclist  who  went  down  (A),  1462 
Daddy's  Waistcoat,  153 
Dealer  pricing  a  Ring,  118 
Defeated  Napoleon-Rosebery,  50 
Dismounted  Huntsman  and  Old  Horse, 

243 

Diver  and  the  Mermaid  (The),  303 
Dolly  and  Mr.  Punch,  801 
Don  Jose  Chamberlain,  201 
Dressmaker  and  Customer's  Maid,  281 
Dressmaker  and  her  Bicycle,  167 
Drink  on  the  Way  to  the  Meet,  195 
Edwin's  Knots  in  his  Handkerchief,  138 
Effle  at  her  First  Play,  299 
Effle's  Vanity,  150 
Emperor  Art  Salesman  (The),  242 
Emperor  of  Russia  Shocked  !  278 
Eton  Boy  and  Fresh  Lobsters,  15 
Extinct  Parliamentary  Specimens,  58 
Father  Thames  and  Water  Companies,  86 
Fife  Native's  Accent  (A),  145 
First  Cousin  and  Last  Cousin,  49 
Fowl's  Leg  at  Sunday  Dinner,  47 
Fox-hunter  and  Cigarettes,  279 
Future  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  210 
Gambling  Husband's  worthless  Heart,  87 
Gentleman  and  Cadging  Boy,  189 
Gentlemen  entitled  to  Bare  Arms,  83 
Going  to  Dine — not  Dressed,  61 
Guest's  Nice  Drive  Home,  6 
Guttersnipe  Model  and  Artist,  2SO 
Harvesting  the  Public  Revenue,  170 
Heavenly  Frock  (A),  18 
Horse-dealer  and  his  Mare,  64 
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Horses  and  Mechanical  Locomotion, ';110 
Housemaid  winning  the  Sweep,  25 
Huntsman  and  Gamekeeper,  183 
Husband  whom  everybody  pities,  275 
Husband  won  in  a  Cheap  Raffle,  78 
Inebriated  Pugnacious  P<  litician,  69 
Irish  Housemaid  on  Black  Blood,  129 
Irish  Political  Faction  Fight,  290 
Irish  Waiter  and  Diner's  Bill,  288 
Irish  Waiter  and  Plate  of  Pork,  87 
John  Bull  and  Maid  of  Athens,  26 
Judge's  Dream  (The),  142 
Justin  the  Terrible  and  Healy,  81 
Kindhearted  Stranger  and  Sportsman,  291 
Kirk  Elder  and  the  Bawbees,  133 
Ladies  discussing  a  Dull  Party,  186 
Lidies'  Hats  preventing  Kissing.  12 
Ladies'  Whist  Party  next  Door,  34 
Lady  at  Railway  Crossing,  282 
Lady  Bicycling  at  Battersea,  45 
Lady  Deity,  1895  (A).  61 
Lady  incommoding  Male  Passengers,  268 
Lady  on  Shying  Bicycle,  59 
Lady  presenting  Flower,  39 
Lady's  Maid  and  Lady's  Luggage,  805 
Last  Salute  to  the  Duke,  218 
Liking  the  longer  Sonnet,  287 
Little  Groom  and  Rearing  Horse,  35 
Little  Peddlingtonian  Angler  (A),  162 
Little  Timmins's  Large  Hat,  239 
Local  Colour  in  her  Letters,  97 
Lord  Salisbury  and  President  Cleveland, 
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LordWarden  and  Cinque  Ports  Korccs,214 
Madge's  Basket  of  Figs,  263 
Magistrate  and  Constable,  230 
Mamma's  and  Effle's  "Sets,"  286 
Mamma's  Cook's  Influenza,  198 
Meeting  of  Duke  and  Mr.  G.,  62 
Middle-aged  Bicyclist  and  Friend,  191 
Millionaire's  Guinea  Donation  (A),  109 
Moderate  Drunkard  (A),  85 
Mr.  Jones's  Son's  Violin-playing,  22 
Mr.  Punch  driving  to  the  Meet,  205 
Mr.  Punch  First  in  the  Field,  217 
Mr.   Punch   invites  Shahzada  to  North 

Pole,  74 

Mr.  Sorney  and  Harry's  Accidnnt,  102 
Mrs.  Snape's  Husband's  Accident,  179 
Neither  a  Baron  nor  an  Heiress,  3 
Nelson  and  Britannia,  194 
New  Man  at  a  Ball  (The),  42 
New  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod,  309 
Nothing  comes  off -except  Buttons,  126 
Old  Gent's  "  Safety  "  Bicycle,  121 
Old  Hunting  Gent  and  the  Timber,  219 
Old  Lady  and  'Bus  Conductor,  261 
Old  Lady  and  Carol  Boys,  292 
Old  Lady  in  Smoking  Compartment,  67 
Opening  of  the  Uganda  Exhibition,  178 
Packed  Governmental  Party,  70 
Page-boy  who  is  High  Chnrch,  155 
Papa  and  Daughter  after  the  Play,  46 
Papa  putting  a  Button  in  Bag,  294 
Parlouimaid's  Knowledge  of  Oxford,  9 
Paterfamilias  and  School  Principal,  82 
Policeman  and  Clown's  Goose,  301 
Portrait  of  Letter-writer  to  "  Times,"  227 
Prize-fighters  in  a  Swell's  Box,  207 
Prize  Revenue  Pig  (The),  866 
Prolessor  from  the  North  Pole,  80 
Professor  prefers  Bad  Conversation,  114 
Publisher  cautioning  Author,  274 
Railway  Porter  and  late  Passenger,  218 
Railway  Race  in  Africa,  154 
Reckless  Irish  Driver's  Old  Mare,  95 
Rector  and  Runaway  Tandem,  106 
Rickety,  rackety  Crew  (A),  135 
Rosebery  and  Harcourt's  Holiday,  2 
Rotten  Row  closed  for  Alterations,  23 
Scene  in  Picardy  (A),  111 
Screever's  Test  of  drawing  in  Chalks,  10 
Scotch  Ladies  on  Clever  Preacher,  297 
Sculling  hurts  his  Head,  158 
Shocked  at  Trilby's  Bare  Feet,  240 
Sister's  Opinion  on  Extravagance  (A),  90 
Sketches  of  Mediaeval  Gunnery,  146 
Smelling  Orange-Blossoms,  52 
Socialist  Loafer  in  St.  James's  Park,  63 
Solitary  Gent  with  the  Hounds,  255 
Spring-heeled  Hunting  "  Bike,"  171 
Stout  Man  in  Hot  Weather,  143 
Suggestions  for  Novelties  in  Sleeves,  265 
Susan  and  the  Dusty  Table,  258 
Three  Tourists  discussing  Lager,  123 
Toby's  Deputation  on  Wheel  Tax,  254 
Toper's  Large  Cups  (A),  270 
Tramp  on  Hotel  Visitors'  Seat,  165 
Turtle-dove  Lord  Mayor  (The),  122 
Two  Authors  and  their  Critics,  298 
Two  Judges  Discussing  Business,  277 
Ugly  Man  and  an  Artist,  94 
Waiter  and  Object  in  Beer-Glass,  75 
What  caused  his  Stoutness,  109 
When  Schlumpenhagen  plays  a  Flute,  147 
Why  an  Apple  falls,  251 
Wolseleyen  route  to  the  Horse  Guards,  98 
"  Woman  who  wanted  to"  (The),  202 
Young  Photographer  and  Pig-killingr,  264 
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